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PREFACE. 


Ox  diocoursing  with  an  acquaintance,  (for  friends  are 
scarce)  he  told  me  that  my  little  book  needed  a  Preface^ 
Introduction,  or  Dedication,  I  almost  forget  which. — 
\ow,  gentle  Reader,  your  humble  servant  is  not  at  all 
prepared  for  the  performance  of  any  thing  of  the  sort. 
AVhat  shall  I  say?  what  shall  I  write  about? — of  no* 
thing : — we  mortals  can  make  nothing.  Unknowing  and 
unknown,  to  whom  shall  I  dedicate  this  my  maiden 
performance  ?  to  whose  guardianship  consign  the  little 
insignificant  bantling  ?  But  /ezr,  I  fear,  would  feel 
honoured  by  taking  it  under  their  patronage. 

To  what  end,  let  me  ask  myself,  is  it  useful  ?  To 
which  I  answer,  firstly  : — It  will  do  vastly  well  to  exer- 
cise the  patience  and  ingenuity  of  our  learners  of  English 
grammar,  who  are  welcome  to  take  it  page  by  page, 
and  clothe  it  with  a  pure  English  garment. — And,  2ndly : 
To  the  critic  it  will  certainly  prove  a  bonne  bouche ;  a 
work  abounding  with  bad  English,  and  perhaps,  false 
reasoning. 

But  be  it  remembered,  this  is  not  altogether  a  work  of 
fancy  ;  inasmuch,  as  the  few  chapters  attributed  to  the 
pen  of  the  <  Cabin  Boy,'  contain  real  facts,  and  are  cor- 
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rectly  copied  from  his  own  manuBcript,  now  in  my  pos- 
session ;  and  most  of  the  incidents  said  to  have  befallen 
Captain  Strickland  (the  hero  of  my  tale)  in  his  travels, 
really  hap{>ened  to  m^$elf: — while  the  few  remarks 
introduced  on  the  religion,  manners,  customs,  &c.  of  the 
Canadians,  are  derived  from  a  long  residence  in  their 
country. 

I  am  aware  that  my  narrative  will  not  possess  half 
that  interest  with  some  readers,  as  would  a  Novel,  full 
of  hair-breadth  escapes,  and  lover's  sighs ;  or  a  Ro- 
mance, in  each  of  whose  awfully  sublime  and  soul-har- 
rowing pages,  a  gaunt  spectre  meets  the  astonished  eye. 
This  is  (however  feebly  executed)  a  Romance  of  real 
life  :  and  though  in  some  places  I  have  endeavoured  to 
tickle  the  fancies  of  my  laughter  loving  countrymen,  I 
have  sedulously  guarded  against  the  introduction  of  any 
matter  calculated  to  vitiate  their  principles.  I  have 
attempted  to  pourtray  the  manifest  hardships  of  a  sea- 
faring life,  when  embraced  at  too  early  an  age — to  re- 
commend the  christian  duty  of  brotherly  forgivenesw, 
and  enforce  ihe  belief  of  a  providential  guardianship, 
over  those  who  persevere  in  a,  just  cause. 

Really,  when  I  look  back,  I  find  that  I  shall  actually 
succeed,  either  in  writing  a  preface,  or  an  apology  for 
one.  I  have  already  filled  more  than  half  the  paper  I 
had  devoted  to  that  purpose.  Your  own  penetration 
has,  doubtless,  informed  you,  ere  this,  that  the  author  is 
an  obscure,  unlearned  individual.  Oh  !  that  I  possessed 
but  learning  enough  to  embellish  my  pages  with  a  few 
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scraps  of  Latin  or  Greek,  or  that  I  could  add  to  my 
humble  name,  B.A.  D.D.,  or  F.R.S. — 

A  most  disagreeable  interruption,  a  neighbour  want- 
ing to  borrow  money,  (how  itupid!  to  come  to  me)  has 
chased  from  my  mind  many  other  fine  things  I  had 
just  intended  to  say  ;  I  must,  therefore,  think  about 
winding  up. 

Dear  Readers,  both  feminine  and  masculine^  (for  I 
have  just  knowledge  enough  to  know  that  there  are  two 
such  genders,  and  dread  enough  to  beg  that  Critics  may 
be  neuters),  I  shall  now  bid  you  adieu  !  and  as  a  parting 
request,  earnestly  entreat,  that  you  will  be  kind,  yea, 
^ery  partial  to  this  my  Jini  child,  for  by  so  doing,  yon 
wili  confer  a  lasting  obligation  on. 

Dear  Nouns  of  both  genders. 

Your  very  apprehensive. 

And  most  humble  servant. 

The  Author. 
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OR, 

A  TRIP  TO  CANADA. 


CHAPTER  I. 

Tis  night !  sad  darkness  veils  die  troubled  skies, 
High  heave  the  waves — ^the  stormy  winds  arise. 

Many  of  you,  my  indulgent  readers,  have  perhaps, 
travelled  over  an  immense  heath,  a  dreary  desert,  and 
having  cast  your  longing  eyes  forwards,  have  hailed 
with  rapture  the  appearance  of  a  distant  clump  of 
venerable  trees,  from  among  whose  widely-distended 
branches  the  gracefully-curling  smoke  has  arisen  in 
friendly  volumes  to  the  evening  skies  : — with  similar 
rapture,  the  hero  of  our  humble  tale,  with  the  Captain 
of  the  Venus,  her  other  passengers,  and  the  crew, 
hailed  their  arrival  on  the  great  Bank  of  Newfound- 
land, after  a  tedious  passage  across  the  stormy  Atlan- 
tic. It  was  on  the  evening  of  a  fine  May-day,  when 
the  sun  was  just  veiling  his  face  beneath  the  horizon, 
that  the  fleet,  consisting  of  about  forty  British  vessels, 
found  soundings :  scarcely  a  breath  fanned  the  flag- 
ging sails,  or  rippled  the  bosom  of  the  mighty  deep. 
A  sweet  serenity — a  balmy  stillness,  pervaded  the 
tranquil  scene,  while  at  a  distance,  the  playful  porpoise 
amused  himself  in  wanton  friskings  on  the  surface  of 
his  native  element.     Was  every  day  a  day  of  sun- 
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shine,  fair  and  pleasant  gales,  bow  little  would  the 
hardy  mariner  prize  the  blessing  of  favourable  wea- 
ther? But  such  days  had  not  been  the  lot  of  our  little 
fleet ;  therefore  the  pleasing  intelligence  that  it  had 
happily  reached  the  Bank  in  safety,  and  the  auspicious 
state  of  the  weather  were  rendered  doubly  acceptable. 
While  the  sober  twilight  almost  imperceptibly  spread 
its  grey  mantle  over  the  bosom  of  the  waters,  Strick- 
land and  the  Commander  of  the  Venus,  descried  se- 
veral immense  ice-bergs  in  the  north-west  quarter, 
rearing  their  stupendous  heads  many  hundred  feet 
above  the  level  of  the  ocean — their  silver  summits  still 
brilliantly  reflecting  the  beams  of  the  departed  sun. 
Strickland  possessed  a  mind  qualified  to  enjoy  the 
beauties  of  Nature,  either  when  she  wore  a  frowning 
aspect,  amidst  the  mighty  roarings  of  the  northern 
blast,  or  when  she  decked  her  face  in  sunny  smiles. 
In  a  pensive  attitude  he  reclined  over  the  vessel's 
tafieril,  alternately  regarding  the  sky  and  water. 
"  Night,"  exclaimed  he  to  himself,  "  already  stretches 
her  ebon  sceptre  over  the  late  delightful  scene,  and 
tinges  with  a  melancholy  hue,  the  vast  and  thickly- 
peopled  realm  of  Neptune.  How  many  gloomy  retro- 
spections does  such  a  scene  as  this  press  upon  my 
busy  memory?  This— this  accords  with  my  soul's 
sadness.  Ah,  when  I  look  back  to  past  scenes  of  joy 
and  comfort,  and  compare  them  with  my  present  sad 
bereavement,  but  see  no  prospect  of  their  ever  re- 
.  turning  to  enliven  the  decline  of  my  miserable  life,  my 
heart  beats  in  unison  with  that  of  the  royal  preacher, 
when  he  exclaims, 

*  Vanity  of  vanities,  all  is  vanity !  *  " 
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In  sach  a  state  of  mindy  and  under  the  impression 
of  such  sad,  though  salutary  feelings,  Strickland  still 
lingered  on  the  quarter-deck,  while  Captain  Graham, 
ever  attentire  to  his  duty,  set  the  night  watch,  reduced 
the  ship  under  easy  sail,  when  vociferating,  "  Keep  a 
good  look  cot  a^heady  my  boys,"  he  turned  to  our  hero, 
and  taking  him  silently  by  the  arm,  led  him  towards 
the  companion.  On  entering  the  cabin,  he  gently 
tapped  his  passenger  on  the  shoulder,  exclaiming 
with  ^ee,  "  All's  well !  Strickland,  now  let's  pipe  to 
supper/' 

Strickland  was  prosecuting  a  voyage  of  discovery, 
not  in  search  of  a  North- West  passage.  "  In  search 
of  what  then  ?"  I  think  I  hear  you  ask  :  many  of  my 
married  acquaintances,  I  am  sorry  to  say  (for  their 
own  sakes)  are  the  last  to  whom  I  should  apply  to 
unravel  this  mystery.  Fortunately  for  my  reader,  I 
am  prepared  to  gratify  his  curiosity  on  this  important 
point.  He  was  in  search  of,  (would  you  believe  it  ?) 
an  eloped  wife  ;  well  might  his  wounded  feelings  ex- 
claim *  all  is  vanity,'  when  he  painfully  reflected  that 
he  was  the  victim  of  a  misplaced  love,  the  dupe  of 
fatse  friendship;  gifted^  or  as  some  would  have  it 
agreed,  as  he  was  with  a  heart  of  exquisite  sensibility, 
he  considered  himself  as  the  most  wretched  of  created 
beings. 

Returning  from  a  commercial  voyage  to  the  Le- 
vant, a  few  months  before  his  introduction  to  your 
notice,  after  a  most  unsuccessful  trip,  ill  in  body  and 
distressed  in  mind,  he  had  flattered  himself  that  he 
should  find  to  bid  him  welcome  home,  a  wife  he 
loved,  a  partner  he  adored ;  one  in  whose  loving  bo- 
som he  might  deposit  all  his  griefs,  and  from  whose 
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assiduous  cares  he  might  expect  restoration  to  health 
of  body.  What  then  must  have  been  his  feelings^ 
when  after  tapping  thrice  at  the  well-known  door — 
the  door  of  his  ancestors — the  door  of  his  home,  and 
what  rendered  it  still  dearer  to  him,  the  door  of  a 
dwelling  whose  roof  he  fondly  imagined  sheltered  the 
chaste  head  of  a  faithful  wife,  to  find  that  hornet  that 
once  happy  dwelling,  desolate, /or^aAren? 

Very  little  inquiry  sufficed  to  inform  him,  that  his 
wife  had  eloped  but  a  short  time  before  his  arrival, 
with  an  unprincipled  villain,  with  a  false  friend,  with 
one  whose  debts  the  injured  husband  had  paid,  one 
whom  he  had  liberated  from  a  prison,  one  whom  he 
had  clothed  and  fed,  and  in  whose  steady  friendship 
and  virtuous  principles  he  had  placed  unlimited  confi- 
dence. The  house  he  also  discovered  to  be  stripped 
of  every  thing  of  value. 

Many  may  feel  surprised  at  Strickland  for  under- 
taking a  voyage  in  pursuit  of  that  which  even  if 
found,  could  now  be  considered  any  thing  but  an  ac- 
quisition :  but  it  is  enough  for  me,  that  he  did  so  seek ; 
nor  do  I  feel  myself  bound  to  analyse  the  motives,  the 
feelings,  which  induced  him  to  steadily  pursue  the 
'  Fugitives^  The  shock  occasioned  by  this  painful 
jintelligence  for  some  weeks  deprived  him  of  his  rea- 
son, and  nought,  (as  he  himself  confessed,)  but  a 
burning  desire  of  reyenge  on  the  false  seducer,  could 
liaye  aroused  him  to  a  state  of  activity :  nor  need  we 
feel  surprised  that  a  feeling  of  revenge  should,  (at 
least  for  a  time,)  find  a  place  in  his  bosom,  when  we 
consiLder,  that  be  had  been  grievously  wounded  in 
a  most  tender  part,  and  that  he  had  once  been  a 
captain  in  the  navy,  where  it  too  often  happens,  that 
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even  the  stain  of  a  petty  insalt  is  washed  out  with 
human  blood  :  and  this  is  called  honour  !  forsooth  ! 
When  will  man  learn  to  call  things  by  their  proper 
names ;  and  to  consider  no  line  of  conduct  as  honour- 
able which  is  contrary  to  the  express  commands  of  his 
God  ?  The  bereaved  husband  was  soon  informed 
tliat  the  fugitives  had  embarked  either  for  Halifax 
or  Quebec  ;  and  supposing  the  latter  to  be  the  more 
probable^  he  embarked  in  the  Venus  in  pursuit  of 
them. 

I  judged  it  necessary,  kind  reader,  to  give  you  this 
brief  account  of  the  object  of  our  passenger's  voyage ; 
and  as  I  confess  that  what  I  have  yet  written  is 
laboriously  dull,  and  already  imagine  that  I  hear  the 
highly  disagreeable  epithets  (to  us  miserable  authors,) 
of,  "  Stupid  nonsense  !  Horrid  stuff !  Vile  trash ! '' 
and  sundry  others  equally  expressive  of  your  sove- 
reign contempt  for  the  poor  blockhead  who  is  ac- 
tually doing  his  best  to  amuse  you,  I  shall  proceed 
at  once  to  narrate  things  as  they  occurred  on  board 
the  good  ship  Venus,  or  as  seamen  say,  *'  to  keep  a 
regular  log :"  hoping  that,  as  thou  hast  exposed  thy 
patience  to  the  severe  trial  of  accompanying  me  thus 
far,  that  thou  wilt  still  travel  onwards  with  me ;  for 
though  I  confess,  I  am  far  from  being  competent  to 
treat  thee  with  even  a  few  specimens  of  the  *  sublime 
and  beautiful,'  I  purpose  to  use  thee  rather  more 
handsomely  on  thy  journey.  Captain  Graham's  blunt 
honest  face  was  lighted  up  with  the  smile  of  pleasure, 
as  he  and  Strickland,  together  with  the  chief  mate, 
took  their  seats  at  the  well-replenished  supper-table  ; 
which,  in  addition  to  a  cold  ham  and  some  slices  of 
hung  beef,  contained  the  remains  of  a  fine  cod-fish  he 
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had  fortanately  hooked  in  the  morDing :  no  contempti- 
ble prize  I  can  assure  jou^  to  persons  who  had  been 
at  sea  eight  weeks,  and  who  had  scarcely  tasted  fresh 
provisions  daring  the  last  four.  The  mate  ate  hastily 
and  heartily,  and  leaving  his  messmates  without  cere- 
mony, went  upon  deck,  looked  inquisitively  at  the 
state  of  the  weather,  then  came  below,  and  '  turned 
in,'  almost  before  he  was  missed  from  the  table* 

To  an  attentive  observer,  a  vast  difference  was  dis- 
coverable between  Captain  Graham,  and  Strickland. 
The  foriner  being  a  sturdy,  weather-beaten  old  En- 
glish tar,  a  lover  of  his  belly,  and  good  fellowship,  a 
friend  to  every  body  but  himself — the  latter,  solemn, 
contemplative,  and  silent,  beloved  by  all  in  the  ship, 
though  conversant  with  but/eao. 

Supper  having  been  removed,  to  the  no  little  joy  of 
the  sleepy  cabin-boy  ;  and  a  kettle  of  hot  water,  with 
glasses,  brandy,  and  sugar  prepared,  the  little  urchin 
was  dismissed  to  his  berth :  and  the  worthy  old  tar 
turning  to  his  desponding  companion,  congratulated 
him  upon  their  having  found  soundings,  and  the  pro- 
bability of  their  speedy  arrival  at  Quebec.  Captain 
G.  had  had  frequent  occasion  to  regret  the  despon- 
dency and  taciturnity  of  his  otherwise  agreeable  and 
well-informed  l»rother  captain,  and  had  as  often  beg- 
ged to  share  hb  confidence :  wherefore,  from  the  re- 
signation depicted  on  his  countenance  on  this  par- 
ticular night,  and  his  more  than  usual  conviviality, 
which  had  led  him  to  drink  an  extra  bumper,  he  was 
prompted  to  beg  a  detail  of  those  afflictions  which  so 
evidently  pressed  on  his  mind«  Strickland,  to  rid 
himself  of  his  friendly  importunity,  and  at  the  same 
time  feeling  ashamed  to  enter  into  particulars,  briefly 
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afawnad  huB  that  be  had  been  robbed  by  a  deeeitfol 
fineod  of  the  qaarter  part  of  his  property ;  and  what 
was  to  faoB  still  worse,  that  the  rillain  had  eloped  with 
a  feflude,  on  whom  he  had  placed  his  warmest  affeo* 
tioBs.  ''  I  am  boond,  Graham,  (said  he,  with  emphatic 
ferroor,)  in  quest  of  them ;  and  if  heaven  but  grant 
me  the  good  fortune  to  overtake  them,  one  of  them 
dies,  aye  dies,  and  such  a  death  too  as  shall  satiate  my 
just  revenge.*'  He  paused,  while  his  fine  features 
were  worked  up  into  a  state  of  animation,  which  but 
too  plainly  spoke  the  anguish  of  his  wounded  spirit ; 
then  with  a  look,  and  overpowered  with  feelings,  that 
shocked  his  friendly  messmate,  he  hastily  retired  to 
his  cabin.  Captsan  6.  quaffed  but  one  more  rummer 
of  grog,  much  less  than  the  bottle-loving  old  tar's 
usual  quantum ;  and  made  sail  for  what  he  quaintly 
termed  *'  Blanket  Bay,"  in  a  state  of  mind  which 
proved  that,  notwithstanding  his  characteristic  Uunt* 
neto,  "  he  fdt  as  a  manJ"  One  might,  without  mistake, 
imagine  that,  as  he  vaulted  into  his  bed,  he  was  eja- 
culating, *'Poor,  poor  fellow!  abused  gentleman! 
thon  hast  indeed  enough  to  make  thee  melancholy/' 

By  this  time  the  wind  had  increased,  and  Captain 
Graham  had  scarcely  bidden  adieu  to  the  cares  and 
inquietudes  of  life,  ere  he  was  aroused  from  his 
slumbers  by  the  unwelcome  sound  of  three  portentous 
strokes  of  a  handspike  on  the  after-deck,  accompa- 
nied by  the  shrill  voice  of  the  second  mate,  vocife- 
rating with  all  his  might,  **  All  hands  reef  top-sails 
ahoy ! "  The  brave  tars, — ^foremost  among  whom  was 
their  Captain, — tumbled  up  with  alacrity,  and  within 
two  minutes  from  the  disagreeable  summons,  the  fore- 
topsail  yard  was  manned  with  hardy  fellows,  who 
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feared  neither  raia  nor  tempest,  Strickland,  who  bm 
seldom  interfered  with  the  Captain  of  the  Venus  i 
the  discharg-e  of  his  duties,  feeling'  (though  pc 
of  much  oantical  experieDce  himself)  that  Captain  1 
was  competent  to  act  in  any  trying  emerg-ency,  ■ 
to  sleep;  but  in  vain  he  invoked  the  drowsy  god  1 
settle  on  his  weary  eyelids — past  joys — gone-by  dafl 
of  bliss,  accompanied  with  painful  comparisons  will 
his  present  state  of  bereavement  aud  penury,  held  bim 
waking.  It  was  nearly  midnight ;  (but  a  few  grains 
of  sand  remained  in  the  binnacle  glass,  ere  it  would 
be  time  to  call  the  middle  watch) :  when  be  was  aroused 
from  a  profound  and  painful  reverie  by  the  entrance 
of  the  cabin-boy,  who  came  to  beg  his  immediate  at- 
tention to  the  son  of  one  of  the  steerage  passengers, 
taken  dangerously  ill-  Naturally  partial  as  he  was  to 
children,  to  this  youth  he  was  particularly  attached, 
he  would  sit  for  hours  on  a  hen-coop  with  the  boy 
by  his  side,  or  on  bis  knee,  listening  to  his  engaging 
prattle,  (for  such  it  might  have  still  been  called,)  and 
in  his  more  cheerful  moments,  few  and  far-between 
as  they  were — explaining  to  bim  sea-terms,  relating 
tales  of  past  days,  and  occasionally  instructing  him 
in  spelling  and  writing,  in  which  branches  of  useful 
learning  he  bad  been  lamentably  neglected.  Thus 
Strickland  served  the  boy,  while  he  amused  himself. 
The  youth  was,  indeed,  scarcely  ever  from  his  in- 
structor's side ;  and  what  rendered  him  the  more  en- 
gaging, to  good  natural  talents,  he  united  an  amiable 
disposition,  ever  desirous  to  please,  and  be  pleased. 
Towards  the  parent,  without  knowing  why,  Strick- 
land felt  an  insurmountable  antipathy.  Was  be  a 
physiognomist?    perhaps   not  more   so   than   others. 
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Most  men,  I  believe,  conceiving  either  a  favourable  or 
unfavourable  opinion  of  a  stranger  at  ^rsf  siffkt.  Our 
hero's  skill  in  surgery,  &c.,  had  led  the  other  passen- 
gers to  apply  to  bim  in  all  their  sicknesses,  as  to  the 
surgeon  of  the  vessel ;  accustomed  then  as  he  was 
to  be  called  up  to  attend  to  their  wants,  it  cannot 
be  supposed  that  he  lost  a  moment  in  flying  to  the 
assistance  of  his  youthful  companion.  The  storm 
whistles  loud  and  fearfully,  thought  he,  as  he  passed 
the  qnarter-deck ;  but,  without  loss  of  time,  de- 
scended to  the  steerage.  He  found  poor  Robert  HI 
indeed.  Sea-sickness,  which  had  been,  during  the 
passage,  his  constant  attendant,  had  almost  reduced 
the  amiable  boy  to  a  skeleton,  and  his  kind  instructor 
and  pbysiciau  now  found  bim  in  a  delirious  fever. 
He  bung  over  the  youth's  bed  with  more  than  pa- 
rental solicitude,  vhile  the  half-frantic  mother  con- 
JQred  him  earnestly  to  exert  his  utmost  skill  to  save, 
if  possible,  the  flower  of  her  flock.  Well  might  she 
have  spared  herself  the  fond,  the  natural  request. 
Strickland,  though  almost  lost  to  the  world,  and  the 
world  to  him,  left  as  it  were  an  odd,  a  broken  link  in 
the  chain  of  society ;  yet,  still  believing  himself  to 
be  beloved  by  one  being,  though  that  being  was  a 
child,  would  have  given  worlds  to  rescue  that  child 
from  the  pain  and  disorder  with  which  he  was  afflicted. 
Having  sent  for  the  cabin-boy,  he  ordered  him  to 
bring  the  medicine-chest  into  the  half-deck.  Mean- 
while the  husband,  usually  nick-named  I^ng  Tom, 
(from  bis  standing  at  least  six  feet  two,)  was  vehe- 
mently cursing  the  storm  which  bellowed  above  with 
increasing  violence.  He  clenched  his  brawny  fists, 
and  inveighed  with  bitterness  against  the  Providence 
b3 
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of  the  Most  High ;  then  hastily  taming  to  his  meek 
partner,  in  a  menacing  attitude,  with  his  fore-finger 
stretched  out,  he  peremptorily  exclaimed,  ''  To  bed, 
I  say,  to  bed,  and  leave  your  darling  to  his  fate. 
— Had  he  been  one  of  my  children,"  added  he  with 
bitterness,  ^^no  such  pains  had  been  taken  for  his 
recovery ;  and  as  for  you,  Mister,"  turning  to  Strick- 
land, '*  I  thank  you  for  the  trouble  you  are  taking 
to  preserve  to  me  a  burden,  that,  by  heaven  !  I  shall 
feel  happy  to  be  safely  rid  of.  Therefore  decamp !  I 
say,"  raising  his  voice,  "and  leave  my  berth.  I  need 
no  intruders,  and  when  Kate  has  had  her  cry  out, 
she  may  e'en  jump  overboard,  and  be  d — d,  or  turn  in 
with  her  favourite,  which  she  pleases,  all  one  to  Tom." 
''  Softly,  softly,"  exclaimed  Captain  Strickland,  not 
at  all  intimidated,  though  violently  shocked  by  the 
barbarity  of  the  villain,  **  the  life  of  a  fellow-creature 
is  at  stake ;  nor  do  I  mean  to  quit  him,  (nay,  frown 
on,  if  you  choose,)  till  I  have  used  all  my  imperfect 
skill  to  restoi^  him  to  health,  and  would  that  I  could 
add,  happiness :  but,  alas !  I  fear  but  a  small  portion 
of  that  will  fall  to  his  share,  while  in  the  power  of  (a 
wretch,  a  disgrace  to  humanity,  Strickland  would 
have  said,  but  prudently  changed  it  into)  a  man  so 
little  master  of  his  violent  passions  as  yourself."  By 
this  time  the  cabin-boy  had  reached  the  half-deck  with 
the  chest  which  Strickland  had  impatiently  expected, 
and  without  losing  another  moment,  he  prepared  for 
the  boy  a  composing  draught,  which,  in  a  short  time, 
had  the  effect  of  lulling  him  into  a  profound  slumber. 
"  There ! "  exclaimed  the  Captain,  '*  see,  your  child 
is  at  ease,  and  in  a  fair  way  too."  "  My  child! "  rei- 
terated the  ruffian.     "  At  least  then  jonr  fellow-creor 
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iwf^,  ofkd  created  in  tbe  maa  inagiB^  is  the  image  «f 
the  omaipotent  Creator,  who,  at  this  awful  nomeat, 

'  Plants  his  footsteps  in  the  sea. 
And  rides  upon  ^  stom.*  ^ 

There  was  somethiog  elevated  and  commandiDg^  in 
die  Toice  of  Strickland,  which,  for  a  momeDt,  over- 
awed his    turbolent  adversary,  who  turned  sullenly 
from  him.     Fain  would  Strickland  have  watched  by 
the  side  of  the  ill-fated  Robert  until  dav-break,  but 
tbe  increased  bowlings  of  the  northern  tempest  con- 
vinced him  that  his  aid,  as  well  as  the  aid  of  the  other 
passengers,   was,  by  this  time,  essentially   necessary 
upon  deck.     But  how  to  leave  his  poor  charge; — 
luckily   he  bethought  himself  of  the  good-natured 
cabin-boy,    Robin,   and   telling  him   that  he  would 
answer  to  his  master  for  his  absence,  he  commanded 
him  to  remain  below,  removed  to  a  convenient  dis- 
tance from  his  patienfs  berth,  to  carefully  listen  to 
what  might  occur  (as  the  rolling  of  the  vessel  ren- 
dered it  time  to  put  out  the  light ;  and  Capt.  Graham 
had  twice  bawled  down  the  hatchway,  *'  Dowse  the 
giimT')    By  this  means  Strickland  flattered  himself 
that  he  should  obtain  early  information  of  any  violence 
that  might  be  OjSered  to  the  boy,  or  his  mother.     The 
over-fatigued  and  drenched  boy  gladly  accepted  the 
commission,  preferring  comfortable  shelter  below,  to 
the  braving  the  fury  of  the  contending  elements  above ; 
for  such  was  the  violence  of  the  storm,  that  he  would 
have  been  glad  to  take  shelter,  even  under  tbe  lee  of 
a  rope-yarn.    Fortunately  for  Robin,  his  task  was  by 
no  means  a  difficult  one,  for  the  pumps  being  now  at 
work,  and  all  the  other  male  passengers  upon  deck 
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assisting  the  harassed  crew — Long  Tom,  suffering  his 
native  indolence  to  overcome  his  passion,  and  his  sense 
of  danger,  turned  silently  in,  and  by  his  loud  snoring 
soon  convinced  the  little  watchman  that  he  was  fast 
locked  in  the  arms  of  sleep ;  when   Robin,  feeling 
himself  not  called  upon  any  longer  to  watch,   and 
possessing,  as  is  too  often,  the  case,  no  inclination  to 
pray,  prudently  followed  his  example.     But  it  is  high 
time  to  attend  to  what  was  going  on  above.     Strick- 
land, as  I  have  before  hinted,  and  have,  perhaps, 
plainly  said,  was  an  old  sailor,  yet  he  had  scarcely 
raised  his  head  above  the  coming  of  the  hatchway, 
ere  he  found  that  the  voice  of  Boreas  was  louder  than 
he  had  ever  before  experienced  it.    The  ship  was  lay- 
ing-to,  under  a  close-reefed  maintopsail,  while  wave 
after  wave  swept  over  her  in  rapid  succession ;  the 
steersman  was  lashed  to  the  helm ;   and  before  our 
hero  had  time  to  utter  a  syllable,  Captain  G.  loudly 
shouted,  "  Now,  boys! — Now! — Stand  by  your  main- 
topsail   braces! — Helm's  a  weather! — Wear  ship!** 
The  brave    seamen,  recognising  the   voice  of  their 
able  Commander  through  his  long  speaking-trumpet, 
notwithstanding  the  wild  bowlings  of  the  tempest, 
simultaneously  replied,  with   a  voice  of  confidence 
— **  All  ready.   Captain  !'*    "When  round  spun  the 
gallant  ship,  Graham  vociferating,  '' Cheerly,  boys! 
— cheerly! — Haul   in    the    weather   main    braces!^ 
In  less   than   a   minute,  the  vessel,   like  the  fear- 
stricken  deer,  flew  with  amazing  velocity  before  the 
ail-powerfully  impelling  storm.    "  Bravo !"  "  Bravo !" 
exclaimed  both  the  captains,  with  one  heart  and  voice; 
and  Strickland,  in  this  moment  lof  imminent  peril, 
forgetting  that  he  was  but  a  passenger,  and,  perhaps, 
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fsDcyiD^  himself  once  'more  on  the  qnarter  deck  of 
one  of  the  wooden  walls  of  Old  England,  tuvolun- 
larily  exclaimed,  "Look  out!— Keep  a  good  look 
oot  a-bead,  my  brave  boys!"  But  ere  the  last  word 
had  winged  its  way  from  his  quivering  lips,  all  hands 
vere  laid  flat  on  the  deck  by  a  tremendous  concussion, 
while  the  foretopmast  fell  back  with  an  appalling 
crash  upon  the  main  deck,  and  stove  both  long  boat 
and  skift.  Lonif,  long  might  the  sudden  shock  have 
detained  the  affrighted  mariners  and  passengers  in 
lheir>  recumbent  posture  (white  the  forked  lightnings 
played  in  terrific  grandeur  among  the  remaining  masts 
and  shrouds  of  the  ill-fated  vessel)  hut  for  the  pierc- 
ing heart-rending  shrieks  of  men  in  distress.  On 
rushing  forward,  waist  deep  in  water,  they  discovered 
ihey  had  run  down  a  small  brig,  laying-to  under  a 
Btorm  staysail,  and  that  too  with  such  violence,  (hat 
she  was  fast  sinking.  The  upper  part  of  the  strange 
vessel  still  continued  attached  to  the  remaining 
stump  of  the  Venus's  bowsprit,  and  by  the  united  ex- 
ertions of  the  crew  and  passengers,  and  with  the  help 
of  ropes,  se?en  individuals  were  almost  instantane- 
ously released  from  the  wreck ;  hut  ere  the  last  for- 
tunate being  had  reached  the  ship's  forecastle,  a 
violent  sea  separated  the  vessels,  and  the  brig,  by  the 
glare  of  the  lightning,  was  now  seen  in  a  profound 
abyss!  wow  rising  to  the  summit  of  a  mountainous 
billow!  with  the  remaining  crew  fast  clinging  to  her 
masts,  and  looking  every  moment  to  he  swallowed  up 
in  the  fearful  waves  of  the  mighty  deep  !  Appalling 
as  was  this  sight,  no  steps  could  be  taken  to  preserve 
^diem,  for  the  awfiil  scene  just  passed,  and  imperfectly 


i 


14  THB  FUGITIVES; 

desccibedy  had  ocoapied  but  an  inconceivably  short  , 
space  of  time,  and  while  the  bewildered  and  terrified  , 
crew  of  the  Venus  stood  aghast,  gazing  on  the  dread- 
fid  spectacle,  ber  maintopsaU  was  blown  from  the 
jatd  in  teai  thousand  ribbons,  and  the  ship  scudded 
onwards  at  from  ten  to  twelve  knots  (miles)  under 
bare  poles. 

The  astounding  blow  had  thrown  Long  Tom,  with 
Ytolence,  out  of  his  berth,  head  foremost,  against  the 
larboavd  pump.  Ghastly,  stu{nfied,  and  bleeding,  he 
gained  die  deck, — here,  amazed  and  horror  struck, 
he  loudly  bawled,  *'  In  me,  in  me,  behold  the  Jonah! 
-^Cast  me,  O  Captain,  cast  me  overboard  into  the 
boiling  surge,  and  quench  the  fires  which  burn  within !" 
Wrapped  in  amazement  and  consternation,  no  one 
heeded  his  frantic  exclamations,  and  the  conscience- 
stricken  wretch  was  rapidly  vaulting  over  the  gun- 
wale to  commit  himself  to  the  fury  of  the  ocean,  when 
one  of  the  rescued  strangers,  darting  forward  with 
the  velocity  of  an  arrow,  seized  him  by  the  hair,  and 
the  ship  at  the  same  moment  rolling  dreadfully,  they 
were  both  precipitated  with  violence  against  the 
capstem,  but  for  which  impediment  it  is  highly  pro- 
bable they  had  rolled  over  into  the  sea,  on  the 
opposite  side  of  the  ship.  Both,  seriously  wounded 
and  stunned,  were  conveyed  below ;  the  father  of  the 
sick  boy  to  his  own  berth,  and  the  passenger  to  the 
cabin  of  Strickland.  The  latter,  still  retaining  his 
coolness  and  presence  of  mind,  descended  after  them, 
visited  and  prescribed  for  both,  and  also  attended  to 
Robert.  The  performance  of  these  Christian  duties 
detaining  him  below  a  considerable  time,  he  had  the 
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grog  was  accordiDgly  distributed  to  the  crew  and  paS'> 
sengers,  as  well  as  to  those  so  miraculously  snatched 
from  the  sinking  brig,  while  the  Captain  ordered  the 
second  mate  to  see  that  they  were  properly  accommo- 
dated, adding,  *^  Let  them  be  treated  in  all  respects 
the  same  as  my  own  ship's  company ;"  then  turning 
aft,  with  a  tear  in  his  manly  eye,  he  in  a  low  voice 
ejaculated,  ^'  May  God  snatch  from  a  watery  grave, 
the  remainder  of  the  unfortunate  crew ;"  in  which 
oharitable  wish,  Strickland  (who  penetrated  into,  and 
admired  the  Captain's  feelings)  devoutly  joined. — 
"  Now,  my  boys  !*'  continued  Graham,  '*  Below !  take 
some  refreshment,  then  up,  and  rig  a  jury  topmast ; 
a  few  days  will  see  the  old  Venus  safe  moored  in  a 
harbour  of  fresh  beef  and  grog,  where  we  shall  soon 
forget  the  storm,  and  toast  our  sweethearts  and 
wives."  "Huzza!  Huzza!"  replied  his  loyal  crew, 
while  with  keen  appetites  they  descended  below,  in 
obedience  to  their  brave  Commander's  welcome  in- 
junctions* 


CHAPTER  II. 


How  could  I  guess  your  thoughts,  my  angry  friend  ? 
Fm  sure  I  did  not  willingly  offend. 

By  noon,  the  ship's  crew  had  converted  a  spare 
maintopsail  yard  into  a  foretopmast,  and  with  great 
difiBculty  (owing  to  their  exhausted  state)  swayed  it 
up;  the  remainder  of  the  day  they  were  chiefly 
employed  in  substituting  a  lower  studdingsail  for 
a  foreiopsail.     Mr.  Barnard  (the  newly  introduced 
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stranger)  had  wfciiJ  mmkenattw  horn  kk  raoeot  fJt^ 
and  still  ctmitmmei  m  bed:  wkife,  tovardf  nine  m 
liifht,  LoB^  Thb  m—ImiJ  iticaglh  enoogfa  to  gel 
up  and  cntwi  m^  Ife  loncMlfe,  vliere  Ike 
D»t  beftkming  a  Ihiw^hi  on  tlKir  late  danger, 
amittuig,  or  ratker  ttiiiAing  eaok  odHr,  by 
stories  about  gboits,  bobgohiinB,  and  dcFik.     As  tbe 
stories  were  bandied  ronnd  ther  nnoonsciondy  drew 
closor  and  ckiaer  to  each  other,  antil  Tom,  casting  Ms 
eyes  towards  the  £ne  scuttle,  ofaserf^  witb  Ciidet 
toTor,  a  lanky  black  visage,  witk  a  kmg  pair  at  kens 
and  a  formidable  beard,  locriung  down  npoo  tkem  wilk 
fixed  attention.     AU  kands,  blinded  I7  tkeir  fears, 
started  np  and  fled  in  different  directicinfi,  while  tke 
old  cook  loudly  Todferaled,  "  Aye,  kinnies!  this  a' 
cames  wi  telling  lang  staries  aboot  ghaists,  wraiths, 
kelpies,  fetches,  deils,  and  sic  like  unco  things ;  nay 
dinna,  dinna  swear,  qnit  swearing,  and  e'en  say  yere 
prayers,  say  y^e  jNrayers,  my  bonnie  laddies.^  ^  Say 
your  prayers,  yon  son  of  a  gun !"  loudly  bawled  one  of 
the  crew  to  an  apprentice,  the  only  person  in  the  fore- 
castle supposed  to  have  acquired  the  art  of  readlimjf, 
and  therefore  judged  to  be  the  best  qualified  for  the 
act  of  praying.    The  affii^ted  and  mistaken  boy  in- 
stantly commenced  a  rq>etition  of  the  creed,  his  ship- 
mates devoutly  joining  in  the  exercise,  but  ere  they 
had  reached  the  middle  of  it,  cookie  began  to  smell 
a  rat.      ''Ba-a!   ba-a!    The  deil  ba-a  ye's,  for  a 
cursed  froublesome  goat;  gia  I  had  my  tormentors 
here,  and  by  holy  St.  Andrew,  I'd  whip  the  guts  out 
on  thee ! "  By  this  time  terror  had  given  place  to  loud 
laughter,  as  the  most  dull  among  the  crew  could  not 
but  admire  how  soon  the  greasy  old  cook  had  for- 


18  THE   FUGITIVES; 

gotten  his  own  exhortation  against  the  vice  of  swear* 
ing. 

The  poor  goat  was  soon  secured,  and  removed  to 
its  <dd  station  in  the  long  boat,  where  it  had  bem 
confined  during  the  whole  passage,  and  whence  it  had 
escaped  by  the  breach  occasioned  by  the  falling  of  the 
foretopmast  Long  Tom  had,  however,  fled  to  his 
berth  before  the  solution  of  the  mystery,  and  tAere 
lay,  terrified,  shivering,  and  in  a  cold  sweat,  and 
rowing  that  if  ever  he  was  restored  safe  to  land  again 
the  poor  sick  boy  should  be  put  in  full  possession  ef 
all  his  rights. 

Day  after  day  elapsed  imtil  the  ship  hove  in  sight 
of  Halifax ;  in  the  mean  time  Long  Tom  never  came 
upon  deck,  but  remained  silent  and  melancholy,  and 
from  some  cause,  incomprehensible  to  his  fellow-pas- 
sengers, ceased  swearing.  The  boy  Robert  was  ra- 
pidly recovering,  and  Mr.  Barnard  enabled  to  walk 
the  quarter-deck.  It  was  the  morning  of  the  Idth  of 
May,  1813,  when  they  made  the  port ;  but  not  one 
friendly  breeze  fanned  their  lazy  sails.  Captain 
Graham  hastily  paced  the  quarter-deck,  whistling,  and 
invoking  a  wind,  ever  and  anon  exclaiming,  **  Blow, 
my  good  breeze,  blow  !"  The  crew,  as  well  as  him- 
self, longed  to  cast  anchor  in  a  friendly  port ;  for, 
notwithstanding  their  unremitting  exertions  at  the 
pump,  the  water,  (ever  since  the  storm)  instead  of 
abating  was  rather  gaining  on  them.  Happily,  on 
the  same  evening  they  anchored,  when  Strickland 
and  Barnard  took  a  lodging  ashore. 

On  the  following  morning  the  ship  was  surveyed, 
and  Captain  Graham,  to  his  mortification,  was  in- 
formed, that  it  would  be  necessary  to  lay  her  down 
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and  return  to  Strickland  and  Barnard  on  shore. 
While  the  repairs  of  the  ship  proceeded  rapidly — a 
new  topmast  and  bowsprit  being  also  in  a  short  time 
put  in,  our  hero  and  his  new  companion  contrived 
to  while  away  the  tedious  hours  by  taking  little  strolls 
into  the  country,  either  on  foot  or  on  horseback ;  in 
which  rural  rambles  they  were  joined  by  Graham, 
as  often  as  he  could  snatch  an  hour  from  his  official 
duties.  He  had  had  too  short  a  notice  of  the  captain 
of  the  schooner's  proposal,  to  be  able  to  acquaint 
Strickland  of  it,  and,  through  inadvertency,  did  not 
afterwards  even  mention  the  subject.  The  two  pas- 
sengers might  already  be  considered  as  friends,  as 
brothers;  both  being  afflicted,  melancholy,  and  al- 
most despairing;  and  what  is  more,  (as  the  sequel 
will  shew)  both  from  nearly  similar  causes.  On  one 
of  their  longer  excursions,  Barnard,  who  was  still 
weak,  acceded  to  Strickland's  proposal,  to  dismount 
and  rest  awhile  under  the  friendly  and  widely-dis- 
tended branches  of  a  lofty  tree.  A  conversation  en- 
sued, during  which  Strickland  sought  to  relieve  his 
anxious  mind  by  pouring  his  sorrows  into  the  sympa- 
thetic bosom  of  his  friend,  when,  in  addition  to  the 
particulars  mentioned  in  the  last  chapter,  he  informed 
him  that  he  had  had  the  misfortune  to  lose  his  only 
son  full  twelve  years  back,  when  an  infant  under  three 
years  of  age.  **  And  have  you  never  since  heard  of 
him  ?  or  have  you  no  suspicion  as  to  what  is  become 
of  him  ?"  eagerly  inquired  Mr.  Barnard.  Strickland, 
astonished  at  his  evident  emotion,  replied,  ''  I  believe 
he  was  stolen  away  by  a  gang  of  gipsies,  at  that  time 
encamped  in  the  neighbourhood."  **  Happy,  happy 
friend ! "  said  Mr.  Barnard,  while  a  tear  of  anguish 
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glistened  in  his  expressive  eyes.  **  You,  you  were 
only  robbed  by  strangers,  while  I — alas  ! — but  dask 
fast  approaebes,  let's  to  horse.  Excuse  me,  Strickland, 
soDne  other  time,  some  more  convenient  season,  I  will 
repay  thy  geoeroos  confidence,  but  not  now.  1  am 
not  aqoal  to  it ;  you  will  then  find  that  sorrow  has 
been  meted  out  to  me,  with  a  no  less  sparing  hand 
than  to  yourse^J"  Our  hero,  plainly  perceiving  his 
distress  of  mind,  forbore  to  press  him  to  be  more  com- 
monicative ;  but,  from  that  hour,  a  lasting  friendship 
was  cemented  between  them.  But  what  b  friendship  i 
asks  my  inquiring  heart,  and  so  perhaps  asks  yours, 
reader.  Alas !  may  yours  not  answer  in  unison  with 
mine — It  is  a  fleeting  shadow,  a  dream,  a  vapour,  an 
unsubstantial,  vanishing  good,  but  rarely  found  on 
earth. 

Our  two  friends  did  not  go  on  board  again  until 
three  days  after  the  schooner's  departure,  and  Strick- 
land's  first  care,  his  first  inquiry  was  about  his  youth- 
fal  protege.  How  shall  I  describe  the  unaffected 
sorrow  with  which  he  heard  of  his  departure  ? — or  his 
anger  when  informed  of  the  harsh  treatment  he  met 
with  in  the  boat  I  For  a  moment  he  silently  paced 
tlie  deck,  then  turning  with  much  warmth  to  Captain 
Graham,  he  observed,  **  Surely  if  there  were  accom- 
modations in  the  schooner  for  passengers,  why.  Cap- 
tain Graham,  why  could  not  Mr.  Barnard  and  myself 
have  been  informed  of  it?  that,  at  least,  we  might 
have  had  a  choice  of  going  or  staying  ?  The  delay  of  a 
few  days,"  (continued  he,  after  a  sad,  short  pause,) ''  'tis 
true,  can  be  but  of  little  consequence  to  a  forsaken, 
isolated,  and  apparently  despised  individual  like  my- 
self.    Ob,  Graham !  how  sweetly  sounds  the  voice  of 
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friendship  in  the  ear  of  the  afflicted/yet  far  better  had 
it  been,  had  you  never  flattered  me  with  a  hope  of 
your  esteem,  than  to  have  slighted  with  such  manifest 
indifference  the  first  opportunity  which  has  offered  to 
prove  it.''  The  disconcerted  Graham  was  both  sor- 
prised  and  hurt  at  the  warmth  and  anger  with  which 
his  once  mild-tempered  passenger  took  up  the  sub- 
ject, and  protested  that  he  had  but  casually  mentioned 
the  opportunity  of  proceeding  by  the  schooner  when 
all  her  accommodations  were  at  once  bespoke ;  ''And 
perhaps,"  added  he,  *'  some  little  particle  of  selfish- 
ness might  have  clung  to  my  heart,  as  I  certainly 
should  regret  our  parting  before  we  reach  Quebec. 
But  feeling,  as  I  know  yon  formerly  did,  almost  in- 
different as  to  whether  you  would  sail  to  Quebec  or 
this  place,  and  now  feeling  so  angry  and  discontented 
while  here,  is,  I  confess.  Sir,  a  matter  beyond  my 
comprehension.  But,  rest  assured,  all  I  can  do  to 
hasten  our  departure  I  will  do,  as  well  as  use  my  en- 
deavours to  make  you  and  Mr.  Barnard  as  comfort- 
able as  possible  during  the  passage."  And  here  an 
attentive  observer  might  almost  imagine  that  his  ho- 
nest open  countenance  flashed  a  redder  hue,  while, 
after  a  short  pause,  he  added,  ''And  yet,  Captain 
Strickland,  if  I  had  been  aware  that  you  were  already 
disgusted  with  my  society,  and  wished  so  ardently  to 
leave  me  (overwhelmed  as  I  am  with  my  losses  and 
disappointments)  I  am  not  the  man  who  would  wil- 
lingly have  detained  you."  Ashamed  and  softened, 
Strickland  eagerly  snatched  the  willing  hand  of  the 
speaker,  and  grasping  it  firmly  within  his  own,  em- 
phatically exclaimed,  "  Forgive,  my  friend,  forgive 
me;  my  feelings  have  hurried  me  into  a  warmth 


OR,   A   TRlf   TO   CANADA.  23 

of  expr€ssioD  which  is,  I  know,  inexcasable.  Bnt 
feeling  little  hopes  of  ever  recovering  the  objects  of 
mj  aetircb,  my  aflections  huve  lately,  in  (lort,  been 
diiected  into  another  chaoDel.  I  had  formed  the  re- 
Nlutiou  of  snatching;  that  ill-treated  boy  from  the 
fangs  of  the  ruffian,  who,  from  bis  own  confession  and 
utber  circumstances,  I  am  persaaded,  is  not,  cannot 
lie  his  father.  '  Do  meu  g-alher  grapes  of '—but  I  am 
wioderittg  from  my  subject.  I  intended  to  adopt  the 
poor  persecuted  child,  to  have  brought  him  up,  as  far 
as  the  half-pay  of  a  broken-down  captain  in  the  navy 
would  have  enabled  me ;  to  have  made  bim  heir  to 
vbat  little  I  possess,  in  the  event  of  my  not  finding 
my  mvn  long  lost  son,  a  circumstance  now  but  little 
to  be  expected ;  but  should  I  have  even  found  him, 
Robert  should  have  been  brought  up  with  bim,  with 
equal  tenderness.  I  hoped  I  should  fit  least  have  one 
homan  being  to  look  up  to  me  for  protection  and  sup- 
port, one  companion  to  cheer  the  sad  bours.of  pain  and 
sorrow.  But  how  soon  are  all  my  imaginary  dreams 
of  future  comfort  blighted.  Ere  we  reach  Quebec  he 
may  be  far,  far  beyond  my  reach.  That  Tom  is  a 
vilktin,  I  would  stake  my  life ;  and  the  mysterious 
concealment  of  his  person  since  the  awful  night  of  the 
storm,  as  well  as  his  extraordinary  agitation  on  that 
trying  occasion,  together  with  his  anxiety  to  be  the 
first  to  quit  the  ship,  leads  me  to  suspect,  aye,  and 
that  strongly  too,  that  he  feared  to  be  recognized  by 
some  of  our  newly-acquired  companions.  Be  that  as 
it  may,  I  am  determined  to  search  him  out ;  1  feel 
impelled  to  do  so  by  some  supernatural  power ;  not 
lat  I  have  the  least  idea  that  he  is  my  own  son.  Ah! 
[  that  be  was !  my  lost  child  was  too  conspicu- 
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t)usly  marked^  to  ever  let  me  mistake  another  for 
him." 

Barnard  and  Graham  remained  some  moments 
silent,  the  former  deeply  musing,  and  apparently 
somewhat  agitated ;  the  latter  was  the  first  to  break 
the  painful  silence,  with  expressions  of  sorrow,  that  he 
had  not  in  time  been  made  acquainted  with  Strick- 
land's intentions  ere  his  passengers  quitted  the  ship. 
'*  This  sorrow,  Graham,"  said  Strickland,  "  comes  too 
late;  but  who  can  I  blame,  but  myself,  my  own  want 
of  candour  and  confidence?  How  could  you  possibly 
penetrate  my  feelings  and  intentions  when  I  possessed 
not  the  frankness  to  inform  you  of  them?"  Soon  af- 
ter this  the  trio  went  below  to  supper,  partook  of  the 
refreshment  in  comparative  silence,  and  retired  to 
rest;  Mr.  Barnard,  in  a  state  of  indisposition,  (the 
less  remarkable  from  his  never  having  thoroughly  re- 
covered his  strength  since  he  quitted  the  brig,)  and 
Strickland  sorrowing  and  discontented. 

Early  in  the  morning,  the  Captain  set  on  some  extra 
hands,  and  exerted  himself  to  the  utmost  to  expedite 
his  departure*  Mr.  B.  continued  ill  in  his  cabin,  and 
was  visited  by  a  doctor  from  the  town,  who  commanded 
him  to  remain  perfectly  quiet.  Strickland,  thus  pre- 
eluded  from  holding  any  conversation  with  him,  at  a 
loss  how  to  pass  his  weary  hours,  and  at  the  same  time 
ardently  longing  to  depart,  aided  the  Captain  to  the 
utmost  of  his  abilities ;  and  while  the  one  superintended 
the  repairs  of  the  ship,  the  other,  with  a  small  part  of 
the  crew,  filled  the  water  casks,  purchased  and  shipped 
the  provisions,  and  overlooked  the  setting  up  of  the 
tigging. 

On  the  22nd  the  ship  hauled  oflf  the  ways,  and  by 
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one  P.  M  •  was  ready  for  8ea«  The  doctor  again  visited 
his  patient,  and  not  succeediDg  in  his  attempts  to  per^ 
soade  him  to  remain  at  Halifax,  quitted  him  with  one 
of  those  portentous  shakes  of  the  head,  which  ail 
would-be-thoogfat  doctors  know  how  to  perform  with 
consunmate  gravity ;  at  the  same  time  repeating  his 
iojmietioos,  that  he  should  by  all  means  remain  tran- 
quU;  adding,  as  he  ascended  the  ladder,  "  The  man*s 
mad!  where  will  he  be  able  to  find  another  so  well 
si^illed  in  the  nature  of  his  disease? " 

At  two  in  the  afternoon  of  the  same  day  the  Venus 
sailed,  and  will,  doubtless,  be  long  remembered  by  the 

I  N^ova  Scotians  for  the  expedition  with  which  she  had 
been  refitted;  some  part  of  the  praise  is  however  due 

.  to  the  exertions  of  Strickland.  From  the  continual 
cahns  which  had  prevailed  while  the  vessel  lay  at 

!    Hali&x,  and  from  the  springing  up  of  an  auspicious 

j  breeze  at  the  moment  she  was  clearing  the  port,  our 
hero  flattered  himself  that  they  should  overtake  the 
schooner  below  Quebec,  or  at  least  arrive  there  as 
soon  as  she ;  he  was  the  better  borne  out  in  bis  expec* 
tations  when  he  called  to  mind  that  the  Venus  was 
noted  for  the  superiority  of  her  sailing.  Towards 
evening  the  wind  fell  a  little;  and  at  eight,  after  or- 
dering lower-topmast  and  topgallant  studdingsails  to 
be  set,  Graham  went  below,  where,  with  his  brother 
Captain,  he  cheerfully  quaffed  his  grog,  and  well 
nigh  drowned  the  recollection  of  his  late  misfortunea 
10  copious  draughts  of  the  exhilarating  beverage. 

It  was  near  midnight,  and  Strickland  had  just  ex« 
tmguished  his  light,  and  retired  to  rest,  in  a  calmer 
and  more  resigned  state  of  mind  than  he  had  for  a 
long  period  eigi^ed,  when  he  was  disturbed  by  the 

c 


26  THE   PU6IT1TBS; 

cabin-boy,  who  cautiously  af^proached  his  bedsides 
''  Well!  my  good  boy,*'  said  he,  '*  what  wind  blovs  . 
you  up  at  this  time  of  night  f     ''  Oh,  SirT  exclaimed 
the  guilty  boy,  **  call  me  not  good;  I  came  to  tell  yoa 
all  about  poor  Robert.*'   *'  Zounds!''  exclaimed  Strick* 
land,  darting  out  of  his  bed,  "  what  is  it  you  have  to 
tell?  why  not  tell  me  before T     *' Pray,  Sir,  speak 
not  so  loud;  for  God's  sake.  Sir,  or  my  master  will^ 
hear  us:  I  came  to  confess  off."    "  AUwhat?'  hastily 
replied  Strickland,  in  an  elevated  voice,  and  tremblings 
with  anger  and  impatience,  '*  what  know  you  of  him 
whom  you  so  justly  call  Poor  Robert?"*    **  Oh,  Sir!" 
replied  the  partly  re-assured  culprit,  **  I  have  indeed 
been  a  bad  boy.    When  Long  Tom  was  a-packing  up 
his  dtids  to  leave  the  vessel,  Robert  called  me  to  him. 
Big  tears  were  trickling  down  jfrom  his  large  blue  eyes. 
Oh!  how  could  I  behave  so  to  him?     I  loved  him. 
Sir,  indeed  I  loved  him  dearly."    "  Hark  ye.  Sirrah!" 
replied   Strickland,    **  no  confounded  circumbendi-^ 
busses,  no  cheek  music,  but  to  business,  to  the  point 
at  once,   I   say."     '*  Well,  Sir,"  responded  Robin, 
"  but  I  know  you  are  too  good-natured  to  tell  my 
master;  I  all  along  thought  you  would  forgive  me: 
well,  as  I  was  a-saying" — "  By  heaven!"  interrupted 
Strickland,  *'  proceed  instantly,  or  my  exhausted  pa- 
tience will  tempt  me  to  take  you  by  the  scruff  of  the 
neck,  and  cant  you  overboard."     "  No,  don't  Sir; 
pray  don^t ;  think  of  my  poor  dear  mother ;  but  I  know 
you  would  not  hurt  a  hair  of  my  head."    This  ill-timed 
flattery  was  accompanied  by  a  pause,  as  if  to  discover . 
whether  Strickland  really  intended  to  hurt  him  or  not, 
until  the  former's  impatience  overcoming  all  consider- 
ations, he  stamped  with  his  foot,  and  in  a  command^ 
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lug  voice  sEiid,  or  rather  roared,  "Proceed,  I  say; 
proceed  at  once."  This  anusual  noise  brought  Cap- 
tain Graham  ruaning  into  the  cabin,  to  discover  the 
cause  of  the  nproar,  when  Strickland,  lost  as  he  was 
to  every  feeling,  bnt  that  which  impelled  him  to  in- 
quire after  what  concerned  the  lost  boj,  tnmed 
abruptly  to  him,  saying,  "  For  heaven's  sake,  Graham, 
al  once  turn  in  again ;  this  hoy  possesses  information, 
vhich  it  befits  me  only  to  know,  and  which,  but  for 
yonr  iatnisioa,  I  might  by  this  time  have  obtained. 
Good  night  1  good  night!  at  once  leave  us,  I  beg  of 
yoQ."  At  the  same  moment,  he  almost  mechanically 
turned  the  inquisitive  old  tar  out  of  his  berth ;  then 
turning  to  the  cabin-hoy,  exclaimed,  "Go  on.  Sir, 
you  see  I  have  not  exposed  you."  "  Thank  ye,  Sir, 
thank  ye,"  replied  the  tiresomely -provoking  urchin ; 
"  didn't  I  say  you  was  too  good  to  hurt  me.'"  "  Go 
on.  Sir,  at  once,  I  say.  I  think  you  said,  the  tears  ?" 
■'  Oh!  yes.  Sir,  he  cried  desprately;  well,  as  I  was 
a-going  to  say,  he  gave  me  a  letter  for  you."  "  Where, 
where  is  it?"  angrily  replied  Strickland,  "  give  it  to 
me  instantly."  "  I  will,  I  will.  Sir,  in  a  minute;  and 
then  be  wraps  up  a  seal  in  it,  and  begs  me  to  give  it 
to  you  ;  and" — "Which  you,  of  course,  promised  to 
do.  Wellf"  "Well,  Sir,  here  it  is,"  replied  the 
boy.  Strickland  eagerly  snatched  it  out  of  his  trem- 
bling hand,  while  Robin  conld  not  in  the  least  imagine 
vhy  the  Captain  should  betray  so  much  agitation  about 
a  bit  of  paper  and  a  seal,  and  for  a  moment  heartily 
blamed  what  he  considered  his  folly,  for  not  having 
thrown  both  overboard,  and  a-dooe  with  them.  While 
these  reflections  were  passing  in  the  boy's  mind,  Strick- 
land hastened  to  the  lamp  in  the  great  cabin  to  peruse 
C  2 
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the  note,  and  speedily  retnmed  with  it  in  his  hand, 
ejaculating,  "Thanks,  good  heaven,  thanks.  I  am 
almost  sure  'tis  as  I  thought."  Then,  sternly  turning 
to  the  trembling  boy,  who  fell  on  his  knees  at  his  ap- 
proach, he  asked,  "  Fray,  Sir,  why  did  you  not  de- 
liver this  note  to  me  before?  It  has  been  in  your 
possession  a  week."  "  Oh,  Sir!"  sobbed  Robin,  "  the 
seal  seemed  so  pretty,  that  I  longed  to  keep  it  myself- 
But  indeed.  Sir,  1  ha'nt  been  bappy  ever  since;  so  I 
at  last,  thought  I  would  bring  it  you.  Pray,  Sir,  for- 
give me."  "  Go,  Sir,  replied  Strickland,  "  and  though 
/forgive  vou,  recollect  that  jour  cupidity  has  proba- 
bly placed  in  jeopardy  the  life  of  a  fellow  creature; 
the  life  of  one  whom  you  profess  to  love.  Go,"  con- 
tinned  he.  pushing  him  out  of  his  cabin,  "  and  let  the 
remembrance  of  the  remorse  and  anxiety  attending 
the  commission  of  this  one  hose  action,  ever  prevent 
you  from  committing  another."  Left  for  a  few  minutes 
to  uninterrupted  reflection,  Strickland's  heart  (how- 
ever strange  it  may  appear  to  some  readers)  upbraided 
him  with  having  treated  the  penitent  with  too  much 
harshness,  upon  which,  loosing  from  the  ring  of  his 
watch  a  seal,  somewhat  more  valuable,  and  much  more 
showy,  than  the  one  just  deposited  in  his  hands,  he 
hastened  to  the  boy's  berth,  and  found  him  in  tears, 
and  on  his  knees.  Somewhat  astonished,  and  melted 
by  the  spectacle,  he  gently  laid  his  hands  on  his  head, 
then  thrusting  the  seal  into  his  reluctant  hand,  he 
kindly  said,  "  This,  this  my  boy,  is  the  reward  of  thy 
happy  return  to  virtue;  thou  hast  done  icell,  to  ask 
pardon  of  Him  who  '  sits  up  aloft,'  and  observes  thy 
most  trivial  actions;  nay,  no  thanks;  may  He  pre- 
serve and  forgive  you.     The  contents  of  this  note. 
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tlieiiy''  said  Strickland,  as  he  retired  to  his  berth, 
''  most  for  the  present  be  kept  within  my  own  bosom, 
nor  will  I  trust  even  Mr.  Barnard,  with  a  knowledge 
of  them." 

In  the  morning,  the  wind  still  continued  favourable, 
and  the  ship  swiftly  bore  them  onwards,  at  a  rate 
somewhat  exceeding  nine  knots  per  hour.  As  for  the 
rather  rooghly- handled  Graham,  he  had  lain  the  greater 
part  of  the  middle  watch,  tortured  with  the  intensest 
coriodty  about  the  information  which  his  passenger 
had  been  so  desirous  to  extract  from  the  cabin-boy ; 
bot,  when  risen,  neither  the  questions  he  put  to  Strick- 
land nor  to  the  boy,  tended  at  all  to  put  him  in  pos- 
seadon  of  the  particulars,  the /orivier  remaining  silent 
fram  prudential  motives,  the  latter  from  the  powerful 
im|mlse  of  fear. 

Off  Cape  Bay  they  fell  in  with,  and  hailed  the 
Charming  Peggy,  beating  out  of  the  Gulf,  and  bound 
to  liverpool,  from  whose  Captain  they  learnt,  that  she 
had  hailed  a  schooner,  which  must,  by  this  time,  be 
somewhere  about  the  eastern  end  of  the  Island  of 
Anticosti.  Though  summer  was  so  far  advanced,  the 
fogs,  together  with  considerable  quantities  of  drift 
ice,  b^an  to  impede  the  hitherto  rapid  progress  of 
the  good  ship  Venus.  These  delays  would  have  much 
disconcerted  Strickland,  but  for  the  reasonable  in- 
ference, that  these  obstacles  must  necessarily  operate 
in  the  same  manner  on  the  schooner. 

By  this  time  the  health  of  Mr.  Barnard  was  much 
improved,  as  were  also  his  spirits,  while  certain  vague 
suspicions  concerning  their   late   fellow  passengers, 
which  had  disturbed  his  mind,  were  fast  dissipating. 
•    On  the  26th,  the  ship  was  off  Cape  Gaspe,  and  on 
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the  38th  made  the  east  eud  of  Anticosli.  Here  a 
tremendous  squall  nearly  laid  her  on  her  beam-ends, 
luckily  it  happened  during;  the  lirst  dog-watch,  when 
none  of  the  crew  were  in  their  hammocks;  the  watch 
below  speedily  tumbled  up,  and  a  scene  of  bustle  and' 
confusion  succeeded,  which  bafBes  all  description. 
Captain  G.  loudly  vociferating,  "  Let  go  the  topgal- 
lant sheets  and  halliards!  Hurra,  boys',  down  with 
the  topsails!  Haul  upon  the  reef  tackles!  Let  go  the 
sheets!  Jump  up  two  or  three,  and  ride  down  the 
yards!"  At  this  critical  moment  the  vessel's  lee  gun- 
wale was  under  water.  "  Luff,  boys !  there  she 
catchesitl  I^et  gothefore  and  main  sheets!"  "Aye, 
aye,  Sir!"  "  Haul  up  the  lee  clew  garnets  of  the 
courses !  Belay,  belay,  there !  Ease  off  handsomely 
the  fore  and  main  tack,  and  run  away  with  the  clew- 
lines !  Cheerly,  cheerly,  my  boys !  Steady  there ! 
Steady!  Keep  your  luff!  She  rights!"  Then  turning 
to  Strickland,  be  observed,  with  an  oath,  (which  by 
the  bye,  he  had  always  ready  on  important  occasions,) 
"  It  blows  a  stinker,  Strickland,  'twill  be  a  wild 
night."  "  You  must  reef  yonr  pudding  bags,"  re- 
plied our  hero;  meanwhile  the  mate  was  loudly  bawl- 
ing, "Shin  up,  shin  up,  you  boys,  and  hand  the  top- 
gallant sails!  LufF  again;  there  the  old  ship  rallies. 
Kind  Neptune,  for  this  once,  have  pity  upon  thy  poor 
daughter."  "  And,"  added  Strickland,  "  command 
thy  tritons  to  lay  by  their  shells,  and  cease  this  hurly- 
burly,  which  turns  thy  dominions  topsey-turvey,  mitil 
the  celestial  goddess  has  passed  in  safety."  "  Fore- 
gad,"  replied  Graham,  "Strickland,  I  thank  thee;  I 
knew  not  before  yesterday  that  we  could  claim  atiy 
neanirrelatioii^ptoFather  Neptune,  than  that  so  jnst- 
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ly  claimed  bj  our  brave  countrjrmen,  that  of  being  his 
most  loyal,  enterprising,  and  hardy  sons."     By  the 
time  the  Aip  was  reduced  under  easy  sail,  darkness, 
little  short  of  Egyptian,  had  set  in;  and,  as  the  deso- 
late rocky  shore  of  Anticosti  was  known  to  be  at  no 
considerable  distance  on  the  lee-beam,  and  the  ebb- 
fide  meeting  the  ship  on  the  weather-bow,  farther 
tending  to  hurry  her  towards  the  island,  Strickland 
sagg&ited  the  propriety  of  at  once  tacking;  according 
to  this  advice  Grraham  instantly  gave  the  command, 
"  All  hands  about  ship,  ahoy !"     Immediately  every 
one  ran  to  his  station,  and  the  cook  (as  asaal)  to  the 
fore-sheet.     A  minute  before  this,  it  had  been  too 
dark  to  see  from  stem  to  stern,  but  at  this  conjunc- 
ture, the  friendly  moon,  as  if  by  the  intercession  of 
Neptune,  gently  peered  out  from  behind  a  black 
cioud,  when  the  man,  stationed  in  the  foretopmast 
croe^trees,  to    look    out,   shouted  out,    "  Ice,    ice, 
right  a-head !"    '*  Will  she  weather  it?"  said  Graham. 
''  No,  no,  we  are  just  on  it!"  was  the  alarming  re- 
ply.   **  Up  helm  then  at  once,  my  boys!    Square  the 
after-yards!    Brail  up  the  mizen!    Flatten  in  the  gib- 
iheets !    Let  go  the  main  and  mizen  topsail  halliards ! 
There  she  spins,  my  lads !  Huzza,  huzza,  we've  cleared 
the  danger !"    Danger  indeed,  for  at  this  moment  they 
had  reached  to  within  half  a  cable's  length  of  a  large 
iheet  of  floating  iee. 

We  will  now  leave  the  gallant  ship  stretching  across 
towards  the  main  land,  and  prepare  to  accompany  the 
two  Captains  and  Mr.  Barnard  to  the  cabin.  The 
last  order  of  the  liberal  Commander  was,  to  serve  out 
a  glass  of  grog  to  each  man.  Never  could  an  order 
have  been  more  cheerfully  embraeed;  but  to  do  them 
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justice,  the  brave  fellows  richly  merited  every  indul- 
.gence  of  their  Captain.  It  woald  have  done  a  lands- 
man good  to  have  seen  Rag — I  was  going  to  say 
Ragged  Robin,  standing  at  the  top  of  the  companion 
ladder,  the  huge  stone  bottle  under  his  arm,  and  with 
glass  in  hand,  prepared  for  action,  while  the  mate 
^tood  beside  him  with  a  lantern,  for  the  double  pur- 
pose of  lighting  the  little  steward,  and  of  seeing  fair 
.play.  Meanwhile,  the  wind  whistled  mournfully 
through  the  shrouds  and  blocks,  and  the  flying  ship 
dashed  the  silvery  spray  over  her  weather-bow,  in 
such  unwished-for  abundance,  as  to  occasionally  adul- 
terate the  rum  distributed  to  the  crew  ;  for  raw  rum  it 
was,  though  I  have  before  designated  it,  in  accordance 
with  the  language  of  seamen,  grog.  **  Hoot!  hoot! 
mon,  thaf  s  half  water.  Ye  mun  e'en  gie  me  a  wee 
drap  maire/'  exclaimed  our  old  acquaintance  the  cook. 
At  the  same  time  taking  up  the  stave  of  a  well-known 
sea-song, 

^  Never  drink  your  liquors  mix'd. 
But  always  drink  them  raw. 

With  a  chip-chow  cherry-chow,  fol  de  rol,"  &c. 

which  was  loudly  chorussed  by  the  crew.  "  I  wish 
you  would  send  a  man  this  way,"  exclaimed  a  gruff 
voice  at  the  helm,  **  and  relieve  m6,  the  glass  has  been 
out  these  ten  minutes ;  but  some  of  ye  would  as  lieve 
have  your  allowance  of  grog  stopt,  as  go  upon  the 
forecastle,  or  stand  abaft  the  binnacle  in  a  squall." 
**  So  Bob,"  answered  the  mate,  **  you  think  your  ship- 
mates are  like  the  poor  Dutchman,  who  used  to  say, 

"  From  de  helium  to  de  coi,  (bed)  dat  been  moi  (good.) 
Boot  from  de  helium  to  de  pump, 
Dat  been  the  xlifil's  lump«'' 
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The  discontented  tar  was  immediately  re&eved,  and 
as  he  had  had  a  rough  bout  of  it  at  the  wheel,  the 
mate  ordered  him  a  double  allowance  of  grog,  which 
speedily  drowned  all  murmurs.  Patient  reader,  I  was 
about  to  eonvey  thee  below,  and  having  detained  thee 
so  long  at  the  companion,  shall  at  once  usher  thee 
into  the  presence  of  the  gentlemen  in  the  cabin. 
**  Well,  Sirs," said  Graham,  ''you  see  the  old  tub  has 
weathered  the  squall,  and  will,  I  trust,  weather  many 
another.     And  now,  whafs  say  to  supper?     Come 
Strickland,  cheer  up,  my  boy,  you  loom  like  Beechey- 
head  in  a  fog.     Shiver  my  timbers,  you  are  too  old  a 
sailor  to  be  afraid  to  look  Davey  Jones  in  the  face. 
When  upon  deck  you  were  as  basy  as  the  devil  in  a 
^e  of  wind ;  but  you  come  down  below  as  sulky  as 
a  north-easten'*     Strickland,  to   please  his  compa- 
nions, assumed,  as  much  as  possible,  an  air  of  cheer- 
fnbess,  though  labouring   under   great   uneasiness. 
"  I  have  done  wrong,  more  than  once  done  wrong," 
said  he  to  himself.     "  I  will,  ere  I  sleep,  retrieve  my 
error.     Gracious  Heaven !    had  it  been  my  lot  to 
perish  this  night,  with  the  secret  fast  locked  in  my 
own  bosom,  what  would  have  been  my  injustice  to 
others!     I  will,  without  delay,  disclose  it  to   Bar- 
nard.'*   Pursuant  to  this  resolution,  he  acc|uainted  the 
latter,  that  as  soon  as  he  had  supped,  he  should  be 
glad  to  converse  with  him  privately  on  a  matter  of 
importance.     Barnard,  therefore,  hastily  swallowing 
his  porter,  the  two  friends  saluted  Captain  Graham, 
and  retired  together  to  Strickland's  cabin.     Graham 
thus  neglected  and  left  to  himself,  muttered,  "  What  i 
more  secrets  I  suppose ;  and  I  am  of  course  not  fit  to 

be  trusted  with  them.  Hang  me  if  I  ever  was  a  tattler. 

c  3 
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Never  miBd^"  thoaght  he,  in  his  nsual  cardess  good 
humoar,  **  the  less  thaf  s  poured  in,  the  less  will  leak 
out.  What  I  neter  hnew^  there  will  be  no  danger  of 
my  ever  ieUmg.  I'll  e'en  go  and  caution  the  watch 
not  to  let  the  ship  tumble  overboard,  and  then  cone 
down  and  turn  in." 


CHAPTER   III. 


^^  My  conscience  hath  a  thousand  several  tongues, 
And  every  tongue  brings  in  a  several  tale." 

Dear  reader,  from  having  despaired  of  ever  being 
able  to  relate  to  thee  two  histories,  and  be  in  two 
places  at  one  and  the  same  time,  I  have  been  com- 
pelled to  leave,  for  a  season,  thy  old  companions  Long 
Tom  and  Robert ;  but  now,  witfi  thy  kind  permission, 
will  return  to  what  befel  them  after  they  quitted  the 
Venus. 

The  Ranger,  a  smart  schooner  of  150  tons,  was 
commanded  by  Captain  Pouncet,  as  deHcate-looking, 
and  as  finely-spoken  a  tar  as  ever  smelt  gunpowder. 
How  great  the  pity  that  a  young  man  with  so  exqui- 
site a  set  of  features,  a  genius  with  so  fine  a  com- 
plexion, should  be  exposed  to  the  rude  chilling  blasts 
of  a  North- American  winter ;  or  have  his  fashionable 
suit  besprinkled  by  salt-water.  But,  alas !  for  him, 
hi^  unhappy  fate  was  such,  that  he  was  exposed  to 
both  these  hardships.  This  elegant  individual  (for  I 
will  not  say  man,)  was  accompanied,  or  rather  was 
managed,  by  his  lady,  and  such  a  lady  too — though  I 
tieed  but  direct  my  reader's  attention  towards  a  certain 
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fiih-iiURket  k  names  street— a  few  wdrds  sometimes 
speak  Tolames.  The  schooner  was  hove-to  at  the 
month  of  Haliikx  harbomr,  waiting  for  the  passengers 
from  tlie  Yenitt,  when  her  Captain,  in  a  soft,  Ian- 
gmshh^  tone,  called  oat  to  a  sleek  curly-headed 
cabin-boy,  "  Ja-'m-e-s — Ja-m-e-s,  throw  a. rope  to  the 
boat  o(  the  Venus — ^by  the  bye,  I  wish  my  fine  vessel 
had  been  christened  the  Venns,  it  sounds  so  dassical. 
I  also  wish,  upon  my  honour  I  do,**  addressing  the 
mate,  **  that  w<e  may  be  able  to  stow  away  the  woman 
in  the  boat,  or  rather  more  correctly  speaking,  trans- 
But — ^let  me  see-^No;  I  think  it  should  be  commit 
her  to  the  shades  below — before  my  better  half,  Mrs. 
Pmincet,  comes  upon  deck — sweet  little  chemb — (and 
i  think  he  stroked  his  chin)  she  so  doats  upon  me,  and 
feeh  herself  so  internally  (**  infernally/*  muttered  the 
mite)  agitated,  when  I  do  but  condescend  to  look  on 
any  otheir  of  the  charming  sex  than  herself — that, 
upon  my  honour,  I  cannot  answer  for  what  may 
happen  should  she — "  "  T  say,"  interrupted  the 
mate,  ''see  that  good  woman  below — bear  a  hand 
there/'  "Aye!  aye!  Sir,"  replied  a  tarry  jacket, 
*'  I'd  sooner  have  a  woman  for  a  shipmate  any  time, 
than  a*  parson;  for  d'ye  see  as  how — **  "What's 
that  about  a  woman  ? "  bawled  out  the  pursey  Mrs. 
P.,  poking  her  bloated  face  out  of  the  companion. 
*'  Woman!  indeed!  Marry  come  up !  Til  let  ye  know, 
fellers,  that  nothing  shall  be  said  about  women  while 
I'm  in  the  ship."  Here  the  brave  husband  threw  him- 
isdf  into  a  beseeching  attitude,  and  exclaimed,  ''  My 
charming  Betty  \  Bess,  or  Besselinda  Pouncet !  my 
swains  were  but  casually,  that  is  to  say,  accidentally, 
—remarking  that  it  was  infinitely  preferable,  and  su- 
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perlatively  better/  to  have  a  woman  io  the  ship  tbi 
a — /'  *'Yoa  don't  catch  old  birds. with  chaff.  I 
ban't  to  be  blinded,  Dick,  because  you  see  as  how  it 
won't  do/'  '*  Oh!  my  love,  be  pacified:  my  chertibl 
those  boxes  on  which  you  cast  so  piercing,  so  thrilling, 
so  inquiring  a  glance,  belong  to  that  worthy  gentle- 
man " — (by  the  bye.  Long  Tom  looked  like  any  thing 
but  a  worthy  gentleman.)  '*  And  this  cradle,  <Mc 
•cradle^  I  say,"  roared  the  cherub^  ''this  cradle.  Cap- 
tain Pouncet,  false-hearted  man,  does  this  also  belong 
to  the  worthy  gentleman  ? — Dang  me  if  I  should  not 
take  him  for  a  woman  in  man's  clothes,  but  for  his 
ugly  black  whiskers,  'stashes,  or  what-d'ye-call-ums." 
**  That  cradle  belongs  to  my  wife,  M-a-a-m,''  said 
Tom,  violently  seizing  it, — and  pray  what  have  y<w 
to  do  with  it?  "  "  Forbear,  Sir,  forbear,  I  beseech 
you,  no  violence.  Respect  the  delicacy  of  the  sex," 
said  the  considerate  Captain.  **  Stand  a  one  side,  I 
say,  Captain  Pouncet,"  roared  his  wife,  with  Stento- 
rian lungs :  ''  Captain  Chicken-heart,  to  stand  by  and 
see  a  woman  so  insulted — but  you  are  not  half  a  man, 
you  know  you  ar'n't  Budge !  Dick,  I  say.  Budge, 
till  I  poke  the  feller  overboard."  '  "  Poke  me  no 
pokes/*  deliberately  replied  Tom,  with  provoking 
coolness.  "  The  cradle,  I  say,  is  my  wife's,  and  she 
herself  is  below.  How  like  ye  that,  m-a-a-m  ?  And 
what's  more  too,  she's  a  better-looking  woman  than 
ever  stood  in  your  shoes.  Isn't  she.  Captain?"  turn- 
ing to  the  latter,  who  continued  mute  and  motionless. 
**  Now  you  know  the  long  and  the  short  of  the  matter." 
This,  gentle  reader,  was  paying  too  little,  mtich  too 
little  respect  to  the  delicacy  of  the  sex,  and  the  lady 
felt  it :  her  lips  quivered  with  anger,  and  swelling 
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ske  the  firog  in  the  fable,  she  rushed  toward  the 
latchway, Tociferatiiig»  ''Another  woman  io  the  ship! 
mother!  let  me  but  come  at  her,  and  if  I  don't  giye 
tier  sach  a  toozling  as  she  never  had,  my  name's  not 
Bet,"  So  saying,  the  virago  was  about  to  descend, 
when  Long  Tom  seized  a  handspike,  and  floarisked 
it  aboQt  with  such  dexterity  aud  force,  that  Cap- 
tmn  F,  and  his  irritated  spouse,  suddenly  made  their 
retreat,  and  found  themselves  at  the  foot  of  the  com- 
panion ladder,'  ere  they  had  time  to  inquire  how  they 
came  there.  But  a  truce  to  matrimonial  squabbles ; 
thanks  to  the  .good  temper  of  husbands  and  wives, 
they  are  of  rare,  very  rare  occurrence :  not  one  wife 
in  a  thousand,  I  hope,  would  make  so  much  ado  about 
nothing.  But  lest  J  should  fall  into  the  latter  error, 
and  I  sadly  fear  I  have,  let  us  at  once  put  to  sea,  and 
ifluigine  that  the  schooner  has  already  lost  sight  of  the 
portof  Halifax.    -----* 

A  transport  had  been  wrecked  on  the  coast  on  her 
passage  from  the  West  Indies  to  Quebec.  Fortu- 
nately no  Uves  were  lost,  and  the  greater  part  of  her 
stores  saved.  The  Ranger  was  freighted  to  Quebec 
with  these  stores,  and  had  also  on  board  a  Colonel  and 
lieutenant  in  the  army,  in  haste  to  reach  the  latter 
place,  and  messing  in  the  cabin  with  the  sturdy 
Captain  P.  and  his  amiable  lady.  While  crowded 
in  the  half -deck  with  the  seamen,  were  an  elderly 
Quaker,  a  pedlar,  and  a  Scotch  bag-piper  from  the 
Venus;  and  from  the  Transport,  a  black  valet-de- 
chambre,  about  to  join  his  master;  though,  by  the 
way,  it  may  not  be  amiss  here  to  observe,  that  the 
latter  occasionally  assisted  in  the  cabin,  waited  upon 
the  two  officers,  ate  up  the  fragments  from  the  table, 
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to  the  no  small  mortification  of  the  cahio-boy,  and  v 
christened   Teapot,  by  the  excessively  witty  T 
Bess,  or  Besseiinda  PoHucet. 

Tom's  family,  in  addition  to  his  wife  and  Robe 
consisted  of  two  daughters,  Mary  and  Ann,  the  forli 
ten  years  of  age,  (two  years  and  a  half  younger  t 
Robert,)  the  latter  eight,  both  apparently  mild,  en- 
^giug,  and  amiable  children.  And  yet  the  fond 
mother  had  frequently  been  heard  to  say  to  her  hus- 
band, "  How  muck  these  dear  children  take  after 
you,  my  love,"  Do  women  always  mean  what  they 
say  on  this  subject  2  Methinks  I  hear  you  answer. 
"  Only  sometimfis."  All  the  above,  with  eleven  per- 
sons, the  schooner's  crew,  were  lodged — or  I  might 
have  said,  (for  so  said  Tom,)  stowed  like  pickled 
herrings — in  the  contracted  half-deck  of  the  Ranger. 
The  passengers,  silenced  by  the  astounding  eloqnenee 
of  Mrs,  Pouncet,  sftt  for  some  time  regarding  thdr 
present  accommodations,  or  rather  want  of  accommo- 
dations. While  Tom,  with  the  aasbtance  of  hammer 
and  nails,  sheets  and  blankets,  succeeded  in  screening 
from  public  observation,  his  wife  and  family.  The 
pedlar  employed  himself  in  examining  whether  his 
wares  were  all  safe,  the  piper  contentedly  fell  asleep, 
and  the  Quaker  mournfully  ejaculated,  "Verily,  this 
place  doth  forcibly  bring  to  my  mind  the  black-hole  at 
Calcutta."  "What!  are  you  there?"  said  Tom, 
(hastily  popping  out  his  night-capped  head  from  behind 
the  screen)  "  Old  Thee  and  Tbon,  I  thought,  at  least, 
you  would  have  stayed  behind.  Play  up,  piper, 
'  Morgan  Rattler,'  '  Drops  of  Brandy,'  or  something 
else  sentimental ;  Old  Aminadab  will  tip  up  hand- 
somely to  silence  thy  drone  i  like  his  brother  jflgSt 
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fe  kw  M  Qv  tor  mnaieJ*  A  pause  of  a  few  nKHnents 
conveyed  to  their  ears,  not  indeed  the  drone  of  the 
pipes ;  hat  the  nasal  drone  of  the  sleeping  piper. 
''  Aye !  aye !  "^  says  Tom,  ''  he's  driving  his  hogs  to 
a  fine  wiitiii  *  "  And  where  dost  thou  expect  to 
drive  Hf  hogs  to?**  asked  the  Quaker,  in  a  mild  re> 
navtative  tone.  **  Dost  know,  friend  Aminadab,'' 
lepiied  Tom,  **  where  the  beggar  on  horseback  will 
ride  to  ?  **  **  Ah !  neighbour  Tom,  I  once  had  better 
hopes  of  diee-;  b«t  thou  art  like  the  sow  that  was 
washed,  turned  again  to  thy  wallowing  in  the  mire, 
and  like  the  dc^*"— "^  Hold!  hold !*'  said  Tom,  ''  no 
moie  beastly  comparisons:  from  your  mentioning 
sow  and  so  forth,  1  readily  took  you  to  be  a  lover 
of  baam :  but  if  yon  proceed  to  speak  of  dogs,  I 
shall  take  you  to  be  an  admiro'  of —  **  Do^s  flesh,  I 
suppose,''  added  the  good  Quaker,  with  an  onphatic 
gravity,  which  drew  laughter  from  all  present,  except, 
indeed,  from  the  piper,  and  that  for  reasons  already 
assigned.  ''Tom,  Tom,"  continued  the  not-at-all 
diseoBoerted  Quaker,  ''  thou  art  like  the  deaf  adder, 
wUch  refnseth  to  hear  the  voice  of  the  charmer,  charm 
he  never  so  wisely.  Since  the  storm,  when  the  bil- 
lows (thou  knowest)  had  well  nigh  gone  over  thy 
head,  I  congratulated  thee  on  thy  reformation,  thine 
abendonment  of  the  vice  of  swearing,  thy  quitting  of 
all  vain  and  foolish  jestings,  which  are  not  conve- 
nient ;  but'' — "  Good  night,  good  night,  friend  Ami- 
nadab,''  pettishly  interrupted  Tom,  *'  thy  stupid  non- 
sense, thy  vain  and  foolish  talking  are  by  no  means 
amvenient.  I  give  thee  full  liberty  to  preach  to  thy 
heart's  content  to  the  piper,  and  he  will  snore  thee  a 
most  gentle  Amen. 
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''And  och!  good  Loid^  how  be  handled  the  drone,   '    if   , 
And  then  such  sweet  mu^c  he  blew; 
Twould  have  melted  the  heart  of  a  stone^ 
With  his  fillelu — ^whack  botheration  I  &c. 

"Goodnight!  friend  Aminadab!  I  leave  thee  to 
profit  by  my  parting  stanza."    Thus  did  Long  Tom 
endeavour  to  hide  the  grief,  to  stifle  the  gnawings 
of  a  guilty  conscience,  which  still  would  be  heard, 
and  made  amends  for  her  silence  during  the  day,  by 
speaking  bitter  things  to  his  soul  in  the  silent  watches 
of  the  night.     For  his  wife,  he  had  as  much  regard  as 
^uch  a  character  can  possibly  entertain  for  any  other 
being  than  himself,  and  cautiously  kept  her  below, 
removed  from  the  jealous  fangs  of  Mrs.  Pouncet; 
but  he,  himself,  frequently  went  upon  deck,  and  cast 
a  look  of  anxiety    over  the  tafiferil,  as   though  he 
dreaded  a  pursuer.    Light  airs,  and  contrary  winds, 
had  so  far  impeded  their  progress,  that  they  entered 
not  the  gulf  till  the  25th,  and  then  were  retarded 
by  great  quantities  of  drift  ice.    Meanwhile,  such  an 
extra  number  of  mouths,  without  anv  extra  stock  of 
provision,  soon  produced  a  scarcity ; — the  crew  mur- 
mured, and  the  passengers  were  displeased  and  im- 
patient.   On  the  26th,  Tom's  daughter  Ann  sickened, 
•and  the  father  reported  her  disorder  to  be  a  contagi- 
ous fever,  while  the  worthy  Quaker  protested  that 
jshe  had  but  a  slight  cold,  but  without  efiect,  as  Tom 
maintained,  with  bitter  oaths,  that  her  disorder  was, 
beyond  all  others,  tnost  infectious.    The  sailors  were 
inclined,  at  first,  to  believe  the  unobtrusive  Quaker, 
whose  benevolence  of  heart  and  gentle  manners  had, 
in   a  great   measure  won   their  esteem,  and  who 
(strange  as  it  may  appear)  by  his  good  advice,  and 
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more  by  his  good  example,  had,  in  the  coarse  of  abont 
eight  days,  worked  an  apparent  refonnatioa  anoDg  the 
Kiilors,  and  had  even  induced  the  piper,  for  the 
present,  to  lay  by  his  pipes;  the  latter  declaring, 
4hat  though  it  would  put  his  baod  a  little  oat  of 
practice,  his  views,  as  well  as  to  gain  a  liyeltbood, 
were  to  please  his  hearers,  and  not  to  annoy  them. 
J  irave  entered  into  this  short  digression  on  the  bene- 
ficial effects  of  the  good  Quaker's  labours,  for  the 
purpose  of  pointing  out  how  many  real  benefits 
almost  any  individual  may  confer  on  society,  if  be 
zealously  and  prudently  sets  about  the  task,  "  Long- 
s[^ce  is  no  fool,"  {alluding  to  Tom)  said  one  of  the 
sailors,  "be  wants  to  gammon  the  captain  out  of  an 
extra  allowance  of  grub  and  water  ;  but  we've  sailed 
too  far  north  to  be  come  over  like  'marines  adrift 
npon  a  grating.'"  "Aye!  aye.  Jack!"  responded 
another,  "his  acting  Tom  Coxe's  traverse;  op 
oDe  hatchway  and  down  another,  won't  do  for  hoyx 
who  have  weathered  Cape  Horn."  From  all  these 
circ  am  stances,  we  may,  without  mistake,  infer,  that 
the  live  stock  in  the  half  deck,  were  any  thing  but 
comfortable,  and  by  this  time  certain  symptoms  of 
uneasiness  were  exhibited  by  Captain  Pouncet  in  the 
tabin  ;  he  not  only  feared  that  short  allowance  would 
lead  to  a  mutiny  among  his  swaiiis,  but  he  also  began 
to  suspect  the  loyalty  of  his  hetter\i.a\S.  "Ton  my 
honour,"  said  he  to  the  mate,  "  I  positively  like  not. 
Dither  can  I  digest,  those  long  confabulations  and 
conjugations  between  my  sweet  Besselinda  and  the 
young  Lieutenant;  I  have  a  great  disposition  to  ask 
for  an  explanation,  'pon  honour  I  have ;  but  re- 
spect for   the  delicacy  of  the  dear  creature's   sex. 
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and  knowing  and  duly  estimating  my  own  worth, 
the  essential  services  I  shall  render  the   Govertf* 
ment,  by  conveying  these  stores  to  the  city  of  Que- 
bec, and  the  loss  that  might  be  fdt  by  you  M,  fre- 
vents,   or  rather  retards,   deters,   and  impedes  mt 
from  calling  him  out."    ''  Avast  there,  captain !"  ex* 
claimed  the  mate,  '*  if  thaf  s  the  only  palh  yOu  mi^ 
veer  away  cable.    Ftt  pilot  the  Ranger  into  port,  if 
youfalV   '^ Gently!— gently,  Franks!  you  speak  to^ 
loud! — I  fear — ^I  apprehend  no  danger — Poh!  none, 
upon  my.  honour;    but  the  depriving  of  a  fellow* 
creature  of  life — the  embruing  these  hands  in  humaa 
blood — Oh,   fie!   'tis  vile!    out  upon   it — ^'tis  mon- 
strous! but  I,  at  this  moment,  think  I  hear  them 
confabulating ;  good  night,  Franks !  I  must  at  once 
descend,  and  with  the  keen  eyes  of  an  Argus,  and  the 
valour  of  the  dragon,  which  guarded  the  Hesperian 
fruit,  watch  over  and  protect  my  darling  treasure. 
But  what  insanity,"  muttered  he  as  he  descended, 
*^  for  me  to  imagine  that  the  delicate  creature  could, 
for  a  moment,  prefer  such  a  fellow  to" — me,  I  sup* 
pose  he  would  have  added,  but  what  further  he  said, 
if  he  said  anything,  was  lost  by  the  slamming  of  the 
cabin  door ;  but  'tis  highly  probable,  that  on  reaching 
the  said  door,  he  prudently  held  his  peace. 

On  the  28th,  at  about  five  P.  M.  from  a  light  air 
from  the  southward  and  westward,  the  wind  suddenly 
increased  to  a  stqrm.  The  schooner  wias,  at  this  time, 
about  four  leagues  below  the  light-house  on  Oreen 
Island,  and  luckily  escaped  with  the  loss  only  of 
the  foretopmast.  The  delicate  Mrs.  Ponncet,  truly 
frightened  by  the  storm,  and,  as  her  spouse  observed, 
^*  super-horrified"  by  the  lightning,  had  fled  to  the 
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I  ide  of  the  lienteoant  for  support.  Meanwhile  the 
lUaat  Captain  P.,  knowing  that  an  experienced 
Ecer  had  charge  upon  deck,  from  sheer  pity,  and 
Id  consideration  of  bis  wife's  feminiDe  delicacy,  de- 
teraiined  to  cootinae  below ;  perhaps,  also,  a  decent 
regard  to  politeness  might  have  been  another  induce- 
ment, as  he  was,  doubtless,  too  polite,  much  too 
polite,  to  think  of  giving  his  martial  passenger  any 
unnecessary  trouble.  As  for  the  delicate  Mrs.  P.  no 
such  scraplea  appear  to  have  disturbed  her  mind,  at 
least,  if  we  may  judge  from  her  saying,  "  Oh,  Dick ! 
my  dear  Dick  Pouncet !  go  up !  go  up,  my  love,  or  we 
shall  sink  1  pray,  runup!  I  knows  we  shall  sink  !  this 
here  gentleman  can  protect  me !  he  is  no  use  you  know, 
apon  deck!  military  gentlemen,  you  know," — "  Nay, 
toy  charming  Besselinda,"  approaching  with  a  lan- 
guishing air,  "  let  me  assist  thee  to  thy  state-room, 
and  lock  thee  safely  in,  that  thou  mayest  not" — 
"  Roll  ont  of  bed,  I  suppose,"  loudly  interrupted  the 
Lieutenant.  "  Upon  deck,  I  say,  Sir,  upon  deck,  and 
attend  to  yonr  duties!  What!  you  a  Capt^n'f  and 
skdlking  below  when  the  ship  and  passengers  are  in 
danger!  and  even  the  Colonel  up,  rendering  every 
possible  aid?"  "  Ar'nt  the  gentleman  promised  to 
remain  and  protect  me?"  "  Oh,  Yes  !  Massa  Boun- 
ce! !"  (roared  Teapot,  who  had  hitherto  laid  sea-sick 
and  concealed  beneath  the  cabin  table)  "  no  fear, 
Massa  Bouncet!  Massa  Soger  protec  and  gumfort 
Missy  Bouncet !  me  suppose  him  bery  good  man !" — 
"  Out  d — d  Negro !  out  vileMoor,  I  say  !"  exclaimed 
ihe  Oeu tenant,  seizing  him  by  the  collar;  unfortu- 
aately,  however,  the  poor  Negro,  or  Moor,  which- 
r  he  nu^t  have  been,  was  too  sick  to  budge  an 
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inch ;  at  the  same  time,  Massa  Bouncet  reluctanflj 
went  upon  deck.    Whether  the  Lieutenant  acted 
from  improper  feelings,  or  not,  it  is  hard  to  tell ;  at^ 
all  events,  the  lady's  feminine  delicacy  places  her  coa> 
duct  far,  far  above  all  suspicion.    The  gentleman, 
probably,  acted  in  the  whole  affair  from  a  regard  to  ^ 
that  natural  politeness  and  attention  which  he  pah 
perly  judged  due  to  the  softer  sex ;  for  who,  for.a 
moment,  can  imagine,  that  an  officer  in  the  army  eva  " 
felt  an  hankering    after  his  neighbour's   wife?    I 
think,  from  these  considerations,  we  cannot  do  bett^j^ 
than  acquit  him  of  all  criminal  intentions;  and  if' 
really  guilty,  merely  add,  by  way  of  winding  up  the 
matter,  ''We  admire  his  taste,  that's  all!"     Lucky" 
Captain  Pouncet!    seeing  that  thou  couldst  not  be 
in  two  places  at  once,  and  much  preferred  being ' 
in  the  place  where  thou  wast  not — Fortunate  beiii( 
wast  thou!  to  discover,  on  thy  reaching  the  dedtt 
that  all  danger  was  over  above,  and  thou  hadst  no* 
thing  to  do,  but  to  go  down,  and  give  thy  ondi-  ^ 
vided  attention  to  the  apprehended  dangers  below; ' 
who  but  would  admire  the  ineffable  glance  of  disdab 
which  thou  bestowedst  on  the  forsaken  Lieutenant^ 
when  thou  leddest  thy  blushing  bride,  in  triumph,  to 
her  state-room ! 

On  the  evening  of  the  29th,  as  the  Ranger  wa& 
stretching  over  towards  Hare  Island,  with  a  view  to 
bring  up,  which  the  loss  of  her  foretopmast,  foal 
winds,  and  a  strong  ebb  tide,  rendered  necessary,  a 
sail  was  descried  at  a  distance,  beating  up  the  river ; 
"  'Pon  my  honour!"  exclaimed  Capt.  Pouncet,  "  most 
certainly,  or  more  briefly,  certes,  that  is  my  old,  blunt, 
yulgar-mouthed  shipmate.  Captain  Graham^  and  that 
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thou  sayest  neigh — (the  word  neighbour  seemed  to  i 
stick  in  his  throat)  Tom,  has  a  contagious  disease;  ^ 
Alas !  for  tis,  if  she  be  thtis  reported  at  Quebec,  we  ^ 
shall  be  laid  in  quarantine,  and  not  suflfered  to  land  ^ 
for  many  days."  Tom,  for  a  moment,  seemed  as  if  | 
alarmed,  but  perceiving  the  Quaker  preparing  to  ^ 
speak,  remained  silent.  *'  Couldst  thou  not  oblige  ^^ 
me,  and  thy  fellow  passengers,  by  landing  here,  neigk-  ^ 
hour  Thomas?^' 

Truth  compels  me  to  say,  that  the  words  neigh-  ^ 
hour,  and  Thomas,  seemed  to  have  a  greater  emphasis  .. 
laid  on  them  than  any  of  the  rest.     Now,  though  this  ^ 
request  gave  Tom  much  pleasure,  he  determined  to  ^ 
profit  by  what  he  termed,  '  Aminadab's  credulity;'  ^ 
and  therefore  replied,  "  Have  I  not  nearly  spent  my  ^ 
all  in  paying  my  passage  ?     If  I  land  here,  my  re-  ^ 
spected  friend,  almost  pennyless  as  I  am,  how  shaH  j, 
I  procure  means  to  convey  my  family  and  goods  to  ^ 
Quebec  ?  and,  (added  he,  with  feigned  tears,)  defray  ^ 
the  expense  of  this  dear  child's  funeral  t     Oh,  for-   , 
give  my  tears !" — "  I  am  as  thyself,  a  father,  and  J 
will  help  thee — I  will  explain  thy  sad  circumstances  ^ 
to  thy  fellow  passengers,  they  are  interested  in  pro-    i 
moting  thy  speedy  departure."     In  the  course  of  a   »^ 
short  time,  the  ^benevolent  Quaker  had  so  completely    \ 
terrified  the  crew  as  well  as  the  passengers,  with    ; 
the  idea  of  riding  quarantine  when  they  arrived  in 
port,  that,  (with  the  exception  of  the  pedlar,)  '  one 
and    air   contributed    something ;    the    latter    was 
busily  trafficking  with  a  Canadian  who  had  just  come 
alongside  from  the  island,  and  shrewdly  observed, 
that  he  had  left  his  own  country  to  get,   not  to 
give.    The  piper  contributed  but  a  trifle,  promising 
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fometbiDg  more  on  Tom's  quitting  the  vessel.  The 
latter,  though  gratified  beyond  concepiioo,  stil]  pre- 
teaded  to  linger,  aor  embarked  with  his  ilamily  and 
tilings  ill  the  boat,  imtil  the  Captain  had  paid  (he 
boatman's  fare,  and  had  given  him  some  provisjons 
and  rum  into  the  bargain.  Perhaps  the  latter  was 
moFed  thereunto  by  the  solicitations  of  his  delicate 
bettor  half,  who  appeared  to  be  kindly  concerned  in 
the  safe  removal  of  the  '  olher  woman.'  In  the  bostle 
Long  Tom  bad  forgotten  the  piper's  kind  promise, 
but  not  BO  the  piper,  who  no  sooner  saw  Tom  shoved 
off,  than  he  played  up  the  old  tune  of.  The  Rogue's 
march.  If  any  of  my  readers  have  ever  bad  the  misfor- 
tune to  be  drummed  oat  of  a  regiment,  he  will  recollect 
the  air — ^seeing  that  in  such  a  case,  'tis  highly  proba- 
ble, the  drummer  beat  time  where  the  strokes  «ere 
Bost  likely  to  be  felt.  On  hearing  the  said  •  march,' 
Tom  turned  towards  the  vessel,  but  almost  instaally 
again  sat  down,  in  anger,  observing  to  bis  wife, 
"Aye !  aye !  the  rogae  indeed  marches,  but  at  the 
expense  of  the  fooh  who  stand  still."  On  landing. 
be  proceeded  with  the  boatman  and  his  two  sons, 
to  a  cottage,  about  a  furlong  from  the  shore,  and 
thither,  with  the  same  assistance,  in  several  journeys, 
eonveyed  his  luggage.  The  worthy  inmates  accom- 
modated Mr.  Hastie,  (as  Tom  now  termed  himself. ) 
with  the  best  their  cabin  afforded,  and.  fatigued  with 
the  labours  of  the  day,  retired  early  to  rest,  though 
not  without  first  spending  a  considerable  time  on  their 
knees  in  telling  their  beads.  Hastie  observed  them 
through  one  of  the  crevices  of  a  wooden  partition,  and 
ielt  a  momentary  pang  of  shame,  a  momentary  feeling 
of  giatitade  to  his  Maker — of  nhame,  when  he  hastily 
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glanced  at  his  past  conduct,— of  gratitude^  when  kc^  ^ 
reflected  on  his  present  deliverance.    '^  I  am  happy  W^^. 
think/'  said  he, ' '  that  I  have  evaded  my  purstiers ;  anA  ^ 
you,  Robert,  I  thank  heaven  that  I  did  not  in  my  pa§-i^ 
sion, — ^but  what  has  heaven  to  do  with  a  wretch  like  ^j. 
me  ?  To  bed,  to  bed,  wife,  to-morrow  we  must  cast  aboal  , 
for  a  place  of  safety ;  for  here  must  not  be  our  abiding'  ^ 
place." — **  But  my  dear  Thomas,  whsi pursuers?** —  ^ 
•*  To  bed — good  night,  woman — did  I  not  before  SBSf ,;, 
so?"    The  poor,  meek,  submissive  creature  was  at  • 
once  silenced,  and,  with  her  daughters,  soon  resigned  ^ 
herself  to  sleep.     Did  the  husband  so  soon  sle^?  . 
Ask  the  guilty !  ask  him  who  fears,  who  feels  danger  .„ 
in  every  rustling  leaf,  who  judges  each  calm  to  be  bat  . 
the  precursor  of  an  overwhelming  storm— each  storm^  ^ 
an  echo  of  '  vengeance  is  mine,  1  will  repay.'     Nor  ^ 
did  the  youthful  Robert,  though  innocence  itself^  so  .^ 
soon  find  rest  as  did  his  mother ;  long,  long  he  re-  ^ 
fleeted  on  the  word  pursuers ;  what,  thought  he>.  caiv  s 
he  mean?    Are  there  then,  more  than  one?    That  ;, 
Captain  Strickland  will  use  his  endeavours  to  free  me   ^ 
from  the  man,  who  sometimes  styles  himself  my  fa^   , 
ther,  and  sometimes  not,  I  make  no  doubt — who  can    , 
the  others  be  ?     Oh  Strickland,  Strickland,  the  seal, 
the  s-e-a-1.    Thus  Robert,  the  innocent,  ill-treated 
Robert,  fell  gently  into  the  arms  of  sleep,  even  while 
tears  still  plentifiilly  bedewed  his  blooming  face.    Ob! 
how  sweety  how  calm^  how  l)lissful,  is  the  sleep  of 
innocence.     Reader,  dost  thou  enjoy  it,  still  study  tOr 
preserve  it — dost  thou  nof,  let  it  be  thy  study  to  re- 
gain it.     I  am  not  often  led  to  moralize,  but  I  have 
laid  down,  under  both  feelings,  a  feeling  of  compara- 
five  innocence,  a  heart  feeling  of  real  guilt.     How 
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Tast  the  difffrence  '.  mayest  (hou  be  led  to  feel  tbe 
one,  mayesi  thou  be  led  to  avoid  the  other.  But  the 
little  mite  of  amusement  which  1  wish  to  offer,  is  in- 
teaded  for  general  use ;  therefore,  if  I  wish  it  to  be 
read  through,  I  must  at  oace  drop  this  morali^ng, 
since  maD)',  alas  !  too  many,  will  he  ready  to  say,  we 
expected  not  to  read  a  sermon,  but  a  tale. 

At  day-break  the  youth  was  awakened  by  the  fea- 
(dered  songsters  of  the  air,  who,  with  gratefully  dilated 
throats,  were  caroling  a  morning  anthem  to  their  great 
Creator.  Their  joyous  notes  disturbed  the  half-slum- 
bering Hastie;  he  turued,  he  writhed  in  anguish  on 
his  ill-pressed  bed,  and  once  or  twice  the  boy  imagin- 
ed, (for  perhaps,  it  was  but  fancy,)  that  he  ejaculated. 
"Oh  my  brother  1  oh  my  injured  brother!"  The 
feeling  heart  of  Robert  no  longer  suffered  him  to  lie 
a  spectator  of  this  painful  scene:  he  arose  and  wpnt 
to  Ihe  window,  whence  he  had  a  beautiful  view  of  the 
Si.  Lawrence,  the  young  sun  obliquely  glancing  his 
early  rays  upon  ils  pellucid  bosom.  For  a  moment. 
Id  the  joyful  certainty  of  an  existence  in  a  world 
wherein  all  seemed  new  and  beautiful  to  his  boyish 
fancy,  he  forgot  his  present  inquietudes,  but  the  sight 
nf  the  schooner  brought  with  it  an  association  of  ideas 
much  less  pleasing.  "The  schooner  is  under  weigh," 
said  be,  "  she  will  soon  reach  Quebec — Oh  that  I 
could  once  more  discern  the  ship  of  the  pursuers,  the 
ship  of  Strickland,  and  of  my  seal!  "  Who  talks  of 
pursuers,  and  of  a  seal  ? "  roared  Hastie,  leaping  at 
once  from  his  bed,  and  seizing  the  alarmed  boy  by  the 
hair  of  his  head.  "  What  about  the  seal?  tell  the 
troth  instantly,  or,  by  heaven,  it  shall  be  worse  for  yoa. 
I  tremble  when  I  reflect  what  I  may  he  tempted  to 
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do.     What  I  say,  what  of  the  seal  ? — no  lies,  sirrafrr  s 
simple  truth''     "  I  cannot  lie,  I  never  lied,"  replied  i; 
the  intrepid  boy,  rising  with  the  conscious  dignil^  ^; 
which  virtue  alone  confers.     "  I  gave  it  to  Captam  ^j 
Strickland,  as  a  token  of  my  gratitude,  with  a  hope  t, 
that" — "No  more  boy,  or  thou  diest.     How  came ^ 
you  by  that  seal?     But  see — ^the  house  is  rising^;, 
Wife,  I  say,  up— thou  hast  parted  with  the  seal^ — the  i^ 
seal  is  lost,  and  I  have  a  long  reckoning  to  clear  off  i 
with  you.     Peace,  woman,  no  replies."     Here  the  i^ 
boatman  entered,  amazed  at  the  noise,  to  whom  turn- 
ing, Hastie  exclaimed,  "  I  must  remove  hence,  im- 
mediately, aye,  instantly."     For  at  this  moment  his 
terrified  eyes  beheld  the  Venus  off  the  point  of  the 
island.     "  What  inhabited  place  can  you  remove  me  - 
to  ?"     "On  the  north  side  of  the  island,"  replied  the 
Canadian  (in  broken  English),  "  lies  a  large  ship*8  i- 
boat,  cast  upon  the  shore  in  a  gale.     I  and  my  sons  ^ 
have  repaired  her,^  and  furnished  her  with  oars  and  a  - 
mast,  for  eight  dollars  she  shall  be  yours,  and  for  ^ 
other  three,  I  and  my  sons  will  convey  you  and  your  ^ 
goods  thither,  round  the  west  end  of  the  island,  for  ^ 
the  way  by  land  is  almost  impenetrable,  and  abound- 1| 
ing  with  noxious  animals :  once  possessed  of  the  boat,  t 
you  can  row  to  Orleans."    Hastie  joyfully  acceded  to  i 
the  proposal,  and  by  nightfall  they  reached  the  boat  i 
which,  though  old,^  was  commodious,  and  still  fit  for  i 
service.     He  then  paid  the  islander,  who  assisted  him 
to  launch  her,  and  bidding  him  farewell,  said,  "  To- 
morrow, my  friend,  I  shall  proceed  to  the  Isle  of  Or- 
leans."   The  Canadian  having  departed,^  Tom  em- 
barked his  family  and  goods,  shoved  off  the  boat,  and 
removed  her  about  a  furlong  further  to  the  westwards 
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I  there,  by  the  help  of  tbe  paiDter  and  a  large  stone, 
lie  moored  her  for  the  night ;  then  spreading  an  awn- 
ing of  blankets,  be  laid  the  bedding  in  the  stera-sheets, 
d  lying  down  to  rest,  without  bestowing  one  kind 
good-nigbt,  or  even  a  look,  on  the  ufQicted  boy,  he 
d^ned  to  observe  to  his  submissive  wife,  "  To-mor- 
rov  morning,  will  I  contrive  to  make  a  sail;  we'll 
start  at  daybreak,  but  not  for  the  Isle  of  Orleans, — 
00,  no  1 "  added  he,  with  a  demoniacal  smile,  "  any 
where  but  there!" 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


''  I  sometimes  do  excuse  the  thing  I  hate. 
For  his  advant^;e  whom  I  dearly  love." 


For  the  purpose  of  clearing  up  matters  as  I  pro- 
ceed, gentle  reader,  I  have  deemed  it  expedient  to 
divert  tby  attention  for  a  time,  from  the  principal 
characters  in  this  my  little  drama :  we  will  now  return 
to  them.  It  may  be  remembered,  that  at  the  close  of 
the  second  chapter  we  left  Mr.  Barnard  and  Strick- 
land in  the  act  of  retiring  to  enjoy  a  little  private  con- 
versation. On  entering  the  cabin,  the  latter,  without 
further  preface,  requested  Mr.  Barnard  to  inform  him 
what  was  the  cause  of  his  journey  to  Canada.  After 
a  short  pause,  Mr.  Barnard  replied,  "  Though  I  am 
not  accustomed.  Sir,  to  discover  my  circumstauce.i 
and  intentions  to  strangers,  yet,  as  I  am  persuaded, 
from  the  earnestness  of  your  manner,  that  your  request 
from  a  wish  to  serve  me,  and'  as  I  also  once 
promised  in  return  for  your  reliance  on  my  honour 
and  secrecy,  that  I  would  at  some  future  period  reveal 
d2 
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to  you  the  state  of  my  affairs ;  T  am  coDlent  to  do  stf 
now.  You  behold  before  you,  Captaio  S.,  an  unfor- 
tunate being.  My  deceased  grandfallier  was  a  weal- 
thy merchant  trading  (o  the  East  Indies,  who  bad 
selected  as  a  wife  for  my  father,  a  young  lady  of  ex- 
tensive property,  and  respectable  connexions,  but  un- 
fortunately for  my  sire,  he  bad  previously  placed  his 
aflectioQS  on  a  young  and  amiable  woman,  quite  de- 
ficientin  those  qualifications.  But  he  preferred  love 
(o  riches,  and  at  an  early  age  married  my  mother. 
From  that  moment  all  conne&ion  between  my  father 
and  his  family  ceased,  insomuch  that  I  believe  my 
parent  might  have  perished  even  in  a  jail,  ere  the 
offended  old  gentleman  would  have  assisted  him  with 
a  single  farthing;  indeed  the  latter  shortly  afterwards 
embarked  from  England,  and  settled  in  the  East 
Indies.  Two  sons  were  the  fruit  of  this  prudent,  or 
imprudent  marriage,  (for  the  world  is  divided  in  its 
opinion  on  the  subject,)  myself,  and  a  brother  four 
years  younger.  My  father  on  his  marriage  embarked 
in  a  small  way  of  business,  and  earned  for  his  little 
family  a  comfortable  subsistence ;  and  at  a  proper  age, 
sent  both  me  and  my  brother  to  a  respectable  school, 
determining  that,  as  we  were  not  likely  to  have  a  for- 
tune, it  should  not  be  his  fault  if  we  did  not  acquire  a 
good  education.  At  the  age  of  ten,  or  eleven,  my 
brother  manifested  symptoms  of  restiveness,  and  ob- 
stinacy :  and  though  possessed  of  much  brighter  parts 
than  myself,  notoriously  neglected  their  cultivation. 
He  was  removed  from  school  to  school,  as  if  his  in- 
structors were  to  blame ;  and  as  he  became  older,  gave 
my  parents  and  myself  much  uneasiness,  till  at  length, 
faking  umbrage   at  a  severe  reprimand  which  our 
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f  fetlier  thought  it  his  duty  to  give  him,  he  fled  from 
f  TO.  All  search  for  him  proved  vain,  and  in  a  short 
tine,  my  mother,  bowed  down  with  sorrow,  was  laid 
in  the  peaceful  grave.  Shall  I  ever  forget  it  ?  pshaw ! 
lei  me  proceed.  Thus  doubly  bereft,  my  kind  re- 
maining parent  in  a  few  months  followed  her.  I  be- 
came my  own  master  in  my  twenty-first  year,  with  a 
little  property  in  merchandize,  to  the  amount  of  four 
or  five  hundred  pounds.  I  resolved  to  act  with  pru- 
dence and  industry,  and  in  the  first  place  deemed  it 
my  duty  to  write  my  grandfather  a  circumstantial 
account  of  the  death  of  my  parents,  A  year  and  a 
half  I  remained  in  a  state  of  uncertainty,  but  then, 
received  a  letter  from  India:  laconic,  indeed,  inso- 
much, that  I  think  I  can  repeat  it  to  you  word  for 
word: 
I      "Sib, 

"  From  the  many  years  elapsed  since  I  heard  any 
tidings  of  Henry  Barnard,  your  father,  I  knew  not 
that  such  an  individual  had  so  long  existed.  He  is 
dead,  my  anger  ought  not  to  extend  beyond  his  grave ; 
therefore.  Sir : 

I  am  your's. 

As  yon  conduct  yourself, 

Anthony  Barnaku. 

"  This  letter.  Captain  Strickland,  was  neither  calcu- 
lated to  give  me  joy  nor  pain,  or  if  either,  the  latter; 
as  it  led  me  to  again  call  up  to  my  imag^ation  the 
sad  event  he  alluded  to.  At  the  age  of  twenty-three 
1  married  a  virtuous  wife,  one  who  had  been  before 
bonnd  closely  to  my  heart  by  the  endearing  ties  of 
nntual  tendentess,     She  brought  me  some  accession 
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to  my  fortune,  and  what  I  esteemed  still  more,  at  tiie  )l 
expiration  of  a  twelvemonth,  a  daughter.  TheHf  z 
Strickland,  were  halcyon  days !  the  golden  age  of  my  i 
life !  Alas !  how  short  and  fleeting  were  they !  since,  et 
four  years  afterwards,  my  sainted  Clara  died  in  giving  h 
birth  to  a  son."  Here  Strickland,  while  a  tear  moist-  ^ 
ened  his  eye,  felt  half  inclined  to  interrupt  the  narrac 
tor,  yet  remained  silent.  '*  For  some  time,"  conti- 
nued Mr.  Barnard,  **  I  continued  in  a  melancholy, 
despairing  state  of  mind,  from  which  I  was  only  *^ 
aroused  by  the  imperative  duty  of  providing  for  my  h 
children,  (for  the  dear  boy  survived  his  mother.) 

''  Shortly  after  this  mournful  occurrence,  my  brother  r 
returned  to  our  parental  dwelling,  in  a  pitiable  con-  ■ 
dition,  sick,  emaciated,  pennyless,  and  naked.  He  - 
had  strolled  about  from  place  to  place,  listed  as  a  r 
drummer,  then  became  a  private,  and,  if  I  may  i^  ^ 
lieve  him,  was  at  this  period  discharged.  I  could  not  s 
but  remember  that,  under  Providence,  he  was  the  ' 
cause  of  my  parentis  death,  and  would  fain  have  u 
hardened  my  heart  against  him ;  but  conscience,  na-  i 
tural  affection,  or  something  else,  pleaded  so  strongbf  s 
within  me  on  his  behalf,  that  when  I  was  about  to  i 
roughly  deny  him  an  asylum,  I  felt  my  eyes  involun- 
tarily suffused  with  tears,  and  stretched  towards  him 
the  hand  of  welcome  and  forgiveness" 

'^  Well  done !  that  was  well  done,"  interrupted 
Strickland,  grasping  his  friend's  hand,  "  for  if  a  bro- 
ther would  not  aid  and  pity  him,  what  would  he  have 
expected  from  strangers  ?  Pardon  this  interruption ; 
but  pray.  Sir,  proceed." 

''  Most  willingly,"  replied  Mr.  Barnard,  **  I  feel  a 
degree  of  pleasure,  of  consolation,  which  I  could  not 
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Jure  aoticqpatedy  in  thus  unbosoiniiig  myself  to  a 
sjinpathetic  mind,  to  one  who  can  fetl  for,  and  pity 
mj  misfortones.  My  brother,  I  was  delighted  to  ob- 
^erre,  was  become,  to  all  appearance^  a  reformed 
character;  he  was  myaealons  assistant  in  business, 
wcf  intimate  companion,  and  apparent  friend,  for 
mat  months,  and  I  felt  so  much  pleased  with  his  re- 
Amation,  that  I  waited  but  for  the  expiration  of  the 
year,  to  take  him  into  partnership.  It  wanted  some- 
timig  less  than  three  months  to  that  period,  when  I 
was  surprised  by  receiving  the  following  letter : 

'  Dear  Grandson, 

*  I  am  fast  verging  towards  the  grave ;  I  shall 
MOD  '  go  the  way  of  all  flesh.'  I  am  surrounded  by 
comuNrants;  no  friend  near  to  aid  or  console.  In  this 
distress,  I  turn  with  an  eye  of  hope  towards  you. 
Perhaps  you  deem  me  selfish,  obdurate;  I  was  so. 
Oh!  the  pangs  I  might  have  spared  myself!  Come 
out  to  me ;  c(me  without  delay ;  all  I  have  is  yours ; 
if  you  have  any  family,  bring  them  all,  all  shall  be 
welcome.  Forgive  my  past  shameful  neglect  of  you, 
and  haste  to  the  arms  of  your 

'  Repentant  Grandfather, 

'  A.  Barnard. 

*  Bengal,  1 . 

'  P.  S.  I  have  remitted  you  a  draft  for  500/.  on 

Messrs. ,  bankers,  to  defray  expences,  pay  debts. 

Sec.'  with  an  order  for  more,  if  you  need  it.  Hope  you 
have  heard  of  your  brother.  Heaven  send  you  to  me 
with  speed  and  in  safety*     God  bless  yon. 
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'^  I,  at  this  time,  had  become  in  some  measure  re* 
coDciied  to  my  lot,  and  woald  willingly  have  remained 
at  home ;  but  considering  that  something  was  due  to 
my  relented  relative,  and  that  this  was  a  desirable 
opportunity  to  make  a  further  provision  for  my  dar- 
ling children,  I  finally  resolved  to  obey  my  grand* 
father's  injunctions.  A  ship  preparing  to  sail  in  a 
few  days,  I  had  but  little  time  to  arrange  my  aflTairs 
for  my  departure.  My  boy  was  scarcely  two  years  old» 
I  therefore  deemed  him  too  young  to  risk  so  long  a 
passage,  and  resolved  to  leave  him  in  England.  I 
hired  a  respectable  woman  as  governess  for  my  daugh- 
ter, and  an  amiable  widow  as  nurse  for  my  boy ;  the 
former  I  took  with  me,  but  the  latter  I  left  with  my 
brother,  together  with  my  house,  goods,  and  merchan- 
dize, worth  upwards  of  one  thousand  pounds,  and  one 
hundred  and  fifty  pounds  in  cash.  Taking  with  me^ 
after  paying  my  passage,  about  five  hundred  and  fifty 
pounds,  and  a  few  presents  for  my  grandfather. 

'*  The  day  for  sailing  arrived ;  an  ominous  despon- 
dency hung  heavily  on  my  mind :  I  embraced  the 
nurse,  bade  farewell  to  my  brother,  who  shed  tears 
at  our  parting,  begged  him  to  be  kind  to  my  child,  my 
only  boy,  hugged  the  infant  to  my  breast,  then  re- 
turning him  to  the  arms  of  my  brother,  in  a  state 
bordering  on  insanity,  I  hastily  embarked.  Fatal, 
embarkment!  O  that  I  never  had  done  so;  in  that 
accursed  hour  I  lost — ^yes,  Strickland,  I  lost  my  boy ! 
tears  will  flow" — "His  name?  his  name?  Sir,"  ea- 
gerly interrupted  Strickland,  "  Robert,"  replied  Mr. 
Barnard.  "  Gracious  heaven !  can  it  be  so  ?"  said 
Strickland — "  What,  what  of  my  child  ?  dost  thou 
know  him?  speak,  speak  at  once,  friend,  and  remove 
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tUs  honrid  suspense."     "  I  know,  indeed,  a  Robert, 
bat  pray  give  me  time  to  recollect  myself;  and  finish 
jour  recital,  that  I  may  be  assured  whether  or  not 
thai  Robert  was  yotcr^."     '*  I  must  be  brief,  then. 
W^e  arrived  safe  in  India;  my  grandfather  received 
us  with  open  arms ;  he  lingered  four  years,  during 
which  time  I  transacted  his  business,  and,  with  my 
darfing  Anne,  watched  his  declining  pillow.     On  his 
death  he  left  me  sole  heir  to  upwards  of  half  a  million. 
I  resolved  at  once  to  return  to  my  native  country. 
Would  that  I  had!  but,  hearing  regularly  from  my 
brother,  and  understanding  that  my  boy  was  thriving, 
well  attended  to,  and  sent  to  school,  avarice,  or  the 
devil,  prompted  me  to  remain  three  years  longer,  to 
tarn  my  effects  into   cash,  and  collect  outstanding 
debts.     I  had  employed  my  time  to  so  much  advan- 
tage, as  to  realize  a  considerable  sum  above  that  Mr. 
Barnard  had  left  me.     I  had  also  remitted  home  mo- 
ney to  purchase  a  small  estate  in  Wales,  and  was  on 
the  point  of  hasting  away  for  England,  part  of  my 
goods  having  been  already  shipped,  when  my  daugh- 
ter was  seized  with  a  violent  fever.    To  have  left  her 
at  the  mercy  of  strangers,  or  'cormorants,'  as  my 
grandfather  justly  termed  the  money-getting  people 
of  Bengal,  was  impossible,  as  the  girl  was  amiable 
and  beautiful,  and  at  an  age  which  required  more 
than  a  father's  superintending  care.    I  remitted  home 
five  hundred  pounds,  disembarked  my  trunks,  and 
delay  arising  upon  delay,  a  year  and  three  quarters 
more  elapsed  ere  I  quitted  the  country.     My  daugh- 
ter's governess  had  married,  and  established  herself 
in  India;  but  with  herself,  her  maid,  and  my  valet, 
^e  safely  reached  the  Downs  and  landed  at  Deal.    I 

D  3 


sold  off  die 
tkngs  he  kHi  kft.  ai  ii  — iii,  Mt  witboH 
a  MUficm  of  his  hua^  sec  fire  Id  tke  pKwuaes. 
I  thM  look  a  howe  at  Ike  vest  ead,  hired  do- 
mestaes,  aad  liaTeOed  soBe  weeks  witkwt  gairang  a 
eloe  to  Ihe  retreat  of  either  hnAer  or  child.  I  then 
traeed  Ihe  fo|^liTe  to  Bristol,  thence  to  lirerpool, 
where  I  learned  he  had  appfied  for  a  paass^  to 
Quebec,  bat  not  beii^  soiled  as  soon  as  he  irished, 
ha  bad  retamed  to  London;  thongh  not  able  to 
iimorer  any  farther  trace  him,  I  jndged  he  stiD 
rMained  the  same  purpose,  and  I  resolved  to  follow 
bim,  and  travel  all  over  America  rather  than  fail  in 
my  pursuit. 

*  *  Accordingly  I  vesied  the  balk  of  my  property  in  the 
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funds,  handsomely  provided  for  my  daughter,  in  case 
of  a  long  abflenee ;  drew  bills  on  Quebec  and  Montreal 
to  a  considerable  amount,  and  with  a  thousand  pounds 
in  ready  money,  and  my  servant,  embarked  in  the 
brig  from  whose  wreck  you  rescued  us.  My  servant 
is,  I  feu,  drowned,  and  the  greater  part  of  my  cash 
and  ny  trunks  lost  with  him ;  the  bills  I  have  safe. 
But  perish  the  dross ;  if  it  cannot  restore  to  me  my 
cUU,  of  what  avail  is  it?  Now,  Sir,  you  are  ao- 
qoainted  with  the  major  particulars  of  my  eventful 
history.  If  you  possess  any  information  respecting 
my  child,  withhold  it  not, 'but  pour  the  consoling 
l)alm  into  the  Wounded  heart  of  n  father.** 

"  Know  then,  my  friend,"  replied  Strickland,  **  that 
a  man  of  suspicions  character  embarked  in  this  ship, 
and  with  him  an  amiable  boy ;  he  was  my  companion 
and  delight,  for  I  thought  I  could  trace  in  his  intel- 
ligent features,  somewhat  which  must  resemble  my 
dwn  son,  should  he  still  live.  I  instructed  his  ignor- 
ance, and,  as  far  as  num  can  do,  healed  his  sick- 
nesses." '*  But  his  name,  what  was  his  name  ?  tell 
me  at  once,  I  beseech  you."  **  His  name  was  jRo- 
bert/^    ''Gracious  heaven ! "  exclaimed  Mr.  Barnard. 

At  this  moment  a  violent  cry  was  heard  upon  deck, 
of  **  Call  up  Captain  Strickland."  Our  hero,  at  once, 
rushed  towards  the  companion,  in  spite  of  his  friend's 
efforts  to  restrain  him,  and  met  the  body  of  the  se« 
cond  mate,  as  it  was  borne  aft  by  four  seamen.  The 
passengers  all  crowded  upon  deck,  some  clad,  and 
same  half-naked,  while  the  lusty  tar  who  led  the  van 
roared  loudly,  "  Scaldings,  clear  the  way  there!" 
The  unfortunate  man,  with  his  head  bleeding  pro- 
fusely was  laid  upon   the   cabin   floor*    Strickland 
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proceeded  to  examine  the  skull,  and  while  searching  for 
lint,  &c.  inquired  how  he  came  by  the  hurt.  When 
one  of  the  watch  replied,  "  We  discovered  a  light 
on  the  lee  bow,  and  he  shined  up  like  a  rigger,  to- 
wards the  topmast  head,  and  losing  his  hold  in  the 
catharpings,  pitched  down  head  foremost  upon  a  har- 
ness-cask lashed  abaft  the  windlass."  Our  hero  soon 
dressed  the  wound,  during  which  operation,  Mr.  Bar- 
nard was  desirous  to  still  converse  on  the  subject  of 
Robert ;  but  Strickland  gently  reminded  him  of  the 
impropriety  of  doing  so  before  so  many  hearers. 
'' Answer  me  but  one  question;  who  was  with  the 
passenger?"  "  His  wife  and  two  daughters,"  replied 
Strickland.  ^*  Then  he  could  not  have  been  my  bro- 
ther, he  always  professed  an  aversion  to  matrimony, 
and  had  he  even  married,  I  am  sure  I  should  have 
heard  of  it.  Good  night,  ^ good  night,  Sir!  I  am 
again  that  wretched  being  I  was  an  hour  ago." 

The  morning  watch  had  been  called  ere  the  fatigued 
and  anxious  Strickland  considered  his  patient  to  be 
sufficiently  out  of  danger  to  warrant  his  retirement  to 
bed.  No  marvel,  then,  that  he  slept  till  near  eleven 
in  the  forenoon ;  and  by  the  time  he  had  dressed  him^ 
self,  and  performed  the  same  kind  office  for  the  second 
mate,  dinner  was  on  the  table.  Captain  Graham  en- 
joyed his  meal  as  usual,  while  his  companions  were 
reserved  and  ate  but  little.  At  two,  P.  M.  they 
ascended  to  the  quarter-deck;  it  was  near  high 
water,  with  scarcely  a  breath  of  wind  and  somewhat 
foggy,  the  easternmost  part  of  Hare  Island  was  on  the 
starboard  beam,  and  the  Captain  ordered  the  jolly- 
boat  to  be  lowered  and  the  skiff  hoisted  out,  which 
^ere  manned  and  sent  a-head  to  tow  the  vessel  in 
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shore ;  at  half-past  four  they  anchored,  three  quarters 
of  a  mile  fn»n  the  island,  in  six  and  a  half  fathoms 
water.  The  ebb  tide  had  been  setting  down  strongly 
{or  some  time,  and  the  crew  aloft  farling  sails,  when 
a  canoe  came  alongside  from  the  island  with  eggs, 
butter,  milk,  rum,  and  tobacco,  which  the  Canadians 
wiflingly  exchanged  for  salt  beef,  pork,  clothing,  &c. 
Strickhtnd  took  the  earliest  opportunity  to  inquire  of 
tte  boatman  whether  he  had  seen  a  schooner  pass, 
when  the  latter  leading  him  forward,  pointed  out  one 
at  anchor,  with  the  loss  of  foretopmast  at  no  consi- 
derable distance,  but  barely  distinguishable  through 
the  haze.  "Tisshe!"  said  Strickland,  "and  in  spite 
of  Mr.  Barnard's  incredulity,  I  firmly  believe  his  son 
is  in  her." 

Many  of  my  readers  may  be  inclined  to  wonder, 
that  as  our  hero  was  in  possession  of  a  note,  he  did 
not  at  once  produce  it ;  but  as  he  himself  had  taught 
the  boy  to  write,  it  was  impossible  that  Mr.  Barnard 
could  gather  any  information  from  the  hand  writing ; 
and,  as  will  soon  appear,  the  vnriter  seemed  to  bo  in^^ 
terrupted  in  the  concilusion  of  his  communication 
when  about  to  sign  his  name.  Moreover,  Strickland 
felt  loth  to  raise  any  violent  hopes  in  the  bosom  of  his 
friend,  fearing  that  the  schooner  would  reach  Quebec, 
and  her  passengers  be  landed,  ere  the  ship's  arrival, 
and  the  boy  be  removed  to  some  unknown  place.  But 
these  fears  had  now,  by  a  sight  of  the  schooner,  in  a 
great  measure  subsided. 

The  traffic  with  the  boatman  being  soon  nearly  at  a 
stand  still,  our  hero  being  of  an  inquisitive  turn  of 
mind,  entered  into  conversation  with  him,  and  learnt 
that  he  had  settled  there  about  two  years  before — ' 
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that  he  had  cleared  a  considerable  portion  of  land; 
and  had  already  successfully  raised  grain^  pulse, 
vegetables,  and  tobacco,  sufficient,  indeed,  to  support 
his  little  family,  and  this  he  said  with  an  exulting  air. 
'*  And  do  you  really  feel  comfortable  in  this  lone 
island,  so  far  from  the  common  haunts  of  men?"  in- 
quired Strickland.  **  Why  should  I  not?"  said  he, 
''I  have  no  master;  I  eat  when  I  like;  lie  down 
when  I  please,  and  rise  when  I  choose ;  I  have  com- 
fortable lodgings ;  food  enough,  and  to  spare ;  suffi- 
cient clothing ;  and  abundance  of  fire- wood  to  warm 
me  in  winter."  Strickland  purchased  of  the  happy 
and  communicative  Islander,  three  hares,  caught  upon 
his  own  domains,  and  handing  them  down  to  the 
cabin  boy,  turned  aft,  reflecting  on  the  man's  happy 
lot.  "What  an  enviable  disposition,"  thought  he, 
"  must  Ai«be,  who  can  thus  content  himself,  secluded, 
as  I  may  say,  from  the  rest  of  mankind,  supporting 
himself  and  his  little  family  by  his  own  industry  ;  de- 
pendent on  none,  but  our  Great  Common  Father.  He 
knows  not 

*  Th'  oppressor's  yoke — the  proud  man's  contumely, 
Nor  all  the  spurns  which  patient  merit 
Of  the  unworthy  take/ 

"  While  I — what  an  unfortunate  disposition  must 
be  mine  ?  I  am  impelled  to  pursue  a  shadow — Aye ! 
a  flying  shadow !  has  she  not  left  me  with  her  own 
free  will?  and  exists  there  a  hope  that  I  shall  ever 
find  her  ?  And  if  I  do,  can  she  ?  will  she  ?  greet  me 
with  a  smiling  welcome?-— Alas!  no:  yet  heaven 
alone  knows  best — I  yet  may  find  her — find  her  re- 
pentant too — some  joys,  I  trust,  are  still  in  store  for 
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me,  and  if  I  tut  succeed  in  restoring  to  an  afflicted 
ktber,  his  long  lost  son,  I  shall  not  have  voyaged  thus 
&r  in  rotJi.^    When  our  hero  went  below,  an  early 
sapper  awaited  him,  and  after  playing  at  cribbage  for 
an  hour,  Mr.  Barnard  was  about  to  retire  to  his  cabin, 
when  Strickland  begged  of  him  to   remain  up  until 
he  sent  to  him  the  cabin  boy,  *'  Who  can,"  added  he, 
''gi?e  you  some  further  particulars  respecting  the 
&0y,*  but  it  must  not  be  till  after   Graham  is  safe 
noored."     "  Thank  you.  Sir!  I  respect  your  kind  in- 
l'    tentioDs!  but  the  Robert  of  whom  you  speak,  is  not — 
I   cannot  be  mine!  aevertheless,   if,  as  you  describe, 
ke  is  so  amiable,  and  ill-treated,  I  will  provide  for 
UmT     ''Avast  there!  avast  there!   Mr.  Barnard," 
replied  Strickland,  "  in  the  event  of  his  not  proving 
ytmr  son,  I  intend  to  do  more  than  that  myself,  poor 
'  as  I  am,  for  though  I  cannot  make  him  a  lord,  'tis 
hard  but  I  render  him  a  more  essential  service ;  if 
he's  made  of  the  right  sort  of  stuff,  I  mean  to  make 
him  a  manT  Want  of  company  soon  induced  Graham 
I     to  turn  in,  and  dismiss   the  cabin-boy  to   his  bed, 
when  Strickland  following  the  latter,  cried,  '*  Avast 
heaving  there,  my  tar;   before  you  unrig,   I   must 
pilot  you  into  Mr.  Barnard's  berth,  and,  when  there,  I 
expect  you  will  relate  to  him,  how  you  came  in  pos- 
session of  the  note  and  seal;  and,  harkee !  I  shall  say 
nothing  about  how  long  you   kept  them."     "Very 
well.  Sir,"  replied  the  boy,  *'  and  thankee  too.     You 
have  been  so  good,  and  I  never  refuses  to  do  any 
thing  for  any  body  as  is  good  to  me,  as  my  poor  mo- 
ther used  to  say  when" — "  Belay  all  that,"  said  Strick- 
land, putting  his  hand  before  Robin's  mouth,  **  and 
d'ye  hear  ?  when  you  get  into  the  passenger's  berth. 
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don't  spin  a  yarn  as  long  as  the  maintop  bowline." 
'*  Never,  fear,  Sir,  I'ze  too  sleepy  for  that ;"  so  say- 
ing he  staggered  into  Mr.  Barnard's  cabin.  The 
latter  soon  joined  Strickland  in  the  great  cabin,  and 
without  delay  begged  a  sight  of  the  note ;  this  Strick^ 
land  at  once  put  into  his  hands,  when,  agitated  and 
impatient,  Mr.  Barnard  made  out  with  difficulty  the 
almost  unintelligible  scroll,  which  ran  thus : 

•'  Dear  Sir, 

'*  You  are  the  first  person  who  shewed  me  how  to 
rite,  and  the  first  I  ever  rote  to.  I  am  goin  to  be  taken 
away  from  you ;  the  man  I  am  with,  I  am  shure,  is 
not  my  father.  I  have  sent  you  a  keepe-sake,  god 
bles  you.  If  you  can  take  me  away  from  him  I  will 
live  with  you  on  bred  and  water ;  but  he  is  comin. 
My  name  is  not  Haystey,  but  my  name" — 

"  Unfortunate,"  exclaimed  Barnard,  **  that  he 
should  have  been  interrupted  ere  he  finished.  Alas, 
me  !  I  am  as  much  in  the  dark,  Strickland,  as  ever." 
"But,  Sir,  the  keep-sake,  perhaps  will  explain; 
know  you  this?"  said  Strickland,  at  the  same  time 
placing  the  seal  into  his  hand.  *' Gracious  heaven! 
it  is,  it  is  my  long-lost  child.  Oh,  God !  I  praise 
thee !  he  lives !  he  still  lives !  my  boy  lives !  and  I 
shall  die  content." 

A  long  pause  ensued,  during  which  Strickland  evinc- 
ed little  less  emotion  than  his  friend.  At  length,  Mr. 
Barnard,  in  raptures,  exclaimed, ''  Oh,  Sir,  how  can  I 
repay  you?  on  my  knees  would  I  thank  you,  but  words 
are  inadequate  to  speak  my  gratitude.  Where,  where  is 
he?  when  may  I  clasp  him  to  my  bosom  ? "  "Onboard 
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V 

Ae  schooner,"  replied  Strickland,  '^  which  I  discerned 
I    tUs  eTening  at  anchor  a-head  of  as,  is  your  brother 

I  with  your  son,  and  but  for  the  fog  and  the  strong  ebb 
tide,  we  might  row  thither  to-night,  but  that  is  now  im- 
,  posnble.  Ton  need  rest,  Mr.  Barnard,  let  me  prevail  on 
yon  to  retire ;  nay,  no  more,  good  night,  good  night!" 
"Thank  heaven!"  ejaculated  Strickland,  as  he  en- 
tered  his  cabin,  "  the  family  seal  has  explained  all ; 
'  I  have  lived  at  least  to  be  of  benefit  to  one,  indeed 
tiDo  individuals,  and  miserably  bereaved  though  I  am, 
I  live  not  in  vain."  Shall  I  attempt  to  describe  the 
pleasurable  feelings  of  Strickland?  I  cannot,  I  lay 
down  my  pen  in  despair,  yet  something  whispers,  that 
I  need  not.  Those  who  have  never  experienced  the 
delightful  emotions  following  the  commission  of  a 
good  action  would  fail  to  understand  the  description, 
and  those  who  have^  can  comprehend  it  well  without 
my  aid. 


CHAPTER  V. 


'*  And  happily  I  have  arrived  at  last 
Unto  the  wish'd  haven  of  my  choice.*' 

At  daybreak,  the  weather  being  still  calm  and 
somewhat  hazy.  Captain  Graham  proposed  landing 
for  an  hour  to  cut  firewood,  of  which  the  vessel 
was  much  in  want;  and  Air.  Barnard,  though  re-* 
gretting  the  delay,  agreed,  together  with  Strick* 
land,  to  land  with  him  and  spend  the  interim  in 
shooting.  The  skifiP  was  soon  hauled  up  along-side, 
and  an  extra  crew  jumped  into  her,  with  the  carpen- 
ter, to  fell  treeSf    Mr.  Barnard  appeared  to  be^quite 
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another  man,  he  brushed  up  a  fowling-piece,  swa!^ 
lowed  some  brandy,  and,  with  the  exception  of  occa^ 
sionally  casting  an  anxious  glance  in  the  direction  of 
the  schooner,  appeared   all  health  and  spirits;  he  [ 
snuffed  up  with  inconceivable  delight  the  delicious 
fragrance  wafted  from  the  shore,  and,  famuig  to 
Strickland,  smilingly  observed,  **  The  inconveni^iete 
of  a  long  passage  across  the  Atlantic  are  more  than  ~ 
balanced  by  the  present  enchanting  gratification  of 
$ight land  smell."     "Ah!  my  friend,"  replied  Stricfci 
land,  "  to  enjoy  the  beauties  of  nature  in  perfectidn 
argues  a  mind  at  ease,  at  peace  with  itself  lind  wifli 
the  world.    Yesterday  you  would  and  did  observe 
the  present  prospect  with  stoical  indifference,"  **TraeJ 
true,  Strickland,  and  to  you  I  owe  the  blissful  change. 
What  a  difference  has  the  revolution  of  one  night  made 
in  my  circumstances  and  feelings !"    "  Jump  in,  bear 
a  hand,  gentlemen,"  exclaimed  Graham,  "we  are  go^ 
ing  to  let  go  the  painter ;"  our  two  friends  were  in  the 
stem-sheets  in  an  instant,  while  Graham  roared  (for  I 
think  I  may  say  so)  **  Out  bow,  out  bow, — give  way,  my 
boys !  I  think  there's  a  breeze  springing  up.  Ho !  the 
Venus  a-hoy.  Heave  in  the  slack  of  the  cable,  and  loose 
the  topsails!"  "Aye,  aye,  Sir!"  responded  the  chief 
mate.   Soon  after,  though  at  some  distance,  the  boat's 
crew  heard  the  three  well-known  strokes  of  the  hand- 
spike, and  the  sound  of  "All  hands  unmoor  ship, 
a-hoy!  tumble  iip  there,  my  lads,  tumble  up !"  and 
presently  afterwards  heard  the  rattling  down  of  the 
palls  of  the  windlass,  as  the  noise  reverberated  over 
the  conducting  bosom  of  the  St.  Lawrence.     Less 
than  a  quarter  of  an  hour  sufficed  to  land  the  party. 
"  Take  care,  boys,"  said  Graham,  '*  don't  get  out  of 
jonr  )iitit!ifli»  among  the  woods  here,  but  keep  close 
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Amg  shore,  cat  down  a  few  billets,  and  don't  be 
sparing  of  your  elbow-grease.*'  "Aye,  aye,  Sir!** 
''Now,  gentlemen,"  continued  the  Captain,  "  he  that 
hags  least  birds,  shall  treat  the  other  two  with  a  crown 
bowl  of  punch  when  we  land  at  the  Cul-de-sac/* 
'*  DoD^  done!''  replied  his  comrades.  Unfortun- 
atdy  finr  the  party,  they  had  proceeded  but  a  short 
&t8Dce  into  the  woods  ere  they  almost  stumbled  upon 
4  huge  bear,  which  seemed  half  inclined  to  give  them 
bttle.  *'  Peccayi!"  cried  Strickland,  '*  cut  and  run, 
ay  boys;  and  he  that  last  reaches  the  boat  shall  stand 
tke  punch*"  This  they  reached  somewhat  more  ex- 
peditiously than  they  had  anticipated,  and  pushed 
<C  leading  part  of  the  billets  on  the  shore ;  Graham 
Battering,  ''Ifs  a  southerly  wind  in  the  bird  bag; 
but  never  mind,  long  pulls,  give  way  my  boys,  that 
d — d  cripple  of  a  schooner  is  getting  under  weigh, 
uid,  for  our  credit's  sake,  the  old  Venus  must  be 
moored  at  Quebec  before  her."  "  Aye,  and  for  my 
iappines^  sake  too,"  said  Mr.  Barnard  to  Strickland, 
in  a  low  voice.  "  What  more  whispering,  more  se- 
crets, gents,  and  poor  pilgarUc  not  let  into  them, 
egad,  if  you  were  as  clever  at  bear-fighting  as  you 
are  at  secret-keeping,  you  would  not  so  soon  have 
tipped  old  Bruno  leg-bail.''  "  Poh,  nonsense ! "  re- 
plied Mr.  Barnard,  "  would  you  have  us  risk  our  lives 
in  attacking  bears  with  bird  shot  ? "  "  Besides,"  said 
Strickland,  **  for  aught  I  see,  our  noble  commander 
turned  his  stern-chaser  to  the  bear,  bore  away,  and 
made  sail  as  fast  as  any  of  us,  though  that  was  per- 
haps the  rather  to  save  Yns  punch  than  his  paunch,'* 

By  this  time  they  were  close  alongside,  and  the 
mate  vociferating,  **  Forward  there,  a  rope  for  the 
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boat ;" — and  perceiving  the  bags  empty,  he  malicioiuk 
ly  or  facetiously  added,  "  Hoy,  you  cabin-boy,  walk 
your  body  up  and  take  charge  of  the  birds"     "  No 
chaffing,  no  chaffing  of  old  sailors,  my  boy,"  inter* 
rupted  Graham.     ''  I'll  warrant  me  now  your  chops 
were  watering  for  an  odd  leg  or  a  wing,  and  now  you 
feel  the  disappointment.     But  to  business;  jump  fcM^ 
ward,  boys,  and  man  the  windlas."     **  Send  forward 
Old  Slushey,  the  cook,  and  the  cabin-boy  to  hold  on 
the  jigger;"  bellowed  the  mate  from  the  forecastle^ 
"Aye,  aye.  Sir,"  replied  a  Jack,  "I'll  stircookee 
up   with    his   own    tormentors."     *'  She's   a-weigh. 
Sir."     "  Rattle  it  up,  then,  my  lads.     Port  a  littlee» 
port;  run  up  the  foretopsail,  lay  aft  with  the  fall; 
bowse  him  up  tight ;  belay  there ;  hold  every  inch* 
Holloa,   below  there  !    steerage  a-hoy!   tumble  up   ^ 
here,   you  passengers,  and  clap  on  the  maintopsail  , 
halliards.     One  half  of  these  lazy  land-lubbers  consh  ^ 
der  themselves  as  mere  lodgers,  but  d — n  me  if  I  like  to   r 
have  more  cats  in  a  ship  than  will  catch  mice."    *'  Th0  ,^ 
anchor's  in  sight.  Sir,"  bawled  a  man  on  the  forecastle,  . 
"Overhaul  the  cat-fall,  then;  now,  boys,  sing  out   l 
lustily."     "Aye,  aye.  Sir."     "Ho  ye,  hoy;  altoge* 
ther;  ho  ye,  hoy;  cat  anchor,  ho  ye,  hoy;  long  pull8» 
ho  ye,  hoy!"  "Belay  there.    Blow  me,  good  breeze;   . 
there  she  foots  it;  sheet  home  the  top-gallantsail&; 
then  up,  you  boys,  and  loose  the  royals;  stir  your 
stumps  there.   Ah !  would  ye  ? — no  sneaking  through 
the  lubber's  hole;  the  old  tub's  running  three  feet    . 
to  the  cripple's  (the  schooner's)  one.    And  now  gen* 
tlemen,  we  are  snug  afloat,  what  say  ye,  suppose  W9    . 
pipe  all  hands  to  breakfast  ?"     "  With  all  my  heart," 
responded  Strickland,  *' shooting, ^  yon  know,  is  ao 
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excellent  thing  to  give  one  an  appetite/'  "  I  beg« 
Sir,  yea  would  not  mention  it." 

The  weather,  to  the  mortification  of  our  friendst 
continued  hazy  during  the  day,  and  early  in  the 
aftemooD,  the  ship  brought  up  off  the  Pilgrims. 
As  Graham  purposed  to  weigh  anchor  before  day- 
break, the  anchor  watch  was  set  sooner  than  is 
Dsaal,  and  the  remainder  of  the  crew  retired  to  rest. 
Mr.  Barnard,  being  fully  persuaded  that  they  could  not 
be  far  from  the  schooner,  felt  too  much  delighted  to 
sleep,  and  repaired  to  the  quarter-deck,  where  he  was 
soon  joined  by  Strickland.  ''The  tide  runs  down 
strongly/'  said  Mr.  B.,  "  I  have  been  listening  for 
some  minutes  to  the  noise  of  the  water  rushing  up 
against  the  buoy,  and  yet  it  maintains  its  station." 

How  aptly  may  it  be  compared,"  replied  Strick- 
land, "  to  the  truly  virtuous  man,  to  him  who  sets  his 
heart  upon  substantial  joys,  on  never-fading  trea- 
sures. Though  the  winds  of  adversity  roar,  and  the 
waves  of  affliction  almost  overwhelm  him,  he  is 
still  secure,  firm,  fixed,  I  had  almost  said,  immave- 
Me;  for  though  the  troublesome  billows  may  for 
a  moment  stagger  him,  he  is  still  safe,  his  anchor  is 
in  a  sure  place."  "  True,  Strickland,"  replied  Mr. 
B.,  '*  this  night,  my  friend,  is  likely  to  be  the  last  we 
shall  spend  together  in  the  Venus ;  to-morrow  night, 
great  heaven !  I  can  hardly  contain  my  joy,  to-mor- 
row night  I  shall  hug  to  my  heart  a  dear,  a  long  lost 
child,  I  shall  take  passage  home  by  the  first  ship, 
and,  re-united  to  my  children,  glide  in  peace  down 
the  stream  of  time,  nor  again  quit  them,  till  I  arrive 
safe  in  the  ocean  of  what,  I  trust  will  be  ^joyful 
eternity.    I  have  store  of  wealth,  I  am,  fortunately. 
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rich.     Strickland,  perhaps  you  are  not.     I  owe  yoH 
much,  much  more  than  I  shall  ever  be  able  to  repny 
you,  not  only  for  your  fatherly  attention  to  my  boy, 
but  for  your  sincere  friendship  towards  myself.   Point 
out  but  the  way  in  which  I  can  serve  you,  and  a  part  ^ 
of  my  fortune  is  at  your  disposal."     '^  I  feel  gratefol,  ^ 
Sir,  truly  grateful  for  your  generous  oflTer,"  replied 
Strickland,  ''  but  at  present  I  need  not  aid,  heaven 
knows  how  soon  I  may ;  and  if  such  should  ever  be 
my  sad  case,  I  know  of  no  one  to  whom  I  should  sa 
readily  apply.  In  the  mean  time,  the  benevolent  heart 
of  Mr.  Barnard  can  scarcely  be  at  a  loss  to  discover 
lit  objects  of  his  bounty ;  feeling,.  I  trust,  as  J  do,  that  ^ 
to  relieve  the  widow  and  fatherless,  to  comfort  the .. 

•  ft- 

sick   and   afflicted,   to   clothe  and   feed    the   naked  ^ 
and  hungry,  are  the  only  true  pleasures  derivable^ 
from  wealth.     But  it  grows  late.  Sir,  you  will  doubt'  ^ 
less  rise  early,  let  us  to  bed,  you  will  need  all  your 
strength  to  support  the  joyful  interview,  which,  I  ^ 
trust,  to-morrow's  sun  will  witness.     Good   nigh^ 
good  night.  Sir."  "Good  night,  my  friend,^'  emphati-  ^ 
cally  replied  Mr.  B.,  when,  separating  at  the   door  ^ 
of  the  great  cabin,  the  two  friends  retired  to  thcsr 
respective  berths.  ^ 

At  three  o'clock,  the  necessary  noise  and  bustle  of 
getting  the  ship  under  weigh,  disturbed  them,  and  , 
they  joined  Captain  Graham  upon  deck.     "  Good  I 
morrow ;  good  morrow  morning,  or  the  top  of  the  ^ 
morning  to  yese  both,  as  brother  Paddy  would  say ;  ^ 
to-night  you  will  be  safe  moored  in  a  white-limed 
chamber.     This  breeze  will  spin  us  up  in  no  time." 

Soon  after  breakfast,  on  the  morning  of  the 

of  June,  the  Venus  passed  the  beautiful  island  of 
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Qrieans;  and  then  rounding  Point  Levi,  the  city  of 
Quebec  at  once  burst  upon  them  in  all  its  picturesque 
grandeur.    "  TkiiJ"  observed  Strickland,  "  is  a  scene 
so  sablime,  so  romantic,  that  I  could  gaze  for  hours 
ivithout  feeling  satiated.      Praised  be   Providence! 
that  notwithstanding  the  hardships  we  have  encoun- 
tered, we  have  at  leng^  arriyed  in  safety  at  our  des- 
tined port ;  and  already  my  heart  beats  high,  to  once 
more  set  foot  on  the  fertile  shores  of  British  America, 
doubly  dear  as  it  is  for  being  British.    O,  England ! 
my  country!    I  rejoice  to  know  that  thy  flag,   thy 
eross,  the  emblem  of  thy  pure  religion,  waves  trium- 
phant over  vast  domains,  in  every  quarter  of  the  ha- 
bitable globe."  *'  A  fine  port  this.  Captain  Strickland," 
nid  Graham,  "  'tis  some  years  since  I  put  into  it ; 
there  must  be  nearly  200  sail  of  shipping  lying  in  it ; 
a  frigate  too,  and  our  Commodore,  the  sloop  of  war ; 
I  see  he  has  weathered  the  gale.    I  must  look  out  my 
'prentices  indentures:  and  you  (calling  aft  two  sea- 
men)* must  to  your  old  stowhole,  the  lazaret,  for  I 
should  not  wonder,  but  these  hookers  have  set  a-foot 
a  d — d  sharp  press  here."     In  the  mean  time  the 
anxious  father  was  gazing  about  in  all  directions,  to 
discover  the  ark,  which  he  fondly  fancied  contained 
the  being  he  held  most  dear.     Strickland  led  him  for- 
ward, and  pointed  out  the  schooner,  just  anchored, 
and  furling  her  sails.    He  silently  jumped  below,  our 
hero  followed ;  and  ere  both  the  gentlemen  had  shaved, 
changed  their  clothes,  &c.  the  anchor  was  let  go,  and 
the  ship  brought-to,  oflT  the  easternmost  part  of  the 
Cul-de-sac,  under  the  stem  of  the  frigate,  and  not  a 
furlong  from  the  Ranger. 
After  having  been  visited  by  a  boat  from  the  autho* 
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rities  ashore,  Graham  manned  the  jolly  boat,  and  coO' 
veyed  the  two  gentlemen  on  board  the  schooner,  where 
he  left  them,  himself  repairing  on  shore,  and  promis- 
ing to  send  the  boat  off  for  them  immediately.    With 
beating,  expectant  hearts,  they  ascended  the  schoonei^s 
side,  and  at  once  went  below.     Shall  I  attempt  ta  de- 
scribe the  feelings  of  the  disappointed  Strickland,  or 
what  is  still  more  difficult,  those  of  the   unhappy 
father?    Let  it  suffice,  that  on  hearing  that  Hastie 
and  the  boy  had  quitted  the  vessel  at  Hare  Island,  he 
plunged  at  once  into  the  boat,  (by  this  time  alongside,) 
exclaiming,  "  Wretched,  wretched,  undone,  bereaved 
mortal  that  I  am !   O,  my  child!  my  dear,  lost  child !" 
At  the  same  time  seating  himself,  a  living  image  of 
anguish  and  despair.     Our  hero,  little  less  affected, 
inwardly  cursed  the  wily  serpent,  who  had  thus  eluded 
their  pursuit;  and,  at  a  loss  what  to  do,  ordered  the 
men  to  row  to  shore,  and  at  once  conveyed  (the  now 
alarmingly-ill)  Mr.  Barnard  to  an  hotel.  He  helped  him 
to  bed,  and  sent  for  a  physician ;  and  then  repaired 
again  on  board  the  schooner,  with  a  view,  if  possible, 
to  obtain  further  particulars.     ''Alas!"  thought  he, 
*'  that  the  cup  of  happiness,  which  seemed  but  a  few 
hours  ago  so  near  the  lips  of  my  friend,  should  be  so 
suddenly  dashed  to  the  ground.    And  J,  unhappy  as 
I  was  before,  now  feel  doubly  afflicted.     I  will  aid 
him  in  the  pursuit ;  and,  should  he  continue  unable  to 
accompany  me,  will  go  alone,  and  search  his  son  out, 
though  hidden  in  the  remotest  comer  of  the  Conti-^ 
nent ;  doomed  as  I  am  to  be  a  wanderer,  who  knows> 
but  in  the  pursuit  of  my  young  friend,  Robert,  I  may 
discover  a  being,  who  lost  as  she  is,  is  still  dear  to 
Ihis  fond  heart?" 
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Arriving  on  board  the  Ranger,  all  the  further  par- 
ticulars he  learnt,  were  the  spot  where  Tom  had  landed. 
and  the  contrivaQce  by  which  he  imposed  on  the  credu- 
lity and  generosity  of  all  on  board  the  vessel.  Strickland 
»gbed ;  and,  returniag  thanks,  took  leave  (as  we  now 
mean  to  do)  of  our  old  acquaintaoce.  Captain  Ponncet, 
md  that  pink  of  feminine  delicacy,  his  amiable  '  better 
talC'  Reaching  the  hotel,  he  met  the  physician  on 
the  stairs,  who,  in  answer  to  our  hero's  earnest  inqui- 
ries, replied,  "The  gentleman  is  out  of  all  danger; 
ll  and,  if  kept  undisturbed,  and  properly  attended  to, 
fill  probably, soon  recover:"  to  which  he  added,  "  He 
is  just  fallen  into  a  slumber,  from  which  it  would  he 
%hly  injadicioua  to  awake  him."  Strickland,  over- 
joyed to  hear  so  favourable  an  account  of  his  friend's 
slate  of  health,  aod  disapproving  the  noise  and  bustle 
if  the  hotel,  hired  apartments  for  himself  and  Mr.  B. 
ID  a  respectable  house ;  and  on  the  following  morning 
Caused  the  patient  to  be  conveyed  there.  The  re- 
itutinder  of  the  day  was  spent  in  seeing  his  own  lug- 
gage. Sec.  landed.  As  for  Mr.  Barnard,  it  may  be  re- 
N^lected,  he  lost  his  in  the  sinking  brig,  and  had  only 
porcbased  a  small  stock  of  linen  at  Halifax.  In  the 
eienins;,  the  latter  was  so  far  recovered,  as  to  be  able 
to  converse  a  little  on  his  late  grievous  disappoint- 
t.  He  hailed  with  joy  our  hero's  offer  to  proceed 
by  himself  to  the  island,  to  discover,  if  possible,  some 
ctne  to  Hastie's  retreat. 

The  followitig  day  the  wind  blew  fresh,  until  it  was 
too  late  to  put  Strickland's  project  in  execution ;  he 
dierefore  went  on  board  the  Venus,  and  took  a  friendly 
^nner  with  Capt.  Graham,  to  whom  be  briefly  related 
Mr.  Barnard's  misfortune,  thinking  it  no  longer  neces- 
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sary  to  withhold  finom  the  hospitable  (Ad  tar,  ioformafioii 
now  known  to  all  thecrew  of  the  schooner.  *' Poor  man? 

poor  fellow !  onfortanate  gentleman!"  exdaimed  Gt^  < 

ham,  hastily  drawing  the  cuff  of  his  ooat  across  his  . 

eye&,  *'  bat  I  feel  I  am  going  to  make  a  fool  of  mjadL  : 

From  my  very  soul  I  pity  him;  yet,  pity  to  the  d<^!  i 

Mere  pity,  never  yet  clothed  backs,  nor  fed  bellies,  i 

Pity  should  never  lead  the  van,  if  possible,  witbovt  ^ 

having  aid,  to  bring  up  the  rear.    It  never  shall  be  s 

said,  Strickland,  that  I  sheered  off  from  a  ship  in  di^  i 

tress ;  you  have  offered  to  do  all  you  can ;  J  too  will^  ' 

lend  a  hand  to  help  him  off  the  breakers.    You  shaH  i 

have  my  skiff,  ^th  oars,  and  sail ;  I'll  spare  her,  sb^^  ? 
a  good  stiff  boat,  and  sails  well ;  and  I'll  leid  ye  t«m 
of  my  tarpaulins,"  (not  swains,  reader,  for  here  a  mm, 

speaks ;)  "  you  can  get  two  more  from  among  the  crew  . 
of  the  lost  brig,  it  will  be  a  charity  to  give  thr 

weather-beaten  rascals  a  job."     **  Thank  yoq,  thank  J 

you,"  replied  Strickland,  **  to-morrow,  by  daybreak,  5 

we  start,  the  tide  will  just  suit."   So  saying  they  went  s 

upon  deck ;  the  wind  blew  still  fresher.     **  It  blows  s 

hard,  Strickland,"  said  Graham,  "  the  jolly-boat  boys  i 

will  be  down  presently,  they  are  up  unbending  tii&  s 

maintopsail."     **  No  hurry,.  Graham,  no  burr/,  itj  i 

tar."    *'  But  here  they  o(Mne.     Here,  boy,*^  said  Gra-  C 

ham,  "haul  up  the  jolly-boat,  bale  her  out,  take  tte  : 

mop  with  ye ;  and,  d'ye  he^?  spread  my  great  coat  id  li 

the  stern-sheets.      Holloa!"  (turning  towards  Point  i 

Levi,)  **  What    have    we    here?    a  Newfoundland  \ 
hooker;  egad,  she  spins  through  it  merrily.     Wd 
done  old  greasy  bottom,  who  but  she?   she's  got  k 
clean  pair  of  heels,  and  well  manned  too."     ^  If  / 
might  judge,"  said  Strickland,.  '*^  she  has  aboard  the 
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(xew  of  some  wrack,  she «  ortr-manaed.  Let  them 
beware  of  the  toga's  boat,  oc  thefU  float  aboard  a£ 
Aadrew  Millw.  Three  and  thirty  blue  jaekeU  od 
board  a  miimifceB  fcbooner.'*  "  She's  going  to  faiiiig 
up,"  aaid  Graham,  *'  it  Uowa  too  hard  to  expect  anj 
miure  timber  down  to-day.  TU  go  ashore  with  yow, 
and  we'll  hail  the  cnft  as  we  pass.'*  Into  the  boat 
jvnped  the  Captains.  "  I  say,  Stiickkuid,  wheo  your 
fioend  gets  better,  reooUect  that  he  stands  the  pooch; 
be  was  shortest  of  legs  by  — ,  bat,  never  mind.  (Grive 
way  my  boya.)  Xever  mind,  poor  gentleman!  it  will 
he  some  time  befora  he  enjoys  a  bowl  of  punch,  and 
therefore,  mind  I  take  no  deniak ;  this  night,  well 
doak  a  bowl  together,  or  Fm  a  Dntchman,  and 
TU  stand  treat  We  shall  be  able  to  drink  another 
by  the  time  poor  Barnard  comes  upon  deck.  By  the 
bye,  an  excellent  place  this  for  liquor  and  grub,  we 
oooldn't  have  come  to  a  better  *  Victnalling  Oflioe." 
I  int^id  to  lay  in  a  swinging  stock  of  provisions, 
Strickland.'* 

They  were  now  close  under  the  quarter  of  the  New- 
fmmdlander.  '*  Lay  upon  your  oars,  my  boys/'  (to  the 
hoafaciew.)  "Schooner, ahoy?"  "Holloa!"  "From 
whence  came  ye  ?"  "  From  St.  John's,  Newfound- 
land." "  Can  ye  spare  us  a  hand  or  two  ?  A  tight 
little  vessel  viine,"  pointing  to  the  Venus.  "  Most 
of  these  brave  fellows,"  replied  the  Captain  of  the 
schooner,  "were  wrecked  on  Anticosti;  we  picked 
them  ap  starving."  "  If  you're  short  of  lodging  and 
grub,  my  fine  fellow,  send  a  dozen  of  'em  aboard  the 
Venus,  4'yo  bear,  and  say  I  told  ye;  my  mate,  and 
be  d — d  to  him,  is  as  good  a  fellow^as  ever  stepped 
between  stem  and  stern  of  a  vessel."    "  Thank  ye, 
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Sir ;  tbairk  ye.  Sir ;  I'll  ship  off  a  freight  of  them  at 
once.  I've  a  d; — d  land  lubber  here,  who  would  swal- 
low a  whale,  and  gulp  down  Jonah  into  the  bargain^ 
luckily  I  am  not  loaded  with  fish,  or  I  should  give  but 
a  poor  account  of  my  freight."  "  Send  him  aboard 
the  Venus,"  said  Graham,  "  and  let  him  have  a  jolly 
tuck  out.  I'll  send  aboard  an  extra  quarter  of  beef 
on  purpose."  ''Thank  ye.  Sir!  thank  ye,  thafs 
spoken  Uke  a  man,"  bawled  the  fellow,  poking  hi& 
lanky  phiz  out  between  the  fore  shrouds.  **  You  hearr 
Sir,  I  am  to  be  sent  aboard  immediately.  VenuSf 
Venus;  I  wish  it  had  been  Bacchus,  he's  the  boy  for 
Peter,  he's  my  favourite  god."  "  Good  bye,  good 
bye,  Captain,"  laughingly  exclaimed  Graham,  **  but 
the  sooner  you  get  quit  of  that  land-shark  the  bet- 
ter." "  Good  bye,  and  thank  you.  Sir,"  replied  the 
former. 

Gentle  reader,  as  thou  mayest  feel  rather  dull  if 
compelled  to  travel  much  further  in  company  with  two 
such  grave  personages  as  Strickland  and  Barnard, 
with  a  view  to  thy  gratification,  we  have  just  intro- 
duced to  thy  august  presence,  and  that  perhaps  rather 
suddenly,  another  little  personage,  destined  to  afford 
thee  some  amusement,  and  having  for  the  present 
despatched  him  aboard  the  Venus,  shall  embrace  the 
first  favourable  opportunity  to  bring  him  again  to  your 
notice. 

The  two  Captains  soon  landed  at  the  Cul-de-sac, 
and  repaired  to  Mr.  Barnard's  lodgings,  at  the  door 
of  whose  apartment  they  were  met  by  Blackee,  of 
cabin-table  notoriety,  exclaiming,  **  Massa  much 
better.  Sir!  Massa  much  better!"  "I  say,  holloa!" 
md  Graham,  '*  is  that  you,  Blackee?  what  the  devil 
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ill  wind  blows  you  here?  I  last  left  ye  at  Portsmouth, 
irhen  I  stole  ye  away  from  Jamaica/*     "  Goramite 
bless  yoa,  Massa  Crakam,  you  gib  liberty  to  poor 
Deeper ;  him  neyer  forget  you ;  me  always  remember. 
Urn  found  one  good  white  man.     My  Massa,  him 
dead,  Massa  Barnard  want  serbant,  him  good  too, 
Um  take  poor  Quimbo."     "  Say  no  more.  Wend," 
said  Strickland,  *'  thy  artless  gratitude  calls  up  to  my 
busy  imagination,  the  horrid  scenes  I  once  witnessed 
in  that  abode  of  vice  and  misery,  of  tyranny  and  op- 
piession,  Jamaica!    When  will  the  day  come,  (Oh, 
may  I  live  te  see  it!)  when  men  will  no  longer  traffic 
in  human  flesh,  and  buy  and  sell  each  other  like  beasts 
that  perish.     O  England!    England!    this  one  foul 
stain  obscures  thy  brightest  laurels — tiumishes  the  glo- 
rious diadem  that  encircles  thy  mighty  brow.    The 
^ht  of  this  one  emancipated  negro,  calls  up  to  my 
mind,  the  vow  I  once  made,  to  labour  with  all  my 
might  in  behalf  of  his  shackled  brethren.    Why,  why, 
did  I  let  so  blessed  a  purpose  slumber  in  my  bosom  f 
but  it  awakes  again.     Graham,  excuse  my  interrup- 
tion, but  my  flesh  curdles,  my  heart  swells,  when  J 
think  of  what  I  have  witnessed,  and  of  what  I  fear 
may  still  be  witnessed,  could  we  follow  the  fell  op- 
pressor into  the  secret  abodes,  the  secret  scenes  of  his 
anti-human  cruelty ;  but  more  anon.     One  spark  has 
set  the  torpid  tinder  of  my  feelings  in  a  blaze,  in  such 
a  blaze,  that  many^  '  many  waters  cannot  quench  it. 
But,  Quimbo,  at  once  show  us  in  to  your  master.' 
^'  Yes,  Massa,"  replied  the  obedient  black.     Intro- 
duced into  Mr.  B.'s  apartment,  they  found  him  sitting 
bolstered  up  in  the  bed.     *'  This  is  very  kind  of  you 
ihus  to  visit  an  invalid,  Captain  Graham."    "  Why, 


78  THE   FUGITIVES; 

d'ye  see,  I  don't  like  to  leave  a  ship  in  distress!" 
''  No,  indeed  you  don't/'  said  Strickliand.     ^*  Mr. 
Barnard,  I  aib  happy  to  s^,  that  our  old  friend  h& 
kindly  lent  me  his  boat,  and  two  of  his  orew,  mih 
whom,  and  two  more  of  the  brig's  crew,  that  I  have 
picked  up  along  shore,  I  mean  to  start  on  my  intended 
trip,  early  in  the  morning,  wind  and  weather  permits- 
ting."    **  God  prosper  you,  my  friend ;  and  heaven 
bless  yott,  Captain,"  said  Mr.  B.,  who  appeared  bo 
much  exhausted,  that  the  two  Captains  soo^  tede 
him  a  friendly  farewell.     **  Show  us  out,  Quadiee, 
Quacko,  or  Quambino!  whatever  it  is,"  said  Grafaiai. 
^'  Quimb6,   Maasa,"  repHed   the    negro.       **  Wel^ 
Quimbow,  Elbow,  Limbo,  or  Strongbow."    On  r&Buclk- 
ing  the  street,  ''  Now,  Strickland,'^  said  Gndiaili, 
''  now,  my  b6y,  for  the  punch.*'    It  is  bdrd  to  say; 
whether  the  warm-hearted  seaman  was  more  in  Ui 
element  in  a  grog-shop,  or  in  a  tempest.    The  cme 
bowl  finidied,  fain  would  ^he  have  pensuadied  Striek«- 
land  to  partake  of  another,  but  without  effect,  as  ^be 
latter,  by  dint  of  intreaty,  conducted  him  to  his  blMl» 
saw  him  safely  shoved  off,  and  then  returned  to  Ui 
lodging,  where,  from  Mr.  Clarke  (his  landlord,)  te 
learnt  that  Barnard  was  teuch  worse,  and  was,  by  lA 
means,  to  be  kept  quiet.    ^'What  meanis  then  die 
riot  I  hear  above  stairs?"  said  Strickland,  aseelidHig 
without  waiting  a  reply.   The  first  irords  he  distinct 
heard  were,  **  I  say,  Pm  Mr«  Barnard's  servant,  his 
only  servant ;  so  get  out  «tf  the  way,  y6«  ^kin-and- 
grief  bladk  son  ef  a  b-^h,  you  never  smelt  rosMt  t>eef 
in  your  life."    Ere  our  hero  reached  the  landings 
place,  Mr.  B.'s  door  faur^  open  with  violence,  and  ita 
went  Quimbo,  while,  over  him  tambled,  neck  and 
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beelsy  his  white  antagonist.  ''  A  pretty  kettle  of  fish 
this/'  exclaimed  Strickland.  *'  A  sweet  pair,  truly,  to 
board  a  sick  man's  apartments.  And  pray,  who  the 
devil  are  you?"  turning  to  the  stranger.  *'  Me,  Sir? 
Lord,  Sir !  don't  ye  know  me?  Why,  I  am;  but  Tm 
sure  your  honour  knows  me."  "  Oh,  I  perceiye," 
interropted  Strickland,  '*  if  I  guess  right,  '  the  whale- 
swallowing'  gentleman,  who  popped  his  head  out  from 
Mween  die  shrouds  of  the  Newfoundland  schooner. 
Now  hafke^,  my  fine  fellow,  if  you  really  are  Mr. 
Banuurd's  Mrvatnt,  so  {d$o  is  this  poor  fellow  whom 
pa  have  been  abusing;  and  take  my  advice  for  once ; 
whea  ^oa  feel  inclined  to  call  names,  (which  should  be 
s  telddm  as  possible,)  never  make  ungenerous  allu- 
sions to  a  man's  colour,  his  bodily  defects,  or  his 
c<mntry,  in  none  of  which  particulars  is  he  account- 
aUa.  But  your  master  is  too  ill  to  be  disturbed  to- 
n^^ ;  rest  here,  if  there's  room,  till  the  morning." 
Xfpom  >whidh  ringing  a  bell,  with  an  air  of  authority, 
whidh  poor  Peter  thought  irresistible,  Strickland 
poshed  Urn  out  of  the  room,  and  ordered  the  maid 
eitter  to  find  him  a  bed  in  the  house,  or  procure  one 
for  him  at  the  next  ale-house.  **  6oramit6  bless  you, 
Hassa,''  sidd  Quimbo,  slowly  rising  from  the  ground. 
OurlN^^then  stepped  to  the  bedside,  kindly  saluted 
Us  mck  firiend,  and  thus  having  established  peace  in 
the  hotme,  retired  to  bed. 
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CHAPTER  VI.  " 

i 

Here,  lofty  rocks,  loud  roaring  cataracts 

And  boundless  forests,  meet  th'  astonished  eye.  i 

X. 

Thrice  in  the  night  Strickland  arose,  and  paced  « 
his  apartment,  lest  he  should  over-sleep  himself,  80  t 
much  was  his  mind  bent  upon  his  intended  expedt-  ^ 
tion ;  but,  towards  daybreak,  discovering  that  the  "^ 
wind  was  high,  and  the  rain  lashing  down  in  copiom  '1= 
torrents,  he  retired  to  bed,  nor  awoke  'till  a  late  hour  '^ 
in  the  forenoon.  ^^ 

The  doctor  had  paid  his  morning  visit,  and  had  ^ 
pronounced  his  patient  somewhat  worse.     Our  hen  '* 
stole  softly  to  his  bed-side,  and  discovered  that  he  had  ^ 
fallen  into  a  deep  sleep,  with  Quimbo  sitting  on  one  ^ 
side  his  bed,  and  his  more  ancient  servant  Peter  on  ^ 
the  other.      For  some  time  he  amused  himself  by 
reading  an  English  paper,  then  arose  and  went  to  the 
window;  the  tide  of  flood  had  not  long  made,  and 
the  wind  was  easterly,  while  forty-nine  sail  of  mer* 
chantmen,  under  convoy  of  a  sloop  of  war,  majesti- 
cally cleared  Point  Levi,  the  greater  part  anchoring 
in  the  basin,  while  the  remainder  prosecuted  their 
voyage  to  Montreal.    Strickland  afterwards  descended 
to  dinner,  and  towards  the  evening  accepted  the  offer 
of  Mr.  Clark,  to  accompany  him  in  a  walk  round  the 
town  ;  the  weather  had  cleared  up,  and  Strickland  was 
pleased  to  find  that  he  had  fallen  into  the  hands  of  one 
fully  competent  to  give  every  information  his  mind 
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ed.  Ob  his  retnni,  the  ^ck  gentlemaB  wai  better, 
Strickland  took  tea,  and  spent  the  erening  in  his 
ment,  at  the  same  time  flattering  himself  that  he 
Id  be  enabled  to  prosecute  his  little  voyage  to  the 
i  in  the  morning. 

t  rather  an  early  hour,  he  was  ^bont  to  quit  his 
d,  and  enjoy  a  solitary  walk  on  the  ramparts,  when 
B.  gently  detaimng  him,  dismissed  his  oflBcious 
ints,  and  taming  anxiously  to  Strickland,  said, 
hat  am  I  to  do.  Sir?  Excuse  me  for  troubling  yon 
all  my  affairs;  but  here^  or  perhaps  elsewhere — 
?e  DO  other  disinterested  friend.  Wealth  can 
ler  purchase  true  happiness,  nor  health,  nor 
it  always  procure  sincere  friendship.  Peter^  I 
ghtdead;  1  needed  a  servant;  the  poor  i/ocib  was 
tute,  I  hired  him,  and  a  faithful  creature  he  seems, 
t  happy  in  having  made  such  an  acquisition;  but, 
Id,  he  had  not  been  twelve  hours  in  mv  service 
ny  supposed  dead  servant  came  to  life  again,  who, 
site  of  his  foibles,  has  behaved  faithfully  to  me, 
preserved  the  little  property  I  left  in  the  brig.  I 
t  not  &o<A,  nor  do  I  know  which  to  part  with.'* 
ake  yourself  easy  on  that  point,  friend,"  replied 
skland.  '*  Poor  Quimbo  should  not  be  turned 
%  I  believe  him  to  be  a  gprateful  and  affectionate 
tore,  he  will  suit  you  well.  On  the  other  hand. 
T,  notwithstanding  his  peccadilloes,  possesses  one 
gem,  irUegrity,  together  with  a  fund  of  good 
oar.  I  shall  soon  be  bound  up  the  country,  (you 
w  my  motive  for  coming  hither;)  I  shall  need  a 
ant,  a  companion ;  Peter^s  drolleries  will  tend  to 
iren  my  sad  journey.  Do  yim  retain  Quimbo, 
le  I  will  hire  Peter.    Is  the  point  settled  to  your 
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satisfactioa  ?"   '*  Perfre^y,  Simkhakik ;  aDd  nbw  Imte 
the  goodness  to  sBmmoa  tlie  domestioi  to  my  apaor^ 
ment."    Strickland  rang  the  bell.    Enter  Europe  «nd 
Africa.    ''Harkee,/«/l(ni7»rexclaiiiiedMr.  BmraA 
raising  himself  in  his  bed,  and  assiuning  the  stotlsly  tik 
of  an  eastern  mboi),  **  I  need  not  hoih  of  you.   Qtim- 
foer  I  have  engoged  for  a  certain  tmrn!*  **  Yes»  maasi^'' 
exdained  poor  blackee,  his  eyes  glistening  wUh  de- 
light.   '^  Silence,  Sir,  I  conufiaiMl  ye."   '*  Yes^  tnasai^'' 
(bowing.)    ^'  {^Mmber^  I  say,  I  have  engaged  ftt  a 
term,  thinking  you  dead,  and  cannot  think  of  dii- 
chai^ng  him."     '*  No,  good  ttiassa,  him  no  discharge 
poor  Qirimbo."  ^'Silence,  dog,  I  say."  '*  Yes,  massa^'' 
*'  I  approve  of  your  fidelity,  Peter,  and  have  cahMh 
laled  yonr  wages  up  to  the  year's  end,  to  which  I  have 
adcted  a  handsoafte  bonus,  by  way  of  reward  for  ytm 
services.     My  ftiend.  Captain  Strickland,  wattts  a 
servant,  hb  is  wilKiig  to  hire  yon ;  thns,  in  dischaiging 
you,  I  trust  I  have  foand  yon  another  mastw>  as  gmd 
as  myself,  perhaps  better.    It  remains  for  you  to  de- 
cide whether  you  will  serve  him."    *^  Thank  your 
honour,"  replied  Peter,   ''and  from  the  Caj^aki^ 
kindness  in  snatching  me  from  a  h$rribk  state  ef  star- 
vation, I  make  no  doubt  he'll  be  a  generous  masttt, 
and  never  keep  me  on  short  allowance.    Captain 
Strickland,  I  am  your  servant,"  accompanied  with 
such  a  bow  as  a  stranger  would  be  at  a  loss  to  diseov^, 
wiiether  meant  in  jest  or  earnest.     **  Ooramit^  Uess 
you  honour;  Quimbo  your  serbant,"  bowing  to  Mr.  B^ 
and  ludicrously  imilating  the  tone  and  mann^  «f 
Peter.   After  the  usual  salutations,  Strickland  readied 
his  apartment,  followed  by  his  new  servant,  and  tani^ 
ing  good  naturedly  towards  him,  said,  '^  Well,  Peter, 
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vkitfiioTekMw!  wkift  en  w  a^'  vte  vi^  «r  it 
Cvr  *«£»»,  Sir?  I  kMv'<*Mfte«wv  tbMilc.  I 
kwwfioiB  Joha >  Qwwif •  howe  !•  the  LndMNitf  ; 
tabs  Iks  Netherhadbto  Breit;  s^  mm^  fkm  ikalL 
taHhrho^  to  be  fr&ieful  to  tk«B  «  mm  me  wril :  «Bd, 
to'fkfr  what  I  can  db,  why!  I  caa  dme,  cIkm*  hmrmm. 
fgM  figs,  Idack  Aoet,  ring:  pcaiflH,  airf  oouk  rirtuiik. 
htae  alone  for  tluit  your  iKNKrar.  I  an  aa  <f&o«n«ol 
oaoky  thoogli  I  say  it,  as  riKmklfl't.  kmd  m  for  wbm 
I  am  ft  for,  do  yoa  bat  fry  Bie,  Sir.''  **  W<M  tliea. 
tMBonoir  4iy  daybreak  Ike  skii"  of  the  V^mm  w«|| 
Ml  art  the  Gal-^to-Hic.  I  am  fomi:  oo  aa  ^speditmi 
tar  tliro  or  tine^  days  down  the  iirtfr,  4o  yea  order  of 
te  lantfofd,  to  be  sent  down  there,  hv  ftnir  la  the 
nemhig,  a  good  stock  of  provisaoos  and  ik|««r/ 
"Wont  Itben?  Thoagfa  I  do  not  eare  SMob  aboat 
estabies  nysetf;  Sir,  I  am  not  devoid  of  feelkig  for 
dlMe  who  do,  and  then''— '' Good  night,  Pelrr.' 
""Good  mgbt,  yoor  Honour.'' 

Onr  iiero  now  recollected  that  he  had  fromiiod  to 
Wfile  to  flia  old  shipmaCe  in  Eagland,  an  aoeoant  ni 
Uialvmal  ati^aebec,  and  knowing  that  this  woaid  bf 
psthaps  his  only  opportanity  for  some  time,  ho  sat 
down,  thoagfa  rather  late,  to  fulfil  hb  engagement 

Dear  Frank, 

4  fcwdays'ago  I  arrived  here  after  a  long  passage, 
hafingbeen  driven  into  Halifax  by  stress  of  weather. 
I'like  thtt  place  taiaeh,  and  intend  soon  to  travel  ap 
tfe^ooontry.  This  afternoon  I  have  visited  and  ex- 
sarfaed  most  parts  of  the  city,  and  shall  endeavoar  to 
gfve  yon  a  brief  description  of  it. 

Qwebec,  like  Boalogne  in  France,  is  divided  into  two 
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towQSy  the  upper  is  chiefly  inhabited  by  the  civil  and 
military  officers  of  goTerimieiit»  persons  of  the  learned 
professions,  and  independent  gentlemen.  It  is  laid 
out  in  five  principal  streets.  Near  the  centre  is  die 
market-place  and  the  Place  d'Armes,  from  which  two 
places  the  streets  lead  to  as  many  gates,  from  which 
they  derive  their  names :  these  are  the  High  Gate  of 
St.  Louis  on  the  west,  and  opening  towards  the  VhaoB 
of  Abraham.  Port  St.  John,  situated  lower  on  the 
same  side.  Hope  Gate,  facing  the  north.  Pfescott 
Gate  leads  to,  and  is  indeed  the  only  commonicatioD 
with,  the  lower  town,  with  the  exception  of  a  flight  of 
many  score  steps,  for  the  accommodation  of  foot  pas- 
sengers. This  gate  is  so  named  from  its  having  been 
erected  by  Greneral  Prescott.  On  leaving  the  gate  by 
the  main  street  you  descend  a  steep  hill,  on  which  are 
built  numerous  substantial  houses,  occupied  by  re- 
spectable shop-keepers.  The  fifth,  called  Palace  Grate, 
I  have  not  yet  had  an  opportunity  to  visit.  The  whole 
upper  town,  except  a  part  of  the  east  side,  (conri- 
dered  impregnable  by  nature,)  is  surrounded  by  strong 
bastions  and  curtains,  which  have  towards  the  plains 
a  broad  dry  ditch,  to'  which  it  is  intended  to  add  fox- 
ther  outworks.  Mortars  and  howitzers  in  abundanee 
are  ranged  along  the  line  of  fortification,  together 
with  nearly  two  hundred  pieces  of  cannon. 

The  loftiest  part  of  the  promontory,  on  which  is  built 
the  citadel,  is  called  Cape  Diamond,  and  towers  above 
the  bed  of  the  St.  Lawrence  upwards  of  three  hun- 
dred and  sixty  perpendicular  feet.  It  is  so  named 
from  the  number  of  rock  crystals,  of  considerable 
hardness,  found  there;  and  from  this  lofty  cape,  Que- 
bec is  supposed  to  have  derived  its  name,  for  some  of 
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CliamplaiD's  mea  are  said,  when  the  spot  suddenly 
borst  on  their  astonished  sight,  to  hate  exclaimed  in 
adnuration,  **  Qud-bec!**  which,  by  the  subsequent 
dropping  of  the  /,  has  been  changed  into  Qua-bec,  or 
Quebec. 

Opposite  to  Cape  Diamond,  and  about  two  miles 
&lant,  is  situated  Point  Levi;  the  river  St.  Charles 
wadies  one  quarter  of  the  city,  and  the  conflux  of  that 
tod  the  Grand  River  forms  the  superb  basin  of  Quebec, 
which  is  well  sheltered  from  the  north-east  by  the  Isle 
of  Orleans.  The  tide  in  all  parts  of  the  river  runs 
with  great  velocity,  and  rises  and  falls  here  from 
twenty  to  twenty-four  feet,  though  upwards  of  three 
hundred  miles  distant  from  the  ocean. 
The  houses  in  both  towns  are  chiefly  built  of  stone, 
[  partly  imitating  English,  partly  French  architecture. 
\  Most  of  the  public  buildings  are  situated  in  the  upper 
[  town,  the  chief  ornament  of  which  is  the  Protestant 
cathedral,  facing  the  Place  d^Armes,  but  the  houses 
forming  one  side  of  the  place  conceal  the  portico  and 
front  of  the  truly  fine  steeple ;  the  interior  is  elegantly 
finished  I  am  told,  and  the  roof  supported  by  a  double 
low  of  Corinthian  pillars.  The  Roman  Catholic  ca- 
thedral occupies  the  right  hand  comer  of  the  market- 
plaoe,  as  you  ascend  from  Prescott  Street ;  it  has  a 
b%  steeple  of  fanciful  grotesque  architecture  attached 
to  one  of  its  sides ;  the  steeples  of  both  cathedrals  are 
eevered  with  tin.  Here  are  a  Jesuit's  college;  the 
seminary  surrounded  by  an  excellent  garden,  situated 
sear  die  ramparts,  where  Roman  Catholic  youth  are 
inducted  to  the  learned  professions.  The  palace,  con- 
taining the  public  offices  and  library,  and  in  the  chapel 
of  which  meet  the  Representatives  or  Members  of  the 
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House  of  Assembly^  Here  are  also  two  ooBveols^ 
the  Hotel  Dieu  for  nuns,  who  attend  the  hospital  vmi 
administer  to  the  sick;  afnd  the  convent  of  Utsofines^ 
where  females  are  edticated,  containing  tlHrty-ai& 
nuns  and  a  superior  or  abbess.  The  General  Hospilll 
is  in  the  suburbs,  about  a  mile  from  the  «ity^  situated 
on  the  river  St.  Charles;  it  is  a  spacious  building, 
coQtmning,  in  ^addition  to  numerous  wards,  «  con^rent 
and  a  chi^)dL  The  Chateau  de  St.  Lbuis^  ferinerly 
the  residetice  of  the  governors,  is  now  converted  Jrit9 
public  offices,  the  present  govjeroor  residing  in  «'krge 
buildittg  near  it,  with  but  one  row  of  windows,  and  im 
all  respects  entirely  devoid  of  taste.  Opposite  the 
chateau  are  the  courts  of  law,  held  in  a  new  sttbstaiH 
tial  and  convenient  building.  The  Lower  ToWn  is 
occupied  chiefly  by  merchants,  sbop-l:eepers,  and  sea- 
faring men,  and  is  extremely  dirty  and  offensive  frotti 
the  quantity  of  •'filth  washed  tiirough  it  hi  wet  tireatfaer 
from  the  High  Town.  It  is  built  between  the  haab  of 
the  roek  and  the  river,  and  extends  ftcm  Cape  Dia- 
mond a  considerable  way  i^  the  river  St.*Charles ;  in 
most  parts  the  rock  or  mountain  is  so  near  to  \he  hoek 
of  the  river,  that  there  is  but  room  for  iilile  street,  and 
that  of  coutfie  parallel  to  the  river.  The  Upper  Town 
is  saaA  to  contain  between  five  and  six  tboasand  soidl^ 
and  ihe  lower,  in^rfuding  the  suburbs  of  St.  John  and 
St.  Roche,  between  eleven  and  twelve. 

Sailing  up  tte  Tiv^r  ihe  city  presents  a  grand  and 
imposing  aspect,  the  buildings,  from  the  base  to  the 
summit,  appear  towering  olie  above  another,  wi4!h  here 
and  there  a  glimpse  of  t^e  lofty  t*ampairt9,'or  the  naked 
perpendicular  rock,  the  glittering  timfed  spires  and 
tuttets,  reflecting  the  rays  of  the  sun,  and  the  mnne^ 
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TMHi  8U|i|iiB|^iii  fte  iMiiMmr  «(  oace  strike  a  *Ui|ci 

wHk  iu  iMmty  and  f—yifreace,  a  feeling  windi  it, 

kMrefvr,  tnodi  wibdaed  on  landiDg.     Mr.  Clark  in- 

tonoB  Me,tiiat  there  are  several  pleasant  rides  in  the 

twpiHiiis  or  witiiin  ten  or  fifteen  miles,  the  keautj  and 

giande«r  of  wkose  seenery  amply  repays  for  the  mo- 

mmHarj  disappointment  felt  on  landing. 

lie  fayonrite  places  of  rasort  in  the  neigliboarhood, 

'iirtwf  by  landorirater,  are  BefawNit,  Sillery,  Lsretio, 

Lake  St.  Charles,  Mootmorenci,  Sue.  But,  my  Aiend, 

tone  ottt  and  sse.    I  never  possessed  a  talent  for  do- 

scripition,  and  what  with  my  oim  misfortnnes  and 

those  €€  m  friend  ander  the  same  roof  with  me,  I  now 

feel  myself  more  than  nsoaily  dull  and  tiremMme.  Bnt 

should  I  find  an  opportnnity  to  resome  the  snbjeot  ere 

I  qnit  Qnebee,  or  derive  any  information  affecting 

ny  permmcd  interest,  (wonld  that  I  may,)  rest  as- 

sved  of  hearing  again  from  me  hot  the  docks  strike 

deven,  and  the  bells  of  the  ships  in  the  harboor  li- 

Mdtaneonsly  respond  the  deep  notes,  the  somds  of 

their  many  tongues  are  wafted  to  my  ears  by  a  sweet 

nfiEorinng  breeee.    May  fertone  (I  shoold  say  Pro- 

ridmee)  fiivoar  the  vessel  in  which  I  am  aboot  to 

wad  this,  with  like  gentle  fiivoarable  gales,  and  waft 

my  letter,  with  an  affiBctionate  good  night,  in  speed 

f    Old  safety,  to  the  hands  of  the  sincere  firiend  and  old 

\    WHpraale 

Op  Strickland. 

Quebec^  June  — ,  1813. 

I 

1^       P.  &  Write  loon.     Direct  to  be  left  at  the  post- 
'     office  till  called  for. 


«< 


Why,   Peter,   I    say   Peter,'*  said  Strickland, 
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thumping  loudly  at  the  door  of  his  new  domestic's 
apartment;  ''confound  the  fellow,  he  would  sleep  with 
his  head  in  a  bucket  of  water.  Peter,  I  say,  I'm 
tired  of  bawling."  "  Y-e-s,  S-i-r."  "  Turn  out,  you 
lubber,  the  sun  has  been  peeping  in  at  your  window 
this  half  hour ;  did  you  not  know  we  were  to  be  afloat 
before  the  morning  gun  fired  ?"  **  H-a-w,  ye-s.  Sir. 
Confound  this  house,  master,  say  I,  there's  no  sleep, 
as  I  hope  to  be  saved,  for  a  Christian,  to  be  had  in 
it ;  what  with  the  cursed  cats  malrowing  in  the  gut- 
ters, and  the  drunken  rows  in  the  street,  why,  your 
honour,  I  was  but  just  in  my  first  nap."  *'  Come, 
Sir,  up,  and  follow  me  at  once  to  the  boat,  or  we 
shall  lose  tide ;  you  seem  to  want  more  rest  than  a 
ground  tier  butt." 

On  entering  the  boat  our  hero  could  scarce  find 
room  to  sit  down ;  here  stood  a  hamper,  there  a  cask, 
and  yonder  a  basket.  "  Why,  Peter,''  said  he,  "  we 
shall  be  hailed  by  every  ship  we  pass  for  a  bum-boai; 
how  could  you  be  so  extravagant,  so  stupid?  you 
have  laid  in  provisions  enough  for  a  six  months' 
cruise."  ''Aye,  aye,  master;  the  most  dangerous 
disease  a  mortal  can  be  attacked  with  is  wind  on  the 
stomach,  and  the  readiest  way  of  keeping  that  out  is 
to  keep  plenty  of  something  else  in,  and  what  should 
that  something  else  be,  your  Honour,  but  good  whole- 
some prov" — "  Hoist  the  sail,"  exclaimed  Strickland, 
rather  pettishly,  "  there's  a  spanking  breeze,  and, 
thanks  to  Peter,  the  boat's  well  ballasted."  "  Your 
Honour,  now,"  said  Peter,  with  a  plausible  face, 
*'  should  make  some  little  allowance  for  a  man's 
thinking  about  eating.  I  am  not  yet  reduced  to  my 
4!ommon  appetite."    "  Thine,  I  perceive/'  said  Strick- 
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land,  ''^  18  a  very  Mmcommom  one.''  **  Something,  yon 
inow,  shonld  be  said,  master,  in  faYonr  of  a  man's 
tUnking'  a  little  abont  eating,  who  has  been  half- 
stanred  for  above  a  fortnight.  Now,  Sir,  as  I  may 
oftai  have  oecanon  to  make  nse  of  the  word,  once  for 
sD,  then,  to  save  troMe^  let  it  be  understood  in  that 
€onprehensive  word  eating,  I  include  drinking  also. 
Now,  as  the  parson  of  onr  parish  used  to  say,  the 
nbfect  may  be  divided  into — let  me  see,  how  many 
lieads?  first,  then,  picking;  secondly,  tasting;  third- 
ly, nibbling ;  fourthly,  lastly,  and  mperlatively,  down- 
right good  eating  f*  and  here  he  cast  a  wistful  eye 
at  the  provision  baskets,  at  the  same  time  humming, 
'<  Oh !  the  roast  beef  of  old  England,  and  its  Oh !  the 
old  English  roast  b" — Here  the  sailors  cut  Peter  ra- 
ther short  in  his  stave,  and  Strickland  at  the  same 
time  turning  to  him  said,  **  Come,  come,  honest 
Peter,  Fd  rather  see  thee  eat  than  hear  thee  sing,  lay 
the  cloth,  lay  in  the  oars,  lads,  we've  cleared  the 
ddpinng." 

As  if  by  enchantment,  the  stem-sheets  were  soon 
tovered  with  cold  beef,  fowls,  ham,  tongue,  &c.  and 
pop,  pop,  went  cork  after  cork.  "  Belay  there,  be- 
lay," exclaimed  Strickland,  *'  he's  drawing  liquor 
enough  to  intoxicate  twenty  aldermen  at  a  mayor's 
feast.  Thou  hast  a  capacious  stomach,  Peter,  and 
111  warrant  me  played  up  Old  Harry  in  the  schooner's 
bread  locker."  '*  Aye,  don't  mention  her,  I  beg,  your 
Honour,  the  very  thoughts  of  her  makes  me  raven- 
ous ;  cod  for  breakfast,  cod  for  dinner,  cod  for  sup- 
per, nothing  else  but  cods,  and  not  half  enough  of 
them,  it  gives  me  the  belly-ache  but  to  think  of  her." 
'^ Every  day,  I  suppose,  was  a  banyan-day?"  asked 
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one  of  thfe  sailors.  '*  I  don't  knoir,  mister,  ^ith  ; 
chio  poking  out,  what  yon  caA  a  lanyan  day,  \ 
know  that  every  day  was  a  /dwf-day,  and  that 
after  having  actually  starved  so  long  in  Antic 
whOTe  there  wses  not  so  much  ias  a  picking,  nibbl 
^tasting,  eatitig  oni  df  the  qti^tion;  UnAHkere, 
haps,  we  migbt  have  been  all  H/ety  food  by  this  i 
for  bears  afnd  crow^  btft  fdr  me.  When  the  scho 
passed  me  bawled,  and  aMthet  bsiwleA,  till  I  si 
my  Ired  jacket  on  a  pole,  and  btibg^er  toidhig  strei 
to  my  lungs,  tosrred  ctrt,  Starving  alive  O !  i^tar 
alive!"  ^*Y0S,"  replied  a  tttt  in  the  boat,  "wii 
good  set^f  tecrth  and  your  eyes  ijvide  open."  "  ] 
talking  to  your  %0tten,  SSr,*^  stogvily  replied  P< 
''  Thsft^^  more  tkm  I  can  'day,''  rejohied  the  scan 
Peter  tdmed  ti^thfbtly  tbWatds  the  speaker,  ^ 
Strickland,  gently  tapping  him  on  the  shoulder,  s 
*'  Come,  come,  P^t^r,  let  iiie  i^st  slip  in -a  word  ^ 
ways,  and  don't  irant  to  ke^  all  thie  jawing  ta( 
to  yourself.  But  you  have  not  yet  told  me  how 
came  tipon  Aaticosti.^*  ^*  Oh,  Sir!  you  must  re 
ledt  tlfttt  dreiadful  storm ;  ak !  yoiir  ZoiKf-lubbers, 
never  li^re  withdut  the  smoke  of  London,  nor  a 
lost  sound  of  dear  Bow  bells,  (heaven  preserve 
steeple !)  little  do  they  knew  the  dangers  of  the  s 

'  Come  all  you  on  down  beds  sporting, 
Fondly  lock'd  in  beauty's  aitiis, 
Fresh  enjOyteents  watnton  couitiiig, 
'Free  from  d^  hxAlove^  akurms/  " 

"  Why,  Peter,"  saSd  Strickland,  "  you  hate  certa 
drank  too  deejAy,  noi6i p&efib  Hdt  harnurttic strea 
but  of  the  contents  of  tltose  bottle,  the  music^  | 
ping  of  whose  corks  seemed  to  gladden  thy  8< 
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mdtef  man/ recoDect  younelf,  and  let  me  into  the 
ilRy  £rom  the  time  you  quitted  year  master.'' — *'  Or 
Mdwr  ike  quitted  me,**  promptly  replied  Peter;  and 
kaae  Peter  mottled  something  aboat  the  parson  of 
Ae  ^fiHage,  and  casting  pearls  before  swine.  **  Oh, 
ok!**  said  the  sailor,  ''yon  qnote  gospel,  do  ye?  I 
tUnk  I  have  heard  the  good  old  chaplain  of  the  Royal 
Mfyf  Tom,  say  something  about  '  their  god  is  their 
Vfyf  Master  Peter  would  do  well  to  remember  it.** 
^Ohl  nevermind  the  chaplain.  Jack;  poor  fellow, 
gone  to  Davy  Jones ;  he  went  out  in  the  old 
Agamemnon,  old  eggs  and  bacon,  as  we  called  her ; 
the  ship's  crew  knew  that  he  loved  his  lass  and  his 
as  well  as  any  of  us.*'  *'  And  why  shouldn't 
Tom?''  replied  the  first  speaker,  *'  he  was  only 
tor  praying,  and  we  for  fighting,  and  none  of  us 
hating  die  wenches,  or  throwing  oar  grog  over  the 
should^.'' 

SttidJand,  by  this  time,  did  not  seem  to  admire 
torn  w4iich  the  conversation  had  taken,  and  or- 
them  to  row  in  to  the  island,  (Orleans,)  and, 
a  panse,  observed,  **  If  the  chaplain,  whom  you 
inproperly  call  good,  really  did  such  things,  he  was 
&grace  to  his  profession ;  and  here  let  me  warn 
my  tars,  not  to  judge  of  a  whole  profession  from 
misconduct  of  ont  of  its  unworthy  professors.    I 
e  myself,"  continued  he,  with  a  sigh,  **  spent  many 
on  board  Ejng's  ships,  and  have  met  with  some 
Aqrfains  whose  principles  and  conduct  would  have 
<hie  bonoar  to  a  mitre.    But  jump  out,  let's  pipe  to 
iDoer."    Though  far  from  our  hero's  usual  dinner 
^,  he  preferred  dining  on  shore  to  sitting  in  the 
hat,  and  took  the  lif^rtunity,  ere  they  had  quite 
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passed  the  island.  Under  the  shade  of  a  spmce  tveA 
the  party  made  a  comfortable  dinner,  in  comparatife 
silence.  Strickland  apparently  bnried  in  refle6ti(% 
and  Peter  kept  in  awe  by  the  boat's  crew,  who  ofadt^ 
nately  persisted  in  turning  all  his  sage  remarks  iirti 
ridicule^  or,  in  plain  terms,  in  making  him  the  butt, 
the  laughing-stock  of  the  whole  company. 

Beturned  to  the  boat,  and  the  wind  still  contimiiif 
fair,  Strickland  once  more  desired  Peter  to  commene^ 
his  recital,  from  the  time  he  was  run  down  by  till 
ship.  "  Why,  bless  your  Honour,  the  accident  ihH 
so  sudden,  as  a  body  may  say,  Uiat  I  can  scarcely  sit 
collect  it ;  but  this  I  know,  before  we  had  the  leiii 
time'  to  bundle  out  of  the  way,  you  were  upon  « 
The  instant  I  saw  you  coming  I  bolted  below  M 
master's  portmanteau,  and  was  up  stcdrs  in  a  jiffeyitT 
"  Upon  deci^  you  mean,  you  lubber,"  exclaimed  BiN 
tefs  old  friend,  the  seaman.  ''And  pray,"  angriffj 
asked  Peter,  "what  call  had  you  to  put  your  oar  is,! 
should  like  to  know  ?  If  your  Honour  allows  that  fdlrtf 
to  school  and  interrupt  me  so,  I  sha'nt  be  able  to  fiolil 
the  account  of  my  horrid  sufferings  and  starvation  !#■ 
day ;  it  will  take  me  at  least  two  hours  to  get  throi^ 
it  in  my  own  wayT  "  Well,  well,  proceed,"  good^ 
humouredly  replied  Strickland,  at  the  same  time  1«- 
buking  the  sailor,  and  reminding  him  that  Peiii 
was  not  a  seanum,  **  He  a  sailor,  captain,"  said  tU 
tar,  **  I  should  think  not;  why  he  doesn't  know  lU 
mainsheet  from  the  captain's" — (the  following  W01I4 
whatever  it  might  have  been,  was  muttered  in  too  lo# 
a  voice  to  be  heard).  ''  But  if  he  did  not  give  m 
much  cheek  music,  and  pretend  to  know  more  thfl 
ofj,  who  have  weathered  a  hundred  storms,  we'd  M 
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Um  alone ;  bat  he's  all  jaw,  like  a  sheep's  head,  and 
lot  worth  an  old  quid  of  tobacco;"  at  the  same  time 
iginficantly  extracting  one  of  capacious  dimensions 
Ion  his  mouth,  he  was  about  to  send  the  half-chewed 
Mnty  pat  in  the  woe-begone  chops  of  the  disconcerted 
Fet^;  bat  respect  for  the  presence  of  Strickland  in- 
ducing  him  to  change  his  intention,  he  contemptuously 
jerked  it  overboard. 

Now,  gentle  reader,  as  I  really  wish  thee  well, 
whether  thou  thinkest  so  or  not,  allow  me  to  slip  in  a 
ittie  piece  of  advice  here.  Never  describe  storms  or 
actions  before  old  sailors,  though  thou  mightest  have 
keen  a  little  to  sea  thyself,  as  trust  me,  they  are  very 
joelous  on  this  point,  very  keen-sighted,  and  will  de- 
iKt  thy  slightest  error  in  an  instant ;  and  as  from  the 
Wgth  of  time  since  I  myself  went  to  sea,  I  have  no 
10  doubt  committed  many,  I  take  this  opportunity 
veho  to  beg  their  Honours'  pardon ;  at  the  same  time 
nmring  them  Uiat  I  have  done  my  best  to  describe 
ittigs  as  they  occurred,  with  the  exception  of  omit- 

lig  sundry  oaths,  where  they  could  conveniently  be 
left  out  without  detracting  from  the  spirit  of  the  con- 
Mcsation  and  scenes  I  labour  to  describe. 

"  And  now,"  continued  the  tar,  '*  if  you  like.  Cap- 
tain Strickland,  I  can  give  ye  an  account  of  all  about 
Ae  brig,  and  what  became  of  her,  even  in  the  knot- 
fing  of  a  rope-yam ;  I  had  it  all  from  Bob  Richards 
hst  night."  Strickland  nodded  assent.  ''  Before  you 
iHi.us  down»  most  of  the  crew  bustled  off  from  the 
forecastle,  and  cut  away  the  lashings  of  the  long-boat. 
I  was  among  those,  you  know,  who  got  on  board  the 
Yenus,  several  jumped  into  the  boat,  and,  for  one^ — 
ittlor  Peter,  who  seated  himself  astride  a  sick  sVieei^ 
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ioon  as  the  soil  (in  the  middle  of  the  day)  das  attained   - 
sufficient  power  to  thaw  the  sap  of  the  maple  tree  * 
(with  which  the  Canadian  forests  abound)  a  whole  ith  * 
miiy  sally  forth  into  the  woods,  provided  with  skins  < 
to  defend  them  from  the  cold, — provisions  sufficient  to  f 
subsist  on  for  a  week  or  two,  and  a  large  kettle  to  : 
serve  the  double  purpose  of  cooking  their  food  and 
boiling  the  sap.    They  then  proceed  to  make  incisioiii  ? 
in  the  bark  of  the  trees,  for  many  acres  round,  into  t 
which  they  thrust  little  wooden  spouts,  or  gutters.  Ita  : 
the  heat  of  the  day  the  liquid  flows  out,  and  is  received  i 
into  wooden  troughs  placed  underneath  for  its  recep-  ^ 
tion.    The  sap  thus  collected  during  the  day,  is  ge^  < 
nerally  boiled  in  the  eveoing,  until  it  becomes  of  the 
consistence  of  treacle;  it  is  then  poured  into  moulds   i 
to  cool  and  harden,  and,  when  taken  out,  appears  in ' 
the  form  of  large  bricks,  of  a  brownish  yellow,  and 
so  firm  as  to  require  scraping  with  a  knife,  ere  it  wiB 
dissolve   in  any  liquid.      It  is  reckoned  extremely 
wholesome,  and,  in  a  favourable  season,  the  natives 
seldom  fail  to  make  as  much  as  they  can  conveniently 
carry  home.    The  price  is  from  three-pence  to  five^ 
pence  per  pound,  regulated  by  the  quantity  made  and 
the  quality,  the  brightest  being  esteemed  the  best. 

Our  hero  having  thanked  Baptbte  for  his  informa* 
tion,  the  latter  proceeded  to  acquaint  him  with  some 
further  particulars  respecting  the  country.  *'  The 
population  .of  Canada  is  said  to  be  about  350,000,  and 
the  rigour  of  the  climate  such,  that  its  lakes  and  riven 
are  frozen  full  six  months  in  the  year;  and,  in  the 
summer,  its  heat  is  little  less  intense  than  that  of  the 
West  Indies.  In  winter  the  Canadians  travel  over 
ice  and  snow  with  amazing  rapidity,  in  sleighs  and 


OR,   A   TRIP   TO   CANADA.  97 

carrioles,  drawn  b;  aa  excellent  breed  of  borses, 
much  smaller  indeed  than  the  Engltab,  bat  reckoned 
niore  capable  to  sustain  hunger  aud  fatig^ue,  and  at 
llie  saute  time  more  sure-footed.  Tbey  are  long-lived, 
and,  1  may  say,  long-winded,  since  they  travel  a  con- 
siderable distance  at  a  rate  from  ten  to  fourteen  miles 
I'f  r  hour.  On  these  occasions  the  warj'  traveller  ne- 
:  r  ventures  forth,  without  previously  enveloping  him- 
■ir  in  buffalo,  bear,  or  other  skins;  and  as  but^eu.' 
■Aius  are  established  in  the  country,  he  takes  with  him 
his  own  provisions,  and  a  large  bottle  of  his  favourite 
liquor,  (rum).  Should  he  happen  to  be  from  borne 
lore  thau  one  day,  be  obtains  a  free  lodging  at  the 
,  use  of  almost  any  strang;er,  sups,  plays  cards  with 
Hi.'  family,  and  then  telling  his  beads  and  repeating 
IMS  aves,  he  wraps  himself  snugly  in  his  furs,  lies 
(iowii  on  the  floor  near  the  well-heated  stove,  rests 
'uundly  until  nioniiDg,  then  rises,  and,  after  payings 
his  devotions  pursues  his  journey. 

"  Our  habitations,"  continued  Baptiste,  "are chiefly 
of  wood,  (except  in  the  cities,  where  many  brick  and 
(tome  edifices,  but  chiefly  the  latter,  rear  their  stately 
heads ;)  they  are  generally  of  but  one  story,  consisting 
of  from  two  to  four  rooms.  At  the  setting  in  of  win- 
ter, we  shovel  up  horse-dung  or  sand  to  the  height 
of  about  three  feet  around  our  dwellings,  to  pre- 
vent the  extreme  cold  from  penetrating  through  the 
floor,  and  also  paste  strips  of  paper  over  the  putty 
and  over  the  crevices  of  our  wiudow-sashes,  to  ex- 
olnde  as  much  as  possible  the  keen,  penetrating,  frosty 
tir.  We  heat  our  houses  by  means  of  large  iron 
iloves,  which,  in  summer  (when  we  bum  wood  on  the 
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hearth)  serve  as  safes  for  our  provisions,  keeping 
cool,  and  securing  them  from  the  flies. 

"The   women   in   this  country,"    continued 
speaker,  ''  pay  more  attention  to  gardening  than 
men  ;  they  are  far  from  handsome,  and  both 
you  may  observe,  Sir,  have  very  sallow  comply 
partly  owing  perhaps  to  the  smoke  of  our  stoves.' 
'*  You  have,  however,"  said  Strickland,  "  I  peroeil 
some  happy  exceptions;"  at  the  same  time  polil 
bowing  to  the  mistress  of  the  house,  and  smiKng* 
her   daughter.      "  Monsieur  AngUns  is   pleased 
flatter,"  good-humouredly  replied  the  latter, 
emphatically  added  Baptiste,  **  my  petticoated  getil 
have  their  heads  already  set  awry  by  vanity, 
Vamour  Dteu,  Sir,  do  not  feed  the  disease."  ^^i 

'*  As  it  respects  our  four-footed  cattle,  we   b 
them,  as  well  as  the  domestic  fowls,  in  barns  and  o\ 
houses,  from  the  latter  end  of  October  till  the  be^IJi^ 
ning  of  May,  when  the  ice  and  snow  thaw  ra^lff^ 
and  so  astonishingly  quick  is  vegetation,  that  tkotkgil^ 
we  are  seldom  able  to  sow  before  the  10th  of  Ma]f ,  Mf0 
grain  is  housed  by  the  end  of  August."    "  And  pWy,* 
inquired  Strickland,  ''  what  does  your  soil  pToduv^9^ 
"Why,  as  for  that,"   replied  his  informant,   "tlun^ 
Blessed  Virgin  be  praised !"  (here  the  inmates  IdW^ 
devoutly  crossed  themselves,)  *'  we  have  no  ocemtilf^ 
to  grumble."    At  this  stage  of  the  proceedings,  pooufi^ 
Peter,  heretic^like,  grinned,  (if  showing  a  good  set  ^ 
teeth  and  distending  his  mouth  from  ear  to  ear,  mKf*^ 
be  so  called,)  whether  in  approbation,  admiratton,  -df'^ 
any  other  ation,  we  know  not ;  but  this  we  do  know, 
that  Strickland  sternly  ordered  him  to  quit  the  room, 
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by  way  of  teaching  him  more  modifration :  however, 
«the  request  of  the  female  part  of  the  company,  to- 
getber  with  an  awkward  apology  on  his  part,  accom- 
ptsied  with  a  plausible  lie,  in  which  he  declared  he 
*ai  langbiog  at  something  else  which  just  then  unfor- 
tusatc^  tickled  his  fancy,  be  was  restored  to  his  nook 
in  the  ehimney  corner.  Yet  Peter  was  not  so  much 
to  blame ;  the  crossing  part  of  the  business,  which  had 
tax^sA  out  so  crossly  for  him,  was  the  only  part  of  the 
coDversation  of  which  he  could  make  head  or  tail. 
Lord  help  us,"  muttered  he  to  himself,  "what  a 
^ose  I  was  to  laugh,  for  if  one  was  to  grin  at  every 
ridiculous  custom  or  ceremony  one  sees,  a  man  might 
laugh  all  his  life  long  without  once  going  out  of  Eng- 
land," "  Our  field  productions,"  resumed  Baptiste. 
"are  wheat,  barley,  rye,  oats,  Indian  corn,  jiulse,  to- 
Wco,  &«. ;  while  our  gardens  produce  most  of  the 
edibles  reared  in  France;  pumpkins  and  gourds  in 
particular  grow  to  a  prodigious  size,  and  melsns  of 
every  description,  with  some  attention,  grow  here  in 
great  abundance. 

"  Our  forests  abound  with  many  sorts  of  excellent 
berries,  and  game  of  an  exquisite  flavour  in  great  va- 
riety :  and  our  lakes  and  rivers  furnish  us  with  a  plen- 
tiful supply  of  fine  fish.  Thus  far,  my  guest,  I  have 
endeavoured  to  gratify  your  laudable  curiosity."  And 
thus  far  have  I  attempted  to  gratify  thim,  reader, 
and  shall  now,  without  further  digression,  convey  our 
liero  to  rest,  and  proceed  with  our  narrative  in  the 
nt^it  chapter. 
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CHAPTER  Vn. 


Look  round,  'tis  Nature^s  self  dwells  smiling  here^ 
Nor  borrows  lustre  from  her  sister  Art. 


It  was  Sanday  morning  when  Stoickland  ^m^m,  ^ 
from  his  humble  pallet,  and  dressed.    The  aijr  see^ri  ^ 
to  breathe  a  thousand  perfumes,  while  the  wiU  mk,^ 
joyous  notes  of  the  sprightly  tenants  of  the  islaaAik^ 
woods  and  groves  gladdened  his  awakened  ear;  tHA^. 
in  spite  of  our  hero's  sorrows  and  disappointmenta^M, 
enjoyed  the  delightful  scene.     His  casement  o] 
into  a  neat  little  kitchen  garden,  well  stocked  wiAj 
useful  and  ornamental  plants :  not  a  weed  was  to  mL 
seen.   The  Indian  corn  reared  aloft  its  vigoroiis  h( 
and  the  tobacco  plant  waved  its  broad  leaf,  graoefnl^ 
undulating,  as  if  to  greet  the  morning  breeze.    WhtB^ 
Strickland  entered  the  outer  room,  all  the  family  wdV;- 
assembled,  and  after  mutual  inquiries  after  each  othef% 
health  and  welfare,  he,  with  them,  did  ample  justieeip 
a  substantial  breakfast ;  after  which,  accompanied  % 
Baptiste  and  his  fair  daughter,.  Peter  bringing  iiip  Aii 
rear,  he  proceeded  to  the  beach,  and  bidding  the  tm 
former  a  kind  farewell,  he,  with  the  latter,  jumped 
into  the  boat,  already  launched  aiid  maimed.     Tb 
tide  of  flood  had  made  strongly,  which,  with  a  favcnflr-* 
able  slant  of  wind,  enabled  the  party  to  proaeoiile 
their  voyage  with  great  rapidity.    And  as  they  diew 
nearer  land  nearer  to  the  island,  Strickland's  qurits 
became  proportionably  more  and  more  depressed. 


OB,  A  TRIP  TO  CANADA.  101 

"  Alas  l'^  thought  he,  ''  how  can  I  return,  without  at 
tbe  same  time  conveying  some  favourable  intelligence 
to  the  anxious,  expectant  Barnard  i  I  already  fore- 
see that  my  call  at  Orleans  will  be  unproductive  of 
any  happy  results." 

The  gloom  which  appeared  settled  on  the  counte- 
nance of  our  hero  seemed  to  reflect  a  sombre  shadow 
on  tkose  of  the  boat's  crew,  and  Peter,  even  the  gar- 
nbns  Peter,  seemed  infected  with  taciturnity ;  per- 

ke  preserved  silence  from  a  dread  of  rebuke  for 
bat  nighf  s  misdemeanour,  perhaps  frmn  being 
otenwed  by  the  presence  of  his  old  friend  the  sailor. 
Be  that  as  it  may,  little  passed  in  the  boat  till  they 
kaded,  at  two  p.  m  . 

'*' 1  Strickhnid  was  now  about  half  a  mile  from  the  cottage 
tf  a  Monsiear  Chalon,  to  whom  Baptiste  had  recom- 
■Mided  him,  as  tfie  most  likely  person  to  afford  him 
itafomation ;  and  preferred  walking  to  sitting  any  longer 
iit'ihe  boat.  The  crew,  therefore,  rowed  her  up  along 
M,  while  he  and  Peter  proceeded  onwards  towards 

residence  of  Monsieur  C  At  any  other  period 
Jia  would  have  felt  delighted  with  the  enchanting 
prospect  which  presented  itsdf  to  him  at  every  turn. 
9R»  saftooth  bosom  of  the  St  Lawrence  teemed  with 

and  gaiety;  ships,  schooners,  and  brigs  passed 

shores  of  the  island  in  rapid  succession,  while  se- 
large  canoes  traversed  the  river  in  all  directions, 
fled  with  Canadians  of  both  sexes,  clad  in  their  holi- 
ihj  elothass  aaid  cheerfully  keeping  time  with  their 
jpaddlea  to  the  boat  song ;  the  whole  being  highly  cal- 
«idated  to  produce  a  striking  and  novel  effect  on  the 
•ajpaand  ear  of  a  European.  Nor  turning  to  the  island 
itself  was  the  scene  less  romantic :  it  is  about  twenty- 
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three  miles  long^^  and  in  some  parts  sax  wide,  bomidBi  -.^ 
in  most  places  by  a  steep  and  rocky  fibers,  with  him  nj, 
and  there  gentle  declivities  to  the  water^s  edge^  Jhe'  ^ 
greater  part  of  which  still  remained  o?erspvead  Irith  .^ 
lofty  trees  and  thick  underwood,  interspersed  wiflra  ^: 
few  cottages,  and  patches  of  land  cleared  by  the  labtfv , 
of  the  industrious  settlers,  and  affording  a  fine  «» ,, 
trast  between  the  productions  of  nature  and  thoshff  ^i 
art.    The  little  white-washed  log-houses  and  neat  fpM^ ,  i 
dens  irese  more  frequently  observable  on  the  coast  dva 
in  the  interior  of  the  isle,  and  afforded  a  fleaaagpt-,^ 
spect  to  persons  sailing  up  the  river.    Her6»  iiMlidL  ^ 
(as  I  have  before  said,)  could  any  thing  have  chmiril.^ 
our  wanderer,  he  might  have  felt  delighted;  ibetatis 
and  plants  scattered  around  in  profusion  their  gnito'L 
ful  odoqrs,  while  the  wild  strawberries  and  peKfunfr*^ 
breathing  flowers  sprang  up  beneath  his  heedlestf^ftil^^ 
as  if  emulous  to  be  trodden  on.    The  gentle  htoiiBi^. 
from  the  cooling  surface  of  the  river  allayed  therMtL 
of  a  scorching  sun;  the  sky  appeared  a  vastardMflf^ 
cerulean^  cloudless  blue,  while  the  shrill  notes  Q(Fi4lB|. 

>  many-ooloured  choristers  were  faintly  re-echoed  rtj- 
the  distant  sound  of  Montmorenci's  falls.  '.^ 

Arrived  at  the  cottage,  he  found  but  two  indivifhMb  « 
within;  an  aged  man,  comfortaUy  nodding  in  a  gsfliqf  ^ 
armed  chair,  and  the  person  he  sought;  who  was  bafli;  |. 
employed  in  charging  a  fowling-piece.  But  fromhiiiiBO  ^ 

>  iotelligenoe^  could  be  obtained  of  Hastie;  '^Thoof^'  | 
said  he^  *^  had  he  landed  on  any  part  of  the  islandr  <ir>  i 
at  least,  made  any  stay  here,  I  am  sure  I  sbonld  ^ 
have  heard  of  it"     Strickland  then  left  his  addiov  , 

-with  IftonsieuE  Chalott,  begging  of  hint  to  forward  to  , 
Quebec  any  intelligence  he  might  happen  to  hear  of 
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die  fbgitive ;  aBd»  bidding  him  adieu,  he  returned  to 
•tiie  boety  and  with  a  sorrowful  heart  once  more  em- 
barked for  Quebec. 

■  I  have  purposely  mentioned  nothing  about  when 
andviertf  they  dined,  reader,  feeling  a  wish  that  tfiou 
ahouldgt,  as  soon  as  possible,  accompany  our  travel- 
Ion  further  up  the  country ;  but  merely  observe,  en 
poimmt,  that  Peter  was  in  the  boat ;  could  thev  then 
fave  fasted  ?  I  think  not 

"  It  is  late,'^  said  Strickland,  as  he  reached  the 
door  of  his  lodgings;  **  Barnard  rests  in  hope:  sweet 
be  Us  slumbers !  I  will  defer  the  intelligence  of  the 
fruitless  issue  of  my  voyage  till  the  morning;  had 
mews,  to  our  sorrow,  comes  soon  enough.  What?  lights 
in  the  house,  and  near  midnight y  I  am  expected,  then ; 
let  me  knock  gently,  and  yet  perchance  poor  Bar- 
surd's  sorrows  hold  him  waking."  Mr.  Clark  opened 
die  door;  "Welcome,  Captain,**  said  he,  "you  see 
I  mm  obliged  to  act  as  porter  myself;  but  to  tell  you 
tlie  truth.  Sir,  we  live  in  a  Catholic  country,  where 
Sunday  is  a  carnival  day,  and  my  servants  are  both 
out  merry«making.  What  success,  if  I  may  be  so 
bold,  in  your  voyage.  Sir?'*  "  Alas !"  replied  Strick- 
land, "  imagine  the  worst,  and  you  will  not  exceed 
tiie  sad  reality :  but  if  I  may.  Sir,  in  my  turn,  be  so 
told,  permit  me  to  ask,  whether  you  are  aware  of  the 
object  of  my  errand?"  "  I  am.  Sir:  Mr.  Barnard, 
famging  for  your  return,  confided  it  all  to  me ;  and  I 
grieve  to  think  what  will  be  his  disappointment,  his 
anguish,  when  he  discovers  that  there  are  but  faint 
hopes  of  recovering  so  fine  a  boy ;  and  yet.  Captain 
Strickland,  I  think  he  must  needs  fall  short,  at  least 
as  it  regards  talents,  of  a  little  friend  of  mine,  who 
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left  Quebec  for  England  abont  fotir  years  slgo.  I 
have  sat  for  hours  reading  a  journal  of  his  life,  idrieb 
he  allowed  my  son  to  copy,  and  felt,  at  his  depattiire, 
almost  as  one  bereaved  of  a  beloved  child.  Bat,'ftr, 
I  detain  you;  my  lodger  above  stairs  per^mptbrfly 
commanded  me  to  shew  you  up,  arrive  at  whaV  tidid* 
of  the  night  you  might,  so  anxious  is  he  to  heat^  ddlo^ 
of  his  son."  **  If  it  must  be  so,  theti  let  nie  eMemj 
troubled  mind ;  but  Kow  ?  will  it  be  a  consolation  to 
inflict  a  pang  on  the  already  bursting  heart  of  a  be- 
reaved father  ?  Sorrow,  shame,  and  disappointment 
have,  Ifear,  made  me  selfish.  What,  though  I  ani 
bereaved,  doubly  bereaved  myself? — but  shew  rtkt  up, 
Mr.  Clark." 

**  I  have  done,"  thought  Strickland,  as  he  ascend-* 
ed,  "all  that  an  own  brother  could  have  done  to  servtr 
him  and  his,  and  can  (Oh !  solid  satisfaction  amidst 
my  sorrow,)  acquit  myself  of  any  wilful  neglect.  Biit 
to  the  trial.  What,  awake.  Sir?  I  thought  ere  fliti' 
you" — "  Nay,  nay ;"  interrupted  Barnard,  **  why  ad- 
dress me  as  iStr,  why  not  say,  my  friend  t  But  you  are 
not  alone  ?  he  is,  I  trust,  with  you — my  child  ?  "BrtDg 
him  in,  and  at  once  gladden  my  longing  eyes  with  a 
sight  of  him.  Fear  not,  my  friend,  the  effects  of 
sudden  joy;  I  am  prepared  to  meet  him,  to  embrace, 
to  bless  him,  and  knit  my  heart  to  his.  You  hesitate; 
Strickland ;  alas !  what  means  that  portentous  silence, 
those  tears,  those  looks  ?  Oh !  tell  me  at  once.  Sir, 
tell  me."  "  He  is  not  yet  found,  I  grieve  to  say," 
replied  he.  "  Nor,  then,  ever  will,  I  fear,"  said  Mr. 
B.,  "  if  you  have  been  disappointed  in  the  search. 
Good  night,  good  night,  friends !  at  once  leave  me  to 
myself,  that  I  may  play  the  child  and  weep  alone."    . 
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Our  hero  and  Mr.  Clark  kurried  -dovn  aUm;;^  tho 
iattor  in  tears,  the  foraier  in  such  a  stata  ^'  mind  «a- 
I  meed  not  describe  to  those  of  mj  readecs  vho  have* 
hearts  OTerflowing  with  the  milk  of  human  kindness^ 
nor  wiB  I  to  those  who  have  not.    On  reaching  the? 
parlour,  Strickland  remained  silent,  absorbed  in  grief» 
nor,  for  some  time,  did  Mr.  C.  interrupt  him ;  at  length 
the  htter  said,  **  This  has  indeed  been  no  carnival  to 
me,  but  rather  a  night  of  deep  sorrow.    I  have  before 
wept  over  the  sorrows  and  misfortunes  of  the  little 
cabin-boy,  the  son  of  my  old  Cornish  friend :  hit  stay 
with  us  was  but  short,  yet  long  enough  to  enable  my 
son  James,  with  a  few  abridgements,  to  copy  a  well* 
written  manuscript  of  his  short  but  chequered  life ;  W 
portion  of  it  now  lies  on  the  table,  perhaps  yon  wonid 
like  to  read  it.  Captain  Strickland ;  its  contents  may 
senre  to  divert  your  attention  from  your  own  sorrowSb 
(for^  Ifear^  you  have  some,)  and  those  of  your  worthy 
fnend,  to  the  afflictions  of  an  entire  stranger.'*  Strick- 
land thankfully  accepted  his  landlord's  kiod  ofR&r, 
and,  with  the  papers  in  his  hand,  was  about  to  bid 
him  good  night,  when  Mr.  Clark  detained  him  for  a 
moment  to  observe,  that  the  first  part  of  the  narrative ' 
was  necessarily  abridged  by  his  son  James,  from  • 
fear  of  not  having  time  to  copy  the  whole;  "  and  &n« 
other  thing, **  added  he,  '*  let  me  premise,  the  boy  * 
commenced  writing  when  but  ten  years  of  age,  and** 
was  bat  eleven  when  he  visited  us ;  look  not,  then^'  ^ 
Sir,  for  perfection.*'    "  I  do  not,  Sir;  bat  am  willingi* 
if  it  has  any  beauties,  on  their  account  to  excuse  ltM^ 
defects."  U 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

^  With  ardent  zeal,  his  youthful  heitt 
Beat  high  for  naval  gloiy/' 


}• 


In  reading  a  Journal,  most  readers  are  apt  t0  iii' 
quire  of  whom  they  are  reading,  and  are  inqoiwtive 
concerning  the  nation,  rank,  &o.  of  the  individqal  Jviio 
•thus  obtrudes  himself  on  their  notice.  To  gratify  so 
natural  a  curiosity,  I  shall  endeavour  to  lay  before 
you  all  I  know  of  these  circumstances ;  and  let  me 
also  remind  thee  at  the  same  time,  that  so  £ar  fipoB 
trying  to  persuade  thee  that  my  aunt  was  a  justicejof 
the  peaoe»  and  my  g^eat-grandmother  an  alderman^  I 
purpose  to  adhere  closely  to  the  truth,  '  and  DOthmg 
but  the  truth.' 

I  was  bom  at  Fowey,  a  small  sea-port  town  in  Cora- 
wall,  (and  if  the  Family  Bible  speaks  truth,)  on  the 
16th  of  Novemb^i  1798.  My  father  there  carried 
on  business  as  a  sailmaker,  and  also  possessed  lofts  at 
Mevagessy  and  Padstow,  he  was  a  native  of  K^; 
and  my  paternal  grandfather  had  been  foreman  of  the 
iron-wori^s  in  hb  Majesty's  Dock  Yard,  either,  at 
iSheemess  or  Chatham.  My  parents  had  beat  msr- 
ried  about  twelve  months  when  I  was  ushered  into 
life,  with  the  usual  ceremonies  of  midwife>  nurse,  <uid 
half  a  score  et  ceteras,  at  a  time  too  when  my  mother 
was  sedulously  attempting  to  reconcile  her  marriage 
to  her  friends,  against  whose  consent  she  had  wedded. 
She  was  descended  from  a  good  family,  her  own  father 
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had  practised  many  years  with  success,  as  a  physiciao 
in  London,  thoagh  my  grandmother  at  this  period  had 
been  some  years  the  wife  of  a  second  hosband,  a 
wholesale  tea  dealer ;  to  deflcribe  him  in  two  words, 
a  man,  morose  and  selfish.  He  had  set  his  face  firmly 
agsdnst  my  mother's  marriage,  and  continued  to  exert 
bis  over-stretched  anthority  to  prevent  ail  correspon- 
dence between  his  wife  and  her  daughter,  bat  witb- 
(Ntt  fiilly  sucoeeding.  Soon  after  my  birth,  my  father's 
biisiaesd  becoming  more  extensive,  he  took  into  part- 
BCisliip  a  Mr.  Mnndray. 

[Mt  appears  that  when  Edward  was  about  six  years 
cf  age,  bis  father  became  a  prisoner  for  debt,  in  Bod- 
min jail,  partly  owing  to  the  roguery  of  his  partner, 
and  partly  to  his  having  fallen  into  the  then  prevailing 
tnstom  of  smuggling,  in  which  he  was  unsuccessful. 
He  had  at  this  period  one  sbter,  twenty  months 
yooagter  than  himself,  and  at  this  time  his  mother 
gave  birth  to  a  second.  Many  a  wearisome  journey 
with  his  mother,  and  the  infant  at  her  breast,  he  took 
t»  visit  the  unfortunate  debtor.] 

How  oft  on  these  faitiguing  journeys,  when  in  the 
he3^ay  of  youth,  I  have  left  my  mother's  side,  bound- 
ed op  the  hedge  to  cull  wild  flowers  and  gather  bloom- 
ing appte^biossoms,  to  present  a  filial  nosegay  to  my 
imprisoned  father?  and,  with  eyes  beaming  with  boy- 
ish joy,  at  the  beauty  of  my  acquisition;  how  oft,  I 
say,  have  I  turned  and  seen  the  silent  tear  of  anguish 
trickle  down  her  much-loved  face;  then  giving  up  the 
parsnit,  have  pressed  more  closely  to  her  maternal 
SMie,  mingled  my  tears  with  hers,  and  trotted  on  with 

**  Those  parts  marked  with  a  circumflex  are  abridged  by  the  son 
ofMr.  Qaik. 
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redoubled  speed  toward  my  father's  dreary  dwelimg? 
It  was  my  good  fortune  to  possess  parents  who  vahied 
the  blessings  of  education ;  I  had  been  (from  the  time 
I  could  first  walk)  kept  closely  at  a  respectable  school, 
and  could  at  this  period  read  remarkably  well ;  and 
had  also  made  some  proficiency  in  writing. 

[About  April ,  Edward  travelled  to  Falmouth 

with  a  Mr.  Brook,  a  liberated  debtor^  who  promised 
the  still  confined  Mr.  Williams  to  treat  him  as  though 
his  own  son,  but  immediately  on  his  arrival  there,  em" 
ployed  him  in  the  most  menial  offices,  and  even 
worked  him  beyond  his  strength.  In  June  Mr.  Wil- 
liams was  liberated,  and  followed  his  son  to  Falmouth, 
where  he  shipped  as  sailmaker  of  an  Indiaman;  at 
the  same  time  writing  to  his  wife  at  Fowey,  to  sell 
their  few  remaining  things,  and  theu,  without  delay, 
to  come  to  him.] 

In  a  few  days  (I  well  recollect  it)  a  fair  wind  sprang 
up,  the  convoy  was  ready,  and  signal  made  to  weigh 
anchor,  yet  no  news  from  my  mother  had  arrived. 
For  a  long  time  my  dear  father  silently  pressed  me  to 
his  bosom,  while  he  lingered  till  the  last  moment  on  the 
strand.  Dear  father!  I  can,  O  yes,  I  feel  I  can  stiH 
call  thy  image  to  my  imagination,  and  guess  thy  fed- 
ings,  thy  struggle  betwixt  love  and  duty,  thai  pressing 
thee  to  remain  with  thy  wife  and  infants;  this  im- 
pelling thee  to  quit  thy  country  without  the  sad  plea- 
sure of  a  parting  kiss.  Mtwh  as  I  loved  my  mother, 
I  supplicated  him  to  take  me  with  him,  offering  to 
share  all  dangers  and  privations  rather  than  be  sepa- 
rated flrom  him,  but  to  no  effect.  **  Remain — stay, 
my  l>oy,"  said  he,  ^^  to  be  a  blessing  to  your  afflicted 
mother  during  my  absence."    The  breeze  sprang  up, 
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tbe  fleet  were  under  veigh ;  some  shi[>s  bad  already, 
cleared  the  barbonr,  and  yet  my  all,  my  more  than 
all,  my  father,  still  hesitated,  still  clim^  closer  to  me, 
being'  lothe  to  part ;  then  SDrnmouDg  fortitude  to  hid 
aid,  while  the  big  tear  trickled  down  his  mauly  cheek, 
he  ODce  more  smothered  me  in  his  fond  paternal  bo- 
som, eJKCutatiag,  "Farewell!  'tis  duty  calls,  and  I 
ob«y.  Good  bye,  my  child  1  to  God,  and  Gnd  alone, 
I  leave  thee,  for  vain  is  majt's  friendship ;  love,  trit/R 
Ime,  to  your  mother.  Ah,  me!  what  will  be  her  feeU 
ingsf  tell  her  I  go,  but  leave  my  heart  with  her  and 
you,  with  all."  Suddenly  be  jumped  into  the  boat; 
Ihe  splashing  of  bis  oars  was  soon  silenced  amid  the 
husy  bnm  of  the  boatmen  and  mariners  occupied  ir 
taking  off  passengers,  &c.  to  the  departing  fieet.  i 
fnllowed  him  with  eager  tearful  eyes  till  his  boat  ap- 
peared  bat  as  a  speck  on  the  vast  waters,  then  reluct- 
antly quitted  the  beach ;  a  secret,  an  indefinable 
something  whispering  to  my  sad  soul,  '  You  have 
seen  the  last  of  a  kind  father.'  ; 

[After  pathetically  describing  the  meeting  with  hi| 
mother  thesame  evening,  he  relates,  that  his  father  in  a 
fortnight  was  shipwrecked  on  the  coast  of  France  and 
taken  prisoner;  was  shortly  afterwards  exchanged,  but 
pressed  out  of  the  cartel  by  an  English  frigate,  which 
lonveyed  him  to  the  West  Indies,  where  be  died  in 
m  hospital  with  the  yellow  fever.  His  mother  then, 
with  the  assistance  of  some  truly  benevolent  Quakers, 
the  ship-owners  and  others,  opened  u  little  shop ;  but 
widowed  and  inexperienced,  she  was  preyed  upon  by 
the  anprincipled,  who  fled  in  her  debt;  and  seeing  no 
otber  prospect  than  misery  and  want  before  her,  at 
the  expiration  of  rather  more  than  a  twelvemonth  from 
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her  kmAaofi'^  deadi,  she  iras  ndwred  to  mahyngAdf 
to  fvoside  Acrjejf  a  protector,  her  hriies  a  faahif. 
EdwanTs  step-finher  was  then  mate  of  a  Aip,  irUeh 
he  iflunediatetf'  left,  and  emplofed  Idnself  iii  a  hO^- 


decked  doop,  taking*  beer  fn»  the  Pmryn  Btewi^ 
to  the  Channel  Fleet,  and  in  fidiing^,  in  irhich  exoitf- 
nonft  his  son  accompanied  him,  bat  anfortonately, 
thoogfa  Mr.  Kaj  earned  a  considerahle  s«m  in  ttft 
wav,  he  spent  it  as  bsi  in  dronkenness  and  delmiid^ 
err,  and  frequently  ill-treated  his  wife.     After  d^ 
scribing  the  onhappiness  of  the  family  at  this  period* 
be  farther  relates,  that  his  step-father  facilitated  tke 
concealment  of  a  deserter  from  a  King^s  ship  in' Mil 
boat,  and  foolishly  secreted  him  in  his  own  honse ;  a    ■ 
discoTcry  ensuing,  a  precipitate  departnre  from  FU- 
month  was  its  consequence.    After  having  experienced    ; 
mncb  fatigue,  and  even  hunger,  during  a  long  journey    < 
on  foot  and  by  the  waggon,  the  family  arriyed,  almost    ^ 
pennyless,  in  London,  in  the  summer  of  1807.    Mn. 
Kay  immediately  repaired  to  the  house  of  her  mother,    - 
who  was  once  more  a  widow,  and  in  yery  rednced  cir- 
cumstances.    In  the  month  of  September,  Mr.  Kay 
shipped  as  mate  of  a  victualler,  bound  to  Copenhagen, 
taking  Edward  with  him,  who  informs  us,  that  from 
this  excursion,  and  the  short  ones  he  had  made  (roh 
Falmouth,  he  acquired  an  early  bias  in  favour  of  a 
seafaring  life.     In  the  latter  end  of  November  the 
ship  returned ;  and  in  December  he  was  seized  with 
violent  convulsive  fits,  from  which  he,  however,  soon 
recovered.] 

In  the  beginning  of  1808,  I  was  upwards  of  nine 
years  of  age,  and  as  strong  and  robust  as  many  of 
twelve.   The  sea  air  had  imparted  to  my  countenance 
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tiiat  degree  of  raddinesa  vhicb  bespeaks  health  and 
TigDiu ;  and  I  already  began  to  think  myself  snffici- 
cotlj  strong  to  undertake  the  situation  of  a  cabin-boy. 
9iged  oo  by  a  roving  Robinson  Cmsoe-Iike  disposi- 
tion^  I  counted  the  tardy  moments  spent  on  shore. 
My  step-£ather  approved  my  sentiments,  and  rigged 
me.  out  in  the  garb  (^  a  little  sailor,  with  a  hairy  cap 
tifd  in  front,  with  a  bunch  of  true  blue.  In  this  dress, 
sad  with  my  appearance,  I  flattered  myself  that  no 
one  of  discernment  could  refuse  to  ship  so  prepossess- 
ing a  boy*  Oh,  how  great  was  the  folly  which  im- 
pelled me  to  desire  with  such  earnestness,  an  employ- 
ment,  the  difficulties  of  which  I  had  not  then  experience 
enough  to  appreciate !  My  poor  mother  did  all  she 
could  to  divert  my  attention-  from  so  dangerous  an 
object,  but  on  this  point  (though  submissive  in  other 
respects)  my  mind  was  invulnerable. 

[Ere  January  had  half  elapsed,  Mr.  Kay  shipped 
as  quarter-master  of  an  East  Indiaman,  and  Edward 
accompanied  him  in  the  vessel  round  to  Portsmouth, 
continuing  aboard  upwards  of  three  weeks.  He  felt 
a  strong  wish  to  proceed  in  the  ship;  and  her  com- 
mander having  taken  a  liking  to  him,  only  objected  to 
his  wishes  from  a  consideration  of  his  extreme  youth. 
He,  however,  left  Mrs.  Kay  a  monthly  income,  in  ad- 
dition to  her  husband's  half  pay,  to  put  the  young 
sailor  to  school,  promising  that  if  his  acquirements 
kept  pace  with  present  appearances,  that  he  would  do 
something  more  for  him  on  his  return  from  China, 
which  circumstance  led  his  youthful  mind  to  imbibe 
the  hope,  that  he  should  at  no  distant  period  be  made 
a  midshipman,  and  (indulging  in  castle  building  in 
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the  air)  rise,  step  by  step,  to  the  rank  oi  captaiii*  QH,   , 
his  return  to  London  his  mother  sentliim  to  •chpQLj..j. 

I  had  before  this  made  some  progress  in  the  9jt!^i^}  ] 
navigation,  and  till  the  end  of  February  (or  abpnt^^i)  ^ 
month)  continued  at  school,  and  acquired  some  know-,,  '^ 
ledge  of  the  method  of  surveying  coasts  and  harlxmm; , '[ 
constantly  devoting  my  evenings  to  the  making  eaf;*^< 
tracts  from  all  subjects  I  judged  likely  to  be  of  ns^  fff^t 
me  in  future  life.     But,  alas!  in  the  midst  of  tbw 
useful  occupations,  poverty  and  affliction,  those  4IIt;i  . 
viotM  clouds,  which  had  so  often  darkened  our  d$h] 
mastic  horizon,  seemed  now  ordained  to  pay  ns  a  lo^r  ' 
visit;  my  grandmother  was  taken  severely  ill,  mi    , 
provisions  were  so  extremely  dear,  that  Mr.  Kuf^i^r 
half  pay  was  far  from  sufficient  to  procure  as  eventhpi;:} 
common  necessaries  of  life,  my  mother  was  thus  iw*,)  l 
dered  unable  to  pay  for  my  education,  notwithstandri! 
ing  the  captain's  kind  allowance;  yet,  previous  to  her-i  - 
withdrawing  me  from  school,  she  resolved  to  make>  -] 
painful  effort  in  my  behalf,  and  therefore  made  appt^*  ^ 
cation  for  a  little  temporary  aid,  to  a  near  relatioUi  M ) .' 
proprietor  of  one  of  the  most  respectable  hotels  and^  ^ 
coach  offices  in  the  city;  but  so  much  was  he  prepoi*    ~ 
sessed  against  her  for  marrying  beneath  her  statisiv 
and  against  his  wishes,  that   he  treated  her  with  the    ] 
most  contemptuous  indifference.     He,  indeed,  held    ] 
out  some  faint  hopes  of  future  assistance,  but  in  so 
ungracious  a  manner,  that  my  grandmother  in  parti- 
cular preferred  even  death  itself  to  the  placing  flw 
under  any  obligations  to  him,  so  much  did  she  fed 
stung  by  his  ingratitude,  for  he  had  formerly  received 
many  favours  at  her  hands.    Thus  was  I,  though  tn* 


OR,  A  TRIP  TO  CANADA.  118 

meemt,  denied  tliat  patronage  and  assistance  which  he 
kid  the  ability,  and  which  it  was  his  duty  to  have  af- 
forded ;  and  yet,  snch  a  man  can,  with  unblashing 
front,  address  the  Majesty  of  Heaven  with,  '  forgive 
as  our  trespasses,  as  we  forgive  others;'  while  he 
eonld  not  pardon  my  mother  an  indiscretion  that  had 
been  the  source  of  affliction  to  her  for  many  years, 
bat  visited  her  faults  (if  faults  they  were)  on  the  heads 
€i  her  unoffending  offspring ;  but  my  imagination,  or 
nther  my  feelings,  hurry  me,  I  know  not  whither; 
I  will  even  leave  him  to  the  selfish  enjoyment  of  his 
abased  wealth. 

On  the  following  day  I  was  withdrawn  from  school; 
tkos  were  all  the  hopes  I  had  received  from  the  cap- 
(nii  of  the  Indiaman's  promise  blighted ;  I  then  pre- 
ferred going  to  sea,  even  in  the  humble  capacity  of  a 
cabin-boy,  to  remaining  on  shore  a  burden  to  my  dis- 
tressed parent.  Tis  probable  T  might  have  obtained 
some  employment  on  shore,  but  considering  the  cap- 
tain as  my  chief  friend,  I  thought  it  would  be  more 
pleasing  to  him  on  his  return  to  find,  that  though  fa- 
anly  misfortunes  had  prevented  me  from  attaining  so 
much  of  the  theory  of  navigation  as  he  had  antici- 
pated, I  should  have  acquired  some  knowledge  of  the 
practice. 

[With  much  difficulty  (owing  to  his  tender  age)  he 
procured  a  ship ;  Captain  H.  engaging  him  to  go  on 
a  trial  voyage  to  Shields,  in  bis  vessel,  the  Good  In- 
tent, but,  when  nearly  ready  to  sail,  the  ship's  desti- 
nation was  cbanged  to  Gottenburgh,  there  to  take  in 
a  cargo  of  timber.] 

''  Thus  then,"  said  Strickland,  rising  from  his  seat, 
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^  have  T  got  througk  all  of  the  papers  Mr.  Clark  has  ^ 
favoured  me  inih ;  I  shall  take  an  early  opportBnitjf  ^ 
to  procure  the  remainder .'' 


CHAPTER  IX. 


Fearless,  the  Indian  hunter  roams  the  forests  round, 
When  daisies  deck,  or  drifting  snows  conceal  the  gronndu  / 


V 


t 
On  the  following  morning,  Strickland  determiiKid  to  ;^ 

visit  Captain  Graham,  to  acquaint  him  with  the  ill'  ^ 

success  of  his  mission,  and  return  him  thanks  for  the  ,^ 

loan  of  his  boat.     On  mounting  the  gangway  of  ^^lie  ^ 

Venus,  he  was  welcomed  by  his  rough  friendly  vm4»f  ^ 

with,  "  What  cheer,  what  cheer,  my  hearty  ?"    " AlaiiT. j| 

rqilied  Strickland,  ''  I  am  returned  from  an  ansae.  ^,j, 

cessful  cruise."    Then  descending  with  him  to'^)^ 

cabin,  he  related  the  particulars  of  his  trip  to  Baie  \^ 

Island,  and,  in  conclusion,  added,  *'  Nom,  GraUaiii,  ^ 

what  have  I  io  detain  me  here?  While  there  was  IQff  kg 

hopes  of  snatching  poor  Robert  from  that  ruffian.  Ids  n^ 

uncle,  or  any  other  occupation  to  exercise  my  adiW  \\, 

mind,  I  was  comparatively  happy,  but  nam m  1^ 

short,  Graham,  I  propose  this  to  be  a  farewell  visit;  i; 

a  visit  of  duty  as  well  as  of  friendship,  for  how  ciMii  i^ 

I  quit  Quebec  without  taking  leave  of  my  kind  shi]^  ; 

mate?"    ''  Come,  come!  belay  that : — ^pall thei'e,"  si^d 

Graham,  ^' don't  carry  more  sail  than  ballast  ;*  isMll 

though  I  believe  myself  that  Quebec  is  the  last  plsl^ 

Long  Tom  would  choose  to  hring-to  in,  yet  1  iHta 
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persuaded  'tis  tlie  odIj  place  where  you  are  likely  to 
lear  news  of  him.  Bring  Mr.  Barnard  on  board  to- 
morrow to  dine  with  me,  and  consent  to  remain  here 
I  week  longer ;  you  at  least  can  have  no  caase  for 
baste,  Strickland,  for  you  are  much  more  likely  to 
succeed  in  your  errand  by  remaining  here,  even  for 
months,  than  to  ramble  further,  as  this  place,  you 
most  be  aware,  is  the  centre  of  trade,  chief  place  of 
resort,  and  consequently  the  best  place  in  British 
America  to  acquire  information  about  whaf  s  going  on 
every  where  else." 

Half  convinced  by  his  arguments,  but  more  soft- 
aned  by  his  kindness,  our  hero  promised  to  accede 
to  his  request,  and  also  to  endeavour  to  prevail  on 
Ifr.  Barnard.    On  returning  on  shore,  near  the  hour 
if  dinner,  Strickland  found  the  latter  agitated  and 
ill,    but   making  preparation   to   depart   for  Three 
Bivers  (ninety  miles)  in  a  schooner,  bound  thither 
E|pr  wheat,  and  to  sail  on  the  following  morning.    Our 
bsia  extended  to  him  the  hand  of  genuine  friendship 
and  sympathy,  and,  drawing  him  to  a  seat,  the  two 
Briends  sat  down.    After  a  short  pause — a  painful 
pause  to  both,  he  said,  "  Perhaps,  Mr.  Barnard,  you 
tfaink  I  presume  too  much  on  the  little  services  I  have 
endeavoured  to  render  you,  when  I  thus  offer  my  un- 
asked advice.     But  I  feel  we  are  about  to  part,  to 
part,  perhaps,  for  ever.    I  have  one  favour  to  ask  of 
lOu/'     *'  Name  it,  name  it,"  eagerly  responded  Mr. 
B.    *'  That  you  will  remain  here  with  me  a  week ;  I 
have  promised  Captain  Graham  to  remain  that  time, 
il  the  expiration  of  which,  should  nothing  happen  to 
Under  me,  I  will  accompany  you  as  far  as  Montreal." 
"Enough,  Sir!  to  such  a  friend  I  cannot  deny  any 
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thing,  nor  have  I  forgotten  the  kindness  of  Gapt.  6."  «: 
**  I  have  taken  the  liberty  to  promise  too,^  said  Striek*  ^ 
land,  **  that  yon  will  go  with  me  on  board  to  dine  } 
with  him  to-morrow."  "  I  will  go/'  replied  Bdmard,  « 
'' though  the  ship  will  forcibly  call  to  my  remenf-  ; 
brance  my  lost  boy.  I  will  again  sit  upon  the  saine  i 
gun,  where  yon  sat  with  him,  when  yon  kindly  in-  ? 
stmcted  him ;  go  below  to  his  berth,  and  again  sate  ; 
my  eyes  with  a  sight  of  the  place  where  your  atten^  ] 
tions  restored  him  to  life.  Talk  not  o(  parting  ^m  ^ 
me,  Strickland ;  I  will  go  where  you  go — stay  where  ; 
you  stay — I  knew  not  what  I  was  doing,  nor  knoir  .^ 
what  I  am  saying.  I  am  an  undone,  lost,  nuseraMe  i 
father!"  :^ 

O^r  hero  having  alUowed  him  time  to  resume  Ita  ^ 
fortitude,  remonstrated  with  him  in  a  friendly  tone,  ob  ^ 
the  folly,  not  to  say,  ingratitude,  of  giving  Way  ti  ^ 
despair.     **  Compare  your  situation  but  for  a  moment  .^ 
with  mvne^^  said  he,  **  without  at  all  glancing  at  fM  t^ 
difference  existing  between  us  in  point  of  fbrtun^  i;. 
Your  wife  sleeps  silently  in  the  tomb  of  her  ances-  \^ 
tors,  to  which  she  descended  in  virtue,  and  with  t  ^ 
joyful  hope  of  a  resurrection  to  an  endless  life.    Ten  ^ 
followed  her  bier;  wept  over,  and  paid  the  last  stf  '|[ 
duty  to  her  cold  remains ;  while  mine — while  mine-^  i^ 
Oh,  Barnard  ■   ■         You  have  had  ever  since  a  child^  ., 
(happiness  that  Jam  denied,)  an  amiable  danghteilio  { 
supply  her  mother's  place.    And  though  you  have  lost  y 
your  son,  you  have  fortunately  traced  him  out  to 
within  a  few  miles  of  this  place ;  and  he  whom  jcm 
once  feared  was  dead,  or  snatched  for  ever  far  frdlfc 
your  reachp  is  now,  without  doubt,  witinn  a  huiMfaed 
miles  of  you — perhaps  a  tenant  of  this  very  street ; 
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whUe  my  child,  my  only  boy,  was  snatched  from  me 
ohis  infancy,  and  is  either  dead — or  Buffering  unheard 
if  miseries^  which  I  am  denied  the  felicity  to  allevi- 
ite.  Clieer  up  then,  friend!  yowr^s  is  an  enviable 
itaation  ;  but  ten  days  ago  you  knew  not  that  your 
child  even  lived,  you  now  know  that  he  is  well,  and 
have  every  chance  of  speedily  recovering  him.  Do 
not  then,  I  entreat  you,  be  more  miserable  now  than 
yoa  were  lAen." 

With  such  arg^uments  as  these,  Strickland  suc- 
ceeded in  restoring  Mr.  Barnard's  mind  to  peace; 
md,  on  the  following  day,  the  hour  of  dinner  witness- 
ed the  two  friends  in  the  cabin  of  the  Venus.  The 
table  groaned  under  the  weight  of  good  cheer,  two 
other  captains  partook  of  the  festivity.  The  cloth  was 
DO  sooner  removed  than  a  plentiful  desert  of  straw- 
berries, raisins,  nuts.  Sec.  decked  the  festive  board, 
which  the  guests,  in  imitation  of  their  bottle-loving 
host,  washed  down  with  copious  draughts  of  exhilarat- 
ing port. 

**  Now,  Mr.  Barnard,"  observed  Graham,  "  my 
two  brother  captains  and  myself  have  formed  a  re- 
tcAution  to  go  a  gypsying  next  Sunday,  in  the  woods 
ahoQt  Point  Levi.  I  know  Strickland  will  accom- 
pany US ;  you  must  agree  to  go  too,  Sir;  and  look  ye, 
aoonr  up  your  fowling  pieces,  we  intend  to  let  you 
(Mr.  Barnard)  in  for  another  bowl  of  punch."  To  this 
pioposition  Messrs.  Barnard  and  Strickland  agreed. 

In  the  evening,  the  wind  blowing  rather  fresh,  and 
our  hero  foreseeing  that  a  much  longer  stay  (thanks  to 
Graham's  wine)  would  effectually  prevent  their  land- 
ing that  night,  by  dint  of  great  importunity,  prevailed 
on  the  party  to  permit  him  and  his  friend  to  land.   On 
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calling  for  Peter  and  Quimbo  (who  were  now  swoni 
brothers)  Strickland  discovered  that  they  were  already 
more  than  *  half  seas  over.'    The  two  friends  were 
consequently  compelled  to  leave  them  behind.     After 
a  comfortable  supper  at  their  lodgings,  Strickland  at>^ 
plied  to  Mr.  Clark  for  another  part  of  the  cabin-boy'g:' 
narrative,  but  which,  owing  to  the  absence  of  James, 
on  a  visit  to  Loretto,  he  was  for  the  present  unable  to* 
obtain.    The  remainder  of  the  evening  he  therefor^' 
spent  in  conversation  with  Mr.  Clark.     ''  This  coun^ 
try,"  said  the  latter,  "  is  said  to  have  been  first  dis-^' 
covered  by  Cabot,  an  Italian,  who  was  sent  on  discovery"  ; 
by  Henry  the  Vllth. 

"In  1523,  Francis  the  First  sent  out  some  ships,  > 
under  the  command  of  Verozina,  a  Florentine,  whd  ^ 
explored  the  coasts  of  the  gulf  of  St.  Lawrence,  aof '  ^ 
corrected  a  map  of  the  coast,  which  had  been  printel''  i. 
in  France.  Verozina  also  made  two  other  trips,  andP'  ^ 
in  the  last,  in  1534,  was  accompanied  by  Jacques'  >; 
Cartier,  a  skilful  and  enterprising  navigator,  born  at  i^! 
St.  Maloes.  Cartier  penetrated  as  far  as  the  place  ^ 
now  called  Montreal,  and  was  kindly  received  by  tbe^  -^ 
Indians.  On  his  return  to  France,  he  was  coolly  re-^  ^ 
ceived  by  the  King,  who  had  expected  to  hear  that'  ^ 
the  country  abounded  with  gold  or  silver  mines. '  ^^ 
Notwithstanding  this  disappointment  experienced  Ey  ^ 
the  French  court — ^in  1540,  Roberval  was  appointed  \^ 
viceroy  of  Canada,  and  Cartier  sailed  with  him  a^'  ^ 
pilot ;  they  built  a  fort  in  the  Gulf  of  St.  Lawrence.  ^ 
In  1600»  Chauvin  was  intrusted  with  a  commissiofty'  ^ 
granting  him  exclusive  privileges  in  all  discoveries  to '  ^ 
might  make  in  the  new  country.  In  1606,  QaebeO  , 
was  founded  by  Samuel  Champlain ;  and  one  ofithe' 
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Sir,  the  Canadians  have,  on  all  occasions^  proved   t 
gratefnl."  ;: 

Our  hero,  after  thanking  Mr.  Clark,  retired  i 
early  to  rest,  and  little  occurred,  during  the  interval,  \\ 
to  Sunday:  by  eleven  on  that  forenoon,  he,  Mr.  j 
Barnard,  and  the  other  three  Captains  were  snnglj  -^ 
seated — '  in  church?'  I  think  I  hear  you  ask,  no,  no;  ^ 
— but  embarked  from  the  Cul-de-sac  in  the  skiff  cf  ^ 
the  Venus,  and  half-way  across  to  Point  Levi.  Thi  ^i 
boat  skimmed  over  the  St.  Lawrence  with  grace  aid  i^ 
expedition,  and,  in  a  short  time,  the  party  landed  ll  ^, 
Point  Levi.  Here  they  found  about  forty  Indian^  ill 
including  women  and  children,  in  four  little  hats  or  ^, 
tents,  formed  by  placing  several  poles  pyramidicall^»  )l, 
over  which  were  placed  large  pieces  of  bark  and  bias-  ^' 
kets.  "  Their  fires,"  said  Graham,  **  are,  yoa  d^  | 
serve,  during  the  summer  reason,  at  some  short  Hih  }^ 
tance  from  their  wigwams,"  (tents).  Resolving  i9)^ 
soften  their  hearts  with  '  a  drap  of  a  dram,'  the  M  ^^ 
tar  broke  the  ice  of  cold  civility,  by  presenting  thai  L 
with  a  bottle  of  rum.  This  soon  set  the  toommii  \ 
tongues  a  wagging,  nor  were  the  men  long  ere  they  j^ 
joined  them.  In  the  first  wigwam  sat  two  eldoly  i;^ 
squaws  (Indian  women,)  making  moggassins,  or  sboei  li 
of  deer  shin,  which  are  commonly  worn  by  the  Caoa-  j^ 
dians  in  winter ;  they  also  exhibited  mittens,  made  d  '^ 
the  skins  of  various  wild  animals,  tastefully  oiaa-  ^ 
mented  on  the  back  vnth  fancy-work  of  glowing  oo*  ^ 
lours;  the  substitute  for  thread  or  floss  silk,  b^g  th^  ^ 
hair  of  the  mane  of  the  Canadian  elk,  or  orignoL  w 
which  takes  a  fine  permanent  dye.  One  stoat  lad,  ig 
of  at  least  fifteen,  in  a  state  of  nudity,  was  mak*  ■ 
ing  hat  boxes  and  dishes  of  bark.    The  material  u 
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obtained  by  climbing  to  the  top  of  a  large  tree,  cut- 
tiog  round  the  bark,  laying  hold  af  the  part  cut,  (as  a 
support,)  and,  by  tbeir  descent,  stripping  the  tree 
from  tup  to  bottom.  Their  bark  canoes  are  so  ex- 
ceedingly light,  that  one  man  may  carry,  with  ease, 
one  of  sufficiont  dimensions  to  coutalo  eight  persons. 

Thb  greatly  facilitates  the  migration  of  the  Indians 
&OIB  one  part  to  another,  iu  a  country  like  Canada, 
abonndiog  with  vast  lakes  and  rivera,  and  generally 
destitute  of  roads.  When  they  come  to  what  is  called 
&  portage,  or  carrying-place,  that  is,  to  a  water-fall, 
rapid,  or  other  impediment  to  their  navigation,  they 
disembark,  and  while  one  or  two  of  the  men  are  em- 
ployed carrying  the  canoe,  the  others  with  the  women 
and  children,  transport  their  baggage,  cooking  aten- 
sils,  &c. ;  when  they  have  pEissed  all  dangers  and 
nbglructions,  tbey  re-launch  their  caDoe,  atidcontiDue 
their  voyage :  in  a  long  journey,  not  unfrequently 
crossing  a  considerable  portion  of  land,  and  finishing 
the  passage  in  one  river  which  they  had  begun  in  an- 
«ther. 

Strickland  also  learned  from  them,  that  there  are 
two  or  three  villages  iu  Lower  Canada,  inhabited  en- 
tirely by  Indians  ;  the  greater  part  of  whom  profess 
lite  Romish  faith,  have  acquired  the  French  lan- 
^age,  attend  church  regularly,  and  seem  to  be  almost 
a  much  civilized  as  the  Canadians  of  European  ex- 
tractiMi.  Though  the  greater  part  of  them  have  no 
!iettled  place  of  abode,  but  wander  about  the  country 
like  gypsies,  occupying  themselves  chiefly  in  fishing 
and  banting,  and  subsisting  on  what  they  thus  take, 
and  upon  roots  and  wild  berries.  They  barter  the 
skins  of  tbeir  prey,  with  the  Canadian  and  British 
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merchants,  for  the  produce  of  the  Qtbon  tbreci  qfmttesm    [ 

of  Ui0  glob^K    They  ha^/e  ac({iiiredi  die  use:  q£  fife*,   i 

arm$9  and  mmf  o£  the  most  saccessf^l  buDt^rs;  have.   | 

amas8€;d  con^ideuable  wealtbw.  The  squaars^weai:  short  ^ 

gown3  of  €ariutm;e  csiicQ^  and  gaiters  ofi  oloth  otlea-   ^ 

thei^  reaching  above  knee»  aodiappeariug  Uhe^toeween;'   3 

the  whole surwouDted  by  alarge  Uaofcet  onsiiiiare  piece    ^ 

of  blue  cloth  tbrowi  carelesslji;  over  tfieir  abQuldcas^aiidl  , 

secured  at  the  iie^  with  a*  sfcewear ;  they  also  waut 

men's  beaver  hats,  ornamented  with  geld  or.  sibper  . 

tinsel,  and  ^me  with  the  feathers  of  birdsu    Wheik  , 

travelling  a-fqpt,  they  tie  theij;  infants,  to  a.  flat  boards  . 

which  they  suspend  behind  them»  the  child^  loekh'  ^ 

ing  towards  one  point,  while  its  parent  13  walkiogi  \: 

towaxis  another.    Their  children  are  accns^timieditoi  L 

the  water  from  their  infancy,  and;  at  an-  earlj  age^  ^ 

become  expert^  sivimm^ns.    When  the  sqiiawa  gf^ »  ^ 

fishing,  and  wish  not  to  be  encumbered,  with  tiiein'l 

helpless,  offspring,  they  dig  a  hole  in  the>  sand,  aodi  [^ 

bury  the  child  upto  its  arinpits,  leaving  the  head aai  ^ 

arms  only  at  liberty ;  an  effectual  method  (thongbl  !| 

StricUand,  if  true^)  to  prevent  them  from  sustaining  ^ 

injuries  by  falls,  and  from. running  away.  j, 

Our  h€^Q>  with  the  party,  stood  talking  with  9aA  s 

observing  the  Indians,  a.  considerable  time,  mdeit  i, 

while  they  emptied  a  second  bottle  of  rum^  and  migliti  ; 

have  continued  longer,  but  for  their:  running  with  , 

their,  canoes,  to  the  ^ver  and  preparing  to  embadt 

Strickland  was  astonished  to  observe,  with  what  oosir* 

rage  and  alacrity,  the  children  jumped,  in,  laden  witb 

their  little  property,  and  stood'  for  some,  numienlst 

weighing  the  advantages  enjoyed  by  a; wild,  free  bi* 

dian^  abqve  those,  possessed  by  the  natives  of.  dwiVauk 
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ifates.  The  principal  fi^re  before  him  was  a  mas 
ipparently  aboat  thirty  years  of  agp,  of  a  fine  open 
Tosstenaiice,  bright  olive  camplexion.  loa^  black 
lair,  witb  scarcely  any  beard,  bnt  possessing  jet 
)law;k  eyes,  sparkling  with  fire  and  intelligence.  H« 
aia^ty  jamped  into  one  of  the  canoes,  and  waving;  his 
tawny  hand  in  token  of  friendship,  departed  with  t^ 
other  three  for  Quebec.  After  this,  oar  party  pap- 
took  of  a  cold  collation,  and  meedog  but  with  iodif- 
ferent  success  at  shooting,  after  once  more  letting 
Mr.  Barnard  in  for  a  bowl  of  punch,  they  repaired 
an  board  to  tea;  and  here  our  two  friends  decided 
upon  leaving  Quebec  in  the  middle  of  the  week,  and 
invited  Captain  Graham  and  his  friends  to  spend  the 
following  evening  with  them  at  Mr.  Clark's.  On 
landing,  to  Strickland's  satisfaction,  James  had  re- 
turned,  and  then  placed  in  his  hand  another  portion 
of  the  cabin-boy's  narrative,  which  he  determined  to 
perose  ere  he  slept. 

JWany  of  my  readers  may  feel  surprised  that  I  have 
"ol  yet  made  any  allusion  to  the  war  now  carrying 
in  with  such  activity  between  Great  Britain  and  the 
United  States  of  America.  But  feeling  persuaded 
tbat  I  have  sufficient  matter,  indeed  more  perhaps 
iban  can  be  contained  within  the  compass  to  which  I 
Uve  limited  myself  in  this  work,  I  have  hitherto 
purposely  avoided  taking  any  notice  of  the  sahject; 
ind,  I  trust,  I  shall  be  the  more  readily  excused  for 
'he  adoption  of  this  line  of  conduct,  when  the  intelli- 
^nt  reader  calls  to  mind,  that  the  military/  opera- 
tions of  the  contending  powers,  as  far  as  it  regards 
Canada,  were  at  this  time  exclusively  confined  to  the 
frontiers  of  Upper  Canada ;  and  the  naval  to  Lake 
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Ontario*  It  may,  of  course,  be  readily  imagiiied, 
that  the  usual  bustle  attending  the  disembarkation  of 
troops  from  Europe,  and  the  preparation  and  for* 
warding  of  stores  towards  the  scene  of  action^  throiq;h 
the  medium  of  the  St.  Lawrence,  created  no  ordinary 
degree  of  bustle  and  excitement  in  Quebec.  I  judged 
it  advisable  to  say  thus  much  on  the  subject,  and  sbaU 
for  the  present,  proceed  with  the  matters  more  imme^ 
diately  under  consideration. 


h 

CHAPTER  X.  ^ 


To  distant  lands  by  Fortune  I  am  led. 
Compelled  to  roam,  to  seek  my  daily  bread. 


(  Contintiation  of  the  cabin-boy's  narrative.)      i,, 

In  a  few  days  we  took  in  ballast,  and  sailed;  dl^r^ 
parting  from  my  family  was  truly  painful;    I  hdr 
never  before  quitted  our  domestic  hearth,  except iB  ^^ 
company  with  my  step-father,  and  then  only  sailed  ai.  ^ 
a  passenger.    I  was  now  embarked  in  a  new  capaci^i  r^ 
entirely  at  the  mercy  of  strangers,  subjected  to  thOF  ^ 
caprice,  and  doomed  to  the  most  servile  offices ;  not  ^ 
only  exposed  to  the  natural  dangers  of  the  ocean,  hot  ^ 
also  to  the  probability  of  falling  into  the  hands  of  our  r 
common  enemies,  the  French.    But,  to  counterbft' |* 
lance  these  difficulties  and  dangers,  the  overrplifig  '^ 
hand  of  Providence  had  provided  me  with  an  excel-  ^ 
lent  master,  who,  compassionating  my  youth  and  in*  -. 
experience,  laid  not  on  me  burdens  too  heavy  tabetf. 
It  was  the   beginning  of  March,  1808,  when  we 
sailed,  six  other  vessels  were  in  company  with  us* 
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aod  all  under  convoy  of  the  Thnnder  bomb.  After  a 
pleasant  passage  we  reached  Gottenburgh,  and  as  1 
became  more  and  more  acquaioted  with  the  duties  of 
my  situation,  and  industriously  studied  to  give  satis- 
faction, so  was  I  glad  to  find  an  increase  of  good-will 
towards  me  on  the  part  of  the  Captain,  who  being 
himself  the  father  of  a  family,  felt  for  the  iufinnities 
of  a  child. 

I  was  surprised,  during  our  stay  here,  by  the 
suddeo  alteration  in  the  face  of  nature.  On  oar 
arrival,  the  whole  country  was  covered  with  a  sheet 
of  brilliant  snow,  yet,  in  less  than  a  fortnight,  every 
thing  looked  green  and  smiling,  the  flowers  gratefully 
expanding  their  beauties,  and  the  birds  distending 
their  little  throats  to  welcome  returning  spring. 
This  is  a  large  town,  and,  next  to  Stockholm,  reputed 
to  be  the  greatest  commercial  port  in  the  kingdom ; 
it  drives  a  great  trade  in  timber  and  iron,  and  nume- 
rous saw-mills  are  erected  on  the  banks  of  the  river. 
The  Swedes  (according  to  the  opinion  of  Captain  H.) 
are  geoerally  of  a  smaller  stature  than  the  English, 
of  fairer  complexion,  and  in  their  manners  more  re- 
sembling the  Dutch  than  any  other  nation. 

I  arrived  home  in  safety  in  the  beginning  of  April, 
and  having  been  apprized  that  the  other  owner  of  the 
ship  purposed  paying  her  a  visit,  I  had  my  cabin  in 
such  order  as  called  forth  his  warmest  commenda- 
tions; he  presented  me  at  the  same  time  a  more 
tolid  proof  of  his  satisfaction  in  the  shape  of  a  one 
pound  note.  I  had  never  before  been  master  of  so 
much  wealth,  and  was  in  want  of  several  things ;  yet 
aAer  many  arguments,  pro  and  eon,  as  to  what  I 
shonld  do  with  it, — I  finally  resolved  to  present  it  to  my 
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motk^,  to  ib»t  mHher  vho  bad  hmn  «t  jbo  lOMif  ^ 
pounds'  <exp€iiae«  and  vfao  liad  spent  f»  mmiy  Jmio  ^ 
of  ttuuety  for  ase.  Lt  was  the  firat-finaits  of  fay  mm^  i^^ 
ings,  ftody  thoagh  near  a  twelFeHBaonJii  faai  iUMi  , 
elapsed^  I  oftoi  ceAeot  wiffa  pleasure  on  my  hamng  .^ 
dedicated  it  to  so  pious  a  purpose.  Aias !  homwm^  ,. 
youths  aie  there  in  our  ^ast  metropolis*  ^Ung  Imm^  .^ 
tive  situations,  and  connected  \nth  indigent  iP<itortiy%  ^ 
b«t  how  cojnpacatiYdy  few,  I  fear,  ore  th^ae  wk  ..^ 
think  it  their  duly  to  assist  them.  -  ^ 

[Edward's  smster  h^g  compelled  to  remain  «i^, 
shore,  through  a  disease  he  had  contracted  at  GtnUf^if  .l 
horgfa,  he  thus  regrets  his  misfortuae  and  absence:]  ,.;. 

Had  be  been  a  father  or  tibrotisr^  I  cMdd  mil 
b^e  more  lamented  his  misfortune ;  bmt  it  as  haidii  jy 
say  wb^thcir  surprise  ar  pity  most  predominated  inwf^ 
heart.  I  Uii  astonished  that  a  man  seeming  to  pos^  k^ 
s$iss  (in  erery  #tbi^  neapeet)  the  best  of  prineqilei^  j^ 
aod  the  most  amiable  of  dispositions,  «hoiikl  pmva  m  jg 
fatthless  to  a  confiding  wife.  Ok,  Phmdmice  I  ^ivbea  L 
I  coiBMsiderof  what  a  frail  composition  is  man,  I  trmih  \ 
ble  for  my  future  conduct.  \^ 

[Soon  after  this,  be  sailed  to  Blythe,  and  TBtmaad  ^ 
to  Zioudon  about  May  9di,  after  having  been  drives  l^ 
into  Yarmouth  Roads  by  the  most  violent  storm  be  4^ 
bsii  ever  experienced.  Mi^  16th  he  sailed  agiBBi  y 
with  the  new  captain,  to  SUelds,  where  the  vesiel  ^ 
took  in  a  cargoof  coals  for  Guernsey;  on  their  way<i  k- 
whicfa  port  she  ran  great  risk  of  being  captured  by  t  r 
French  privateer.] 

My  late  master.  Captain  H.,  in  consid^ratum  d 
my  youth,  and  knowing  that  I  had  once  been  sufajeet 
to  fits,  never  required  me  to  go  abft ;  but  omr  pvesent 
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Optain  regularly  sent  me  wp  with  the  two  appren- 
iiL's,  to  loose  and  furl  the  mi zen topsail ;  but  though 
partial  to  the  sea,  and  not  devoid  (I  tmst)  of  natural 
courage,  my  nerves  were  so  weak  as  to  lay  me 
under  the  apprehension  (when  aloft)  of  falling  either 
dcTwn  opon  the  deck — or  overboard,  consequently  the 
chief  part  of  my  occupation  when  there,  was  to  hold 
_frul.  I  did  not,  like  Patrick  O'Neal,  'let  go  with 
my  hands  to  hold  fast  with  my  feel.'  No,  no, — 
no  moukey  ever  clnng  lighter  to  the  branch  of  a 
tree,  than  I  to  the  mizen  topsail  yard  of  the  old 
Good  Intent.  Whether  my  present  master  was 
vexed  to  find  that  I  regretted  the  loss  of  my  former 
one,  or  ■wtat  else  was  the  cause,  I  cannot  decide ; 
but  this  I  know,  he  treated  me  with  increasing  un- 
kinduess,  and  finding  that  I  was  likely  to  be  of  less 
and  less  service,  the  higher  I  mounted  from  the  deck, 
was  resolved  that  I  should  devote  a  part  of  my  time 
Mmc,  to,  iadeed,  a  less  dangerous,  bnt  infinitely 
more  laborious  task,  that  of  turning  a  large  grind- 
stone. I  ardently  longed  to  reach  Guernsey,  as  we 
had  experienced  contrary  winds  while  heating  up  the 
•Swinn,  anchoring  and  weighing  at  every  turn  of  the 
I  dde,  both  night  and  day,  and  I  soon  discovered  that 
I  I  Ind  less  time  to  devote  to  rest  than  any  individual 
in  the  sfcip.  Occupied  as  I  was  all  day  attending  to  my 
doties,  I  had  also  to  keep  watch  by  night,  white  the 
rest  of  tbe  crew  tamed  in  during  a  part  of  the  day. 
To  make  matters  worse,  cookee  was  fond  of  moisten- 
ing his  clay  with  frequent  drams  of  '  full  proof.'  It 
was  his  duly,  in  conjunction  with  myself  and  the 
youngest  apprentice,  to  hold  on  tbe  ji^er  aod  coil 
the  cable ;  od  one  Of  tiieae  occBsioni,  bis  head  was 
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SO  oyerburdened  with  what  he  called  a  '  drap  of  Ad  ' 
cratur/  that  he  was  unable  to  perform  his  part  of  ' 
the  duty;  it  was  bIo\dng  fresh»  and  dark  as  pitch/  < 
and  myself  and  the  other  boy  not  having  strength 
enough  to  hold  on»  when  the  anchor  was  just  a-peak,  ^ 
the  fall  of  the  jigger  jerked  out  of  our  hands^ — sevend  ' 
fathoms  of  cable  ran  out,  and,  by  the  suddenness  of  ^ 
the  accident,  many  of  our  men  at  the  windlass  were  ^ 
thrown  on  their  backs.  For  this  want  of  strength  * 
(as  I  am  sure  I  exerted  all  mine)  poor  George  and  I  * 
were  well  rope's-ended,  and  I  could  not  help  fancying:  > 
that  I  came  in  for  more  than  my  proper  share  of  the  ^: 
allowance.  ^ 

We  joined  convoy  at  Spithead,  and  sailed  from  '^ 
there  on  the  29th,  with  a  fleet  bound  to  the  southward  -^ 
and  westward,  ^ 

On  the  23rd9  we  came  in  sight  of  Guemsey,  tbt  *- 
Commodore  proceeding  onwards  with  the  fleet,  ia  ^ 
the  direction  of  the  Bay  of  Biscay.  Here  the  wind  y 
blew  so  violently,  accompanied  with  so  tremendous  ft  ^ 
sea,  that  it  was  \rith  great  difficulty  we  obtained  i  ^ 
pilot.  We  were  hurried  through  a  narrow  channd  ■ 
with  great  velocity,  by  the  combined  influence  of  wind  ^ 
and  tide ;  the  bleak  and  barren  rocks  on  each  handi  * 
over  which  the  surge  dashed  with  impetuous  fiiryi  )> 
presented  a  formidable  aspect  to  a  young  sailor.  The  • 
least  mismanagement  of  the  helm  would  have  caused  ■ 
instant  destruction,  as  we  passed  near  enough  to  soma  - 
of  the  craggy  rocks  to  have  thrown  a  bbcuit  on  them. 
The  pilot  severely  censured  the  Captain  for  venturing  } 
into  so  dangerous  a  channel  so  unseasonably,  fearing  • 
that  we  should  reach  the  mouth  of  the  pier  ere  there  < 
l^ould  be  sufficient  water  to  take  us  in ;  but  this  we 
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were  now  compelled  to  risk,  for  the  passage  once  en- 
tered»  with  such  a  wind  and  a  flood-tide^  retreat  is 
impossible.  On  arriving  within  a  few  yards  of  the 
BMrath  of  the  harbour,  the  pilot  ordered  the  foretop- 
mast-staysail  to  be  hauled  down,  when  the  ship,  steer- 
ing wildly,  took  a  weather  yaw,  and  ran  her  jib-boom 
into  the  main  shrouds  of  a  Tessel  lying  just  within  the 
pier: — ^fortunately  we  at  the  same  moment  grounded, 
or  great  damage  to  both  Tessels  must  have  ensued. 

At  high-water  we  warped  up  the  harbour,  but  owing 
to  its  crowded  state  we  could  not  get  a  berth  nearer 
to  the  quay  than  as  third  vessel,  but  even  for  this  we 
had  reason  to  be  thankful,  as  the  storm  raged  vFithout, 
iuring  the  night,  with  increasing  fury. 

Our  cargo  being  shipped  on  Grovemment  account, 
and  the  ship  probably  hired  by  the  month,  no  exer- 
tioDs  were  made  by  the  Captain  to  expedite  our  de- 
parture ;  the  coals,  measured  out  by  the  sack,  were 
carried  over  the  other  two  vessels  to  the  shore.  The 
rq^ations  of  the  port,  prohibiting  all  vessels  from 
lighting  fires  aboard  while  there,  compelled  us  to  take 
our  cook-house  on  shore ;  and  cookee,  from  his  vicinity 
to  French  brandy,  which  he  observed  was  at  a  "  come- 
at-able  price,"  was  so  frequently  indisposed,  that  /  was 
appointed  cook,  as  well  as  compelled  to  do  the  duty 
of  cabin-boy,  and  all  for  the  same  wages,  or  rather  for 
Bof  wages ;  think  of  this  on  quarter-day,  ye  sinecurists ! 
I  felt  much  hurt  at  being  thus  appointed  to  an  office, 
for  which  I  had  neither  strength  nor  ability,  but  I 
may  perhaps  partly  attribute  the  Captain's  unkindness 
to  my  having  indiscreetly  discovered  to  the  mate,  that 
I  knew  more  of  the  theory  of  navigation  than  either 
he  or  the  Captain.    It  is  inconceivable  to  myself  how 
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I  was  eaabled  to  perform  the  laboriooB  duties  impoui  -., 
on  me  in  this  pliice;  perhaps  I  may  attribute  sone 
part  of  my  strength  to  '  wine,  mighty  wine,'  whicb 
was  eo  extremely  cheap,  that  with  the  help  of  a  trifle 
I  had  brought  with  me  from  home,  I  was  enabled  to 
procure  a  little  every  day.  I  had  not  been  here  more  ^ 
than  a  week,  when  uo  criminal  desired  more  to  escape  ^ 
from  the  gallies  than  I  to  leave  the  Good  Intent ;  the 
fatigues  I  underwent  may  be  readily  judged,  from  the 
circumstance  of  my  having  to  bring  the  fresh  water  in 
pails  from  the  town,  to  cook  the  ship's  provisions  OD 
the  quay;  and  to  carry  on  board,  over  the  other  two 
ships,  large  wooden  bowls  of  boiling  soup,  with  plat- 
ters of  beef,  pudding,  and  potatoes.  Owing  to  tht 
great  rise  and  fall  of  the  tide  (thus  loaded)  I  had 
sometimes  to  traverse  a  plank  from  the  shore  to  u 
ship's  shrouds,  and  descend  by  the  rattlings  to  hei 
deck ;  and  at  others,  to  mount  her  aide.  On  one  of 
these  occasions  1  slipped  overboard,  {recollect,  gentle- 
man-tike, I  never  drank  wine  till  after  dinner)  with 
part  of  the  dinner  in  my  hands.  I  was  fished  out. 
(but  that,  I  presume,  you  might  have  guessed,)  half 
drowned,  and  then  put  to  bed.  'Twas  (^n  that  1 
began  to  reflect  more  intensely  about  my  poor  mother; 
could  she  have  seen  the  state  to  which  her  child  was 
reduced,  how  would  the  sight  have  grieved  her  affec- 
tionate heart,  but  thank  heaven !  the  painful  scene  was 
kindly  hid  from  her  eyes. 

The  next  day,  my  master  so  far  relented  as  to  ap- 
point one  of  the  men  to  carry  the  dinner  on  board,  al 
the  same  time  presenting  me  with  five  shillings,  and 
remarking,  that  as  I  felt  myself  too  weak  to  take  the 
dinner  on  board,  I  was  to  blame  for  not  having  said 
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SO  before.  But  I  had  too  recently  been  flog^ 
der  the  imputation  of  laziness  (when  holding  on  the 
Jigger)  to  plead  weakness,  and  would  have  submit- 
ted to  much  more,  rather  than  ask  a  favour  at  the 
bands  of  a  man  to  whom  I  had  conceived  an  in- 
sunDOUDtahle  aversion.  Had  I  been  less  opinionated, 
QQd  more  bumble  minded~had  I  striven  to  conciliatp 
his  favour,  by  those  thousand  little  attentions,  so  en- 
Ifagiug  in  youth,  'tis  probable  he  wonid  have  made 
my  sitaation  ranch  more  supportable  than  I  found  it. 
That  I  communicated  to  him  my  opinions  of  bis  con- 
duct more  freely  than  perhaps  I  ought  to  have  done 
(leeing  that  he  was  my  master^  may  be  inferred  from 
a  conversation  I  well  recollect  having  had  with  him  a 
few  nights  after  the  accident ;  I  was  looking  over  a 
chart  of  the  channel  to  discover  the  distance  from 
Gnerosey  to  France,  and  had  just  placed  my  linger  on 
Cape  La  Hogne,  when  he  entered  the  cabin,  rather 
nellow ;  and,  on  snch  occasions,  he  being  more  friendly 
and  communicative  than  when  sober,  he  asked  me  who 
bad  instrncted  me  in  navigation ;  having  given  him 
satisfactory  information  on  that  point,  he  said  that  he 
had  a  sou  of  his  own,  intended  for  the  sea,  but  that  he 
was  not  yet  quite  old  enough.  I  then  took  the  liberty, 
while  pulling  off  his  boots,  to  inquire  his  age ;  his 
answer  was,  "He  is  scarce  thirteen,"  "Oh,  Sir," 
replied  I,  "  if  J  was  but  thirteen,  I  think  I  should  be 
able  lo  perform  all  you  desire  of  me,  and  to  your  sa- 
tisfaction :"  and  feeling  somewhat  softened,  I  added, 
"  and  would  willingly  do  it  now  was  I  capable,  but  I 
am  not  yet  ten-  Should  you  send  him  to  sea  with  a 
ttrai^r.  Sir,  do  not  let  him  come  to  Guernsey,  lest 
be  should  be  appointed  to  bring  on  board  the  ship's 
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provisions,  and  fall  into  the  sea,  leaving  you  to  mourn 
his  loss,  as  my  poor  mother  would  bave  moamed 
mine  had  I  not  been  fortunately  taken  out  unhuit" 
He  appeared  moved,  squeezed  a  shilling  into  my 
haad,  and  ordered  me  to  bed,  at  the  same  time  mnt< 
tering,  what  I  took  to  be,  "  This  comes  of  making  free 
with  boys ;  he'll  perhaps  next  have  the  impudence  to 
^ve  me  a  lecture  for  coming  aboard  half  drunk ; " 
when,  presently  afterwards,  raising  his  voice,  he  ex- 
claimed, "  I  say,  you  d — d  preaching  cockney,  see 
that  yon  turn  out  in  the  morning  before  six ;  and,  d'ye 
hear!  clean  my  boots,  and  go  ashore  to  boil  the  water 
for  breakfast  "  to  which  I  answered  the  sweet  tem- 
pered lamb,  "Aye,  aye.  Sir!"  I  had,  however,  for 
some  time  afterwards  the  satisfaction  to  find,  that  the 
bint  thus  given  him,  to  do  to  me  as  he  would  have 
others  do  to  his  son,  was  not  entirely  thrown  away 
upon  him,  for  he  contrived  to  make  my  labours  rather 
lighter ;  and,  with  the  money  I  received  from  the 
Captain,  together  with  a  small  present  from  the  mate, 
I  made  myself  afterwards  as  comfortable  as  circum- 
stances would  permit. 

The  majority  of  the  inhabitants  here  speak  French. 
My  mother  when  young  having  been  sent  over  to  a 
convent  at  Antwerp  to  be  educated,  had  also  given 
me  some  instructions  in  that  language;  and  here  I 
found  the  truth  of  the  old  adage.  All  knowledge  is 
useful ;  for,  one  morning  lighting  the  fire  on  the  quay, 
having  rather  overslept  myself,  I  was  upon  my  knees 
converting  my  lungs  into  a  pair  of  bellows,  and  blow- 
ing with  all  my  might  and  main,  when  an  old  gentle- 
man, respectably  clad,  with  a  beautiful  youth  about 
my  own  age,  passed  close  by  me,  and  observed  to  the 
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boy,  (whom  I  afierwaidi  fommi  to  be  kk 
8on,)  "  Ah,  Henri!  legardes  eet  psarTe pedt  gv^os. 
doigncE  de  oes  parent,  coame  il  tniTaille  poar  leai- 
piir  son  devoir;  peiit-4tre  0  est  Boias  heaicax  qae 
▼oos;  peut-^tre  sa  mere  est  mort.'  **  Ma  ame  est 
vinmt,"  I  replied.  The  old  geotleaiaa  then  regardiag 
aie  with  surprise,  said  in  FngBA,  **  What,  joa  speak 
French,  my  little  man  V  Then  drawing  a  stone  close 
to  the  door  of  my  caboooe,  he  sat  down,  taking  his 
grandson  on  his  knee,  at  the  same  time  saying  to  him, 
"  Let  as  have  some  convo'sation  with  this  little  boy. 
I  sallied  out  with  yon  this  morning  with  a  view  to  in- 
vigorate your  body  by  the  wholesome  breezes  of  the 
sea,  firom  him  perhaps  you  may  hear  something  cal- 
culated to  improve  your  mind."  The  youth  gracefully 
bowed  acquiescence;  when,  at  the  old  gentleman's  re- 
quest, I  related  to  him  briefly  the  chief  circumstances 
of  my  life ;  at  the  close  of  which  the  Captain^s  voice 
summoned  me  on  board,  and  with  all  the  politeness  I 
could  muster  (Ettle  enough  I  fear)  I  bade  my  new 
acquaintances  good  morning.  After  this  rencontre 
scarcely  a  day  elapsed,  during  our  stay,  without  my 
receiving  a  visit  from  the  elder  gentleman,  together 
with  a  small  present;  and  every  morning  at  six 
o'clock,  I  was  sure  to  find  little  Henri  on  the  quay, 
ready  to  accompany  me  to  the  town,  and  assist  in 
bringing  down  the  water, 

August  2.  The  two  ships  which  had  laid  between 
as  and  the  quay  having  sailed,  we  hauled  close  along 
side,  and  discharged  the  remainder  of  our  cargo  with 
g^reater  rapidity;  and  on  the  same  night  George  ac- 
quainted me  with  an  expedition  he  had  planned  out, 
to  go  a  little  way  into  the  country,  to  obtain  (I  will 
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not  say  to  steal)  some  apples.  I  need  not  acqutuut 
readers,  that  I  did  not  at  first  set  out  with  a  view 
repreaeat  myself  as  a  model  of  perfection,  and  tl 
fore  may  as  well  frankly  confess,  that  I  needed  btrt' 
little  persuasion  to  induce  me  to  go  with  him.  Pro- 
viding ourselves,  therefore,  with  two  pillow-cases,  off 
we  started  into  the  country,  and  at  the  distance  of  s 
mile  from  the  port,  entered  into  an  orchard,  only  sur- 
rounded by  a  slight  hedge  like  an  English  field  ;  and 
near  midnight  we  returned  on  board,  Uden  with  fruit 
I  deposited  my  share  of  the  plunder  under  my  bed, 
thinking  what  a  pretty  present  they  would  be  to  my 
mother  and  sisters,  knowing,  as  I  did,  that  they  werr 
fond  of — yes,  silly  as  the  remark  may  sound — fond  of 
good  apple  dumplings.  I  had  forgotten  for  the  time, 
the  maxim,  "  he  just  before  you  are  generous." 

On  the  7th  we  were  ready  to  sail,  but  our  Captain 
determined  to  remain  a  day  or  two  longer,  as  the 
coasts  of  the  island  were  infested  by  privateers,  two 
vessels  having  been  recently  captured  by  the  French, 
scarcely  out  of  gunshot  of  the  castle. 

On  the  8th,  while  removing  the  cook-house,  my  old 
friend  came  down  with  his  grandson,  who  brongbt  in 
his  hand  a  handkerchief,  containing,  among  other 
fruit,  fifteen  pomegranates  as  a  present;  the  old 
man  at  the  same  time  made  use  of  all  his  rhetoric, 
and  was  ably  seconded  by  the  affectionate  Henri,  to 
induce  me  to  remain  on  the  island,  observing,  that  I 
should  teach  bis  grandson  and  daughter  English,  while 
he,  himself,  would  perfect  me  in  French;  offering  also 
(o  clothe  and  comfortably  provide  for  me,  and  send 
me  over  to  England  whenever  I  thought  tit.  Surely 
there  must  have  been  a  film  before  my  eyes,  my  un- 
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dentRiiding 

ooold  I  haTe  been  so 

offer; — ^yet,  so  it  was:  sij 

a  miich-loved  pareBl  fnwmltA  over 

aideration ; — ^therefiNe,  sAcr  sMkiaf  sn&Als  acksov-     | 

Vsdgmeiits,  widi  many  lean  ob  bj  part,  aai  q§ 

part  of  my  yonddal  heattmtUr,  we  parted.     I 

Isagr   recollect    his   kiadaeai   te   a   Ktlfe 


The  same  evenii^  we  saaled,  is  peotaul  is  the 
Dortliward,  to  ship  a  cargo  of  cods  for  Loadoa.  The 
Captsin,  who  had  stowed  aw^  a  qaaaliiy  of  spirits  ia 
dbe  after-hold,  seemed  aaa;  aaire  afraid  of  caitaai 
house  and  excise  offieers  thaa  of  Freach  prirateenu 
The  wind  proved  faroarable  as  iar  as  Flamboroagh 
Head,  and  then  chopped  roond  agmast  as;  this  to 
AM  was  peculiarly  unfortaoate,  as  the  weather  was 
a^w  intensely  hot,  and  for  sereral  hoars  in  the  heat 
of  the  day  I  and  Groorge  were  employed  tondng  the 
grindstone,  on  which  our  carpenter,  a  powerfal  maa, 
standing  upwards  of  six  feet,  pressed  his  tools,  with 
no  ordinary  weight,  meanwhile  I  ofasenred  able-bodied 
seamen  walking  the  deck  at  their  ease,  while  /,  a 
child,  in  addition  to  my  regular  work,  was  doomed  to 
&is  slavery.  In  my  heart  I  cursed  the  grindstone, 
and  had  my  power  at  all  kept  pace  with  my  wiU,  I 
should  have  certainly  taken  an  opportunity  to  cant  it 
overboard. 

August  22.  We  entered  Shields  harbour,  and  my 
dudike  to  the  Captain  had  arisen  to  so  high  a  pitch, 
that  I  found  great  difficulty  in  keeping  it  witlnn 
bounds;  the  griping  miser  carried  his  meanness  so 
ftyr  aa  not  to  give  any  of  the  seamen  a  g^ass  of  grog 
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during  the  whole  passage,  though  he  possessed  (as  I 
have  before  said)  a  quantity  of  spirits,  likely  to  be 
seized.  We  had  just  entered  the  harbour,  and  he 
was  below  shaving  himself,  when  the  devil  (perhaps  I 
do  him  wrong,  but  certainly  somethiug)  put  it  into  my 
head  to  play  him  a  malicious  trick,  for  when  1  knew 
he  was  just  lathered,  seeing  two  boats  very  near  us, 
I  exclaimed  down  the  companion,  "The  custom  and 
excise  boats  are  close  along  side!"  This  unwelcome 
intelligence  operated  like  an  electric  shock,  for  before 
I  was  safe  in  the  cook-house  to  hide  my  laughter,  he 
was  upon  deck,  with  a  looking-glass  in  one  hand,  a 
razor  in  the  other,  and  his  chops  well  beslobbered 
with  soap-suds.  The  boats  were,  however,  destined 
to  board  some  other  ships  about  to  enter  the  harbour, 
and  perhaps  luckily  for  me,  he  believed  that  the  mis- 
take had  arisen  from  my  zeal  ia  his  service ;  I  there* 
fore  escaped  without  blame.  At  the  moment,  I  was 
but  little  mindful  of  the  consequences,  having  deter- 
mined to  leave  the  ship,  and  not  fearing  to  be  able 
to  procure  a  passage  to  London  in  another  vessel; 
but  when  I  had  time  to  reflect  on  this  mischievous 
prank,  I  felt  sorry,  and  what  to  me  seems  unaccount- 
able, experienced  more  uneasiness  than  when  I  robbed 
the  orchard — whether  it  was  because  1  had  a  partner 
in  that  affair,  and  was  the  tempted,  and  not  the 
tempter,  I  know  not:  I,  however,  soon  calmed  dn' 
uphraidings  of  conscience,  by  considering  that  in  ,: 
case  of  real  distress  (notwithstanding  his  unkinduesses 
I  would  have  rendered  him  all  the  assistance  in  mv 
power.  A  most  excellent  plaster  this,  truly,  for  a 
wounded  conscience,  as  well  might  a  person  comfort 
himself  after  chopping  off  a  man's  leg,  with  the  idea 
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tfcat  if  any  body  else  had  attempted  to  take  off  his 
kBod  he  would  have  done  his  best  to  prevent  it.  But 
a  truce  to  reflections,  they  befit  the  pen  of  a  sage, 
rather  than  that  of  an  insignificant — do  not  for  a 
DMmient,  reader,  imagine  that  I  am  going  to  add  the 
word  puppy — I  neither  intend  to  do  so,  nor  do  I  wish 
that  ycu  should,  that  would,  indeed,  be  an  ungrateful 
ntank  for  the  many  hours  I  have  spent  in  attempting 
toamoae  thee:  I  was  going  to  add, — cabin-boy. 

The  ship,  on  arriving  in  port,  did  as  all  other  ships 
n  like  circumstances  do-^let  go  the  anchor,  or,  per* 
uqis  I  should  have  said,  the  ship^s  crew,  n'  import, 
ny  age  exempts  me  from  all  criticism.  Here,  it  may 
not  be  unnecessary  to  remark,  that  when  Mr.  Kay 
iredded  my  mother,  he  informed  her  that  he  had  many 
respectable  relations  in  Shields,  and  that  his  father 
kqpt  the  head  inn  at  Newcastle.  On  my  former 
voyage  to  this  place,  I  had  wished  to  introduce 
myself  to  them,  but  owing  to  my  having  sought  them 
in  too  elevated  a  sphere,  I  then  failed  of  success. 
Peeling  now  so  strong  a  desire  to  quit  the  ship,  I  made 
II  more  diligent  inquiry,  and  at  length  discovered  one 
of  his  brothers,  in  rather  humble  circumstances.  He 
gaTe  me  a  most  hearty  welcome,  and  after  I  had  ex- 
plained to  him  the  severe  treatment  I  had  met  with  in 
the  vessel,  he  advised  me  to  leave  her,  and  abide  with 
him  until  I  could  obtain  a  passage  home.  Counsel  so 
congenial  to  [my  own  feelings,  was,  of  course,  not  re- 
jected. The  next  day,  Mr.  Kay  went  on  board  the 
Grood  Intent  to  acquaint  the  Captain  with  my  inten- 
tion ;  but  the  latter  refused  to  give  up  my  chest  and 
bammock. 

On  September  1st,  the  ship  sailed  without  me,  and 
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f  strongly  urged  my  uncle  (for  be  'betrnved  like  mi  : 
nncle  to  me)  to  procore  me  a  passage  home  as  soon  as  : 
possible,  as  I  feared  tbe  Tessd  might  leave  London  be-  j 
fore  my  arriral,  and  the  Captain  neglect  to  give  npinj  ; 
things  to  my  mother.  The  same  f^emoon,  though  itwk-  r 
wardly  situated,  as  it  respects  clothing,  he  tock  me  upin  , 
a  Comfortable  (a  passage  boat)  to  Neirca^le,  to  rait  , 
his  father,  to  wliom  I  was  introduced  as  a  ^randsofe,  , 
and  was  received  by  the  old  man  in  the  tnost  fiiendly  ^ 
faanner.  He  resided  in  the  outrfcirts  of  the  town,  od  ^^ 
a  tiifling  annuity,  but  had  never  been  proprietor  of  ^ 
the  head  inn,  as  my  stepfather,  on  his  m»riage,  ww  L 
pleased  to  assert.  Here  we  remained  two  'days,  the  old  1^ 
gentlemftn  doing  bis  utmost  to  make  us  comfortable,  airf 
when  about  to  return  to  ShieMs,  he  regretted  his  in* 
aUfity  to  purchase  me  a  new  suit  of  clothes,  us  I  bad  j^ 
none  wherewifh  to  change  myself.  My  ufide  was  hm  U 
steersman  to  what  they  call  a  foy-boat,  and  frequntdy  L 
took  me  with  him  in  fittle  excursions  on  the  wtfttt,  L 
and  with  his  wife  did  all  in  his  power  to  make  me  I 
wdcome,  and  induce  me  to  remain  there  a  few  mcfnfditi;  | 
but  dreading  what  report  the  Captmn  might  make  t6  jg 
my  mother,  of  my  conduct  in  quitting  the  ship,  vsf  ^ 
anxiety  to  depart,  and  be  at  home,  daily  augmented,  p 
September  14th,  he  procured  for  me  a  passs^  in  L 
the  Challenger,  of  300  tons,  and  the  same  aftemooOt  ^ 
taking  leave  of  them,  with  many  thanks  for  their  kmd-  i 
nesses,  and  commissioned  with  a  letter  for  my  motheir,  i 
I  embarked  and  sailed.  Scarcely  had  we  passed  tlie  i 
bar  of  the  harbour,  and  gained  the  open  sea,  efe  it  i 
blew  tremendously,  accompanied  by  so  heavy  a  sea,  i 
that  the  steersman  was  compelled  to  be  lashed  to  tte  i 
helm.    By  the  bye,  as  most  land-lubbers  are  unac- 


OR,   A   TRIP   TO   CAVA  DA.  189 

^ludnted  with  the  peculiar  phraseology  of  u$  seamen, 
it  may  not  be  nseless  to  remark,  for  their  edificatmi, 
that  UuKd  to  the  helm  means,  not  compelled,  by  the 
force  of  cat-o'-nine-tails,  to  do  the  duty  of  steering — 
"What  then,  prayT'  Why  merely  tied  to  the  helm 
to  fwveiit  being  washed  overboard.  Having  paused 
firajMHBeat  to  Beceive  your  thanks  for  this  learned 
iBlrtiniiDM  of  the  words  UuKd  to  the  helm,  and  at 
the  same  time  hoping  that  thou,  reader,  mayest  never 
ha  iaiiied  in  any  sense  of  the  word,  particularly  to  a 

it  wife,  I  shall  proceed.  All  on  board  enter- 
Hears  < very  disagreeable  entertainment,  I  assure 
tbee,  rather  tragic  than  comic)  that  the  vessel  would 
fiMMider,  which  was  rendered  the  more  probable  from 
her  heiag  very  heavily  ladeo ;  we  were,  of  course,  all 
too  Hiagnanimous  to  think  at  M  about  our  own  Uves, 
when  300  tons  of  the  best  '  Walls-end,'  and  a  very 
aacieDt  ship,  were  in  jeopardy.  At  midnight  the  gale 
to  so  violent  a  pitch,  that  the  sea  made  a 
Inreaeh  over  us,  sweeping  the  decks  fore  and 
ift;  all  hands  were  now  actively  employed  at  the 

nor  was  J,  though  so  young»  and  a  pas- 
)r,  exempted  from  this  laborious  duty; — and  what 
lendefied  me  still  more  uncomfortable,  was  the  want 
if  irj  clothes,  and  good  accommodation,  as  it  respects 
lodgipg,  At  four  A.  m.  (apr^s  la  mani^re  de  Robin- 
ssn  Crusoe)  the  sea  ran  mountains  high,  and  the 
Captain  and  crew  gave  all  up  as  lost ;  we  were  rapidly 
approaching  a  lee  shore ;  already  were  our  ears  stunned 
hj  the  beUowing  of  the  surge,  which  lashed  with  fury 
against  the  rock-girt  shore;  but  an  hour  more  would 
kafe  sufficed  to  dash  the  ill-fated  vessel,  and  her  no 


I 


140  THE    FUGITIVES; 

less  ill-fated  crew,  to  pieces  upon  the  strand. 
there  was 

"  A  sweet  little  cherub  sat  smiling  aloft 
To  keep  watch  for  the  life  of  poor  Ned." 

As  the  welcome  streaks  of  returning  light  illumiin 
the  eastern  horizon,  the  wind  suddenly  abated,  and 
under  close-reefed  topsails,  we  with  much  diRicult; 
clawed  olT  shore.  After  a  passage  of  nine  days, 
which  it  is  almost  needless  to  add  were  very  uncom- 
fortable ones,  we  arrived  in  safety  at  the  port  of 
London.  Hard,  indeed,  would  it  be  to  say,  whether 
ray  mother  or  I  felt  the  more  delighted  at  this  joyful 
meeting.  I  soon  found  that  my  friend,  the  Captiun, 
had  visited  her,  and  had  described  me  as  a  wild  un- 
governable boy,  who  had,  without  cause,  left  the  ship, 
to  form  connections  with  strangers;  nor  did  heforgel 
to  magnify  all  my  boyish  faults,  laying  particular 
stress  on  the  apple-stealing  business  at  Guernsey. 
Had  he  flogged  me  for  it  at  the  time,  instead  of  men- 
tioning it  afterwards,  he  would,  perhaps  have  done 
but  his  duty — I  say  perhaps,  for  we  are  but  partial 
judges  when  sitting  in  judgment  on  our  own  actions. 
It  required  but  little  exertion,  on  my  part,  to  convince 
m J  mother,  that  I  was  a  boy  "  more  sinned  against 
than  sinning,"  the  letter  from  Mr.  Kay  confirming  my 
statement.  After  my  arrival,  the  Captain  visited  us 
twice,  endeavouring  to  wheedle  me,  to  again  go  in  the 
ship ;  but  finding  he  had  added  falsehood  to  bis  former 
unkindnesses,  I  determined  to  sheer  off,  and  with  mj 
mother's  permission,  went  on  board  on  the  29tb,  took 
leave  of  my  shipmate  George,  and  with  my  chest  and 
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iiammock  retaroed  ashore,  like  a  good  boy,  to  my 
mammy.  ''And  now,"  said  Strickland,  folding  up 
the  mannscript,  ''  I  must  to  bed,  I  cannot  say  to  sleep, 
for  alas!  I  shall  tnm  and  toss  the  live-long  night,  re- 
viewiDg  the  past,  and  looking  with  gloomy  apprehen- 
nons  to  the  future.  To-morrow  I  must  consult  with 
Barnard,  (that  man  has  found  a  way  to  my  heart,  I 
Jmow  not  how,)  about  our  future  operations;  here,  I 
pereeiye,  it  is  of  no  use  for  me  to  make  a  longer 
stay.'' 


CHAPTER  XI. 


May  pleasant  gales  swift  waft  you  to  our  country's  strand, 
While  we,  alas!  pursue  our  joumeyings  by  land. 

Early  in  the  morning,  Strickland  arose,  the  sun 
had  but  just  risen  before  him,  and  reflected  his  golden 
rays  on  the  placid  waters  of  the  St.  Lawrence,  while 
the  tinned  steeples  and  roofs  glittered  with  a  dazzling 
kriliiancy.  He  approached  his  window,  and  casting  a 
mournful  glance  around,  said,  ''  This,  then,  is  Que- 
bec, the  capital  of  British  America!  the  goal  of 
G^ieral  Wolfe's  victorious  career !  I  am  about  to  leave 
it,  destitute,  friendless,  and  forsaken,  as  when  I  first 
entered  it!  but  whither  to  turn  my  roving  steps,  I 
heed  not !  Where  shall  I  find  that  peace  of  mind — 
that  calm  content  which  renders  life  a  blessing,  if  I 
have  it  not  within?  Oh!  Eternal  Providence,  that 
causes  the  bright  beams  of  thy  glorious  sun  to  shine 
on  all  alike,  and  showers  down  rain  from  heaven 'on 
the  just,  and  on  the  unjust,  deign  but  to  guide  my 
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steps  aright  ?  Satisfy,  Oh!  satisfy  my  asxioua  mad 
— whether  the  object  I  seek  (an  erring  wife)  is  yet 
clothed  with  frail  mortality,  or  whether  her  remain 
now  moulder  in  a  foreign  land  1  Yonchsafe  but  to 
acquaint  me  with  the  fate  of  my  chiid ;  and  shoriid 
one,  or  both,  be  gone  to  that,  bourne,,  whence  no-  tnh 
Teller  returns,  I  will  endeavour  to  resign  mysrif  to 
thy  omnipotent  decrees !  But  alas !  this  cruel  «»«• 
pence — who  can  bear?  Perhaps  the  decision  of  this 
day  will  affect  the  whole  of  my  future  life — how  much^ 
then,  ought  I  to  weigh  circumstances  ere  I  resolve, 
Barnard,  I  know,  proposes  travelling  up  the  country; 
I  cannot  tear  myself  from  him,  nor  would  the  separa- 
tion, I  am  assured,  be  less  painfully  felt  by  him.  I 
feel  interested  in  his  success,  as  well  as  in  the  welfare 
of  his  son,  and  am  half  resolved  to  spend  some  time 
longer  in  this  quarter  of  the  globe,  to  assist  in  finding 
him  out." 

Few  of  the  family  being  yet  stirring,  our  hero  pro* 
posed  to  himself  a  walk  towards  Wolfe's  Cove ;  ac^ 
companied,  therefore,  by  Peter,  he  strolled  carelessly 
along  the  shore»  It  was  nearly  low- water,  and  though 
so  early,  the  crews  of  the  different  ships  were  alreek 
dy  cheering  each  other  with  their  lively  songs  while 
employed  in  the  laborious  task  of  taking  in  timber, 
and  numeroiis  rafts  were  floating,  lazily,  down  with  the 
almost  exhausted  tide :  some  of  them  were  of  im* 
mense  size;  on  one,  Strickland  observed  a  tent  fixed^ 
and  several  trees  raised  perpendicularly,  with  pullej» 
attached,  for  the  purpose  of  occasionally  hoisting 
sails.  The  raft  was  near  to  the  shore,  and  the  mea 
upon  it  (upwards  of  twenty)  were  chiefly  employed 
with  long  poles,  labouring  to  push  it  out  further  into 
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stream^  wJiile  a  few  were  busied  in  making  a 
secful  five  and  preparing  breakfast.     He  stopped, 
leSiVoniing  to  form  an  estimate  of  the  number  of 
iS  ef  timber  contained  in  this  immense  raft,  and 
I  nearly  arrived  at  what  be  conceived  a  satisfactory 
ndnsion,  when  the  bells  of  the  ships  striking  six, 
id  those  of  the  churches  seven,  Peter  suddenly  in- 
mqited  him,  by  exclaiming,  **  Sir,  'tis  seven  o'clock, 
d  we  are  an  hour's  walk  firom  home,  had  not  your 
onour  better  turn  about?  we  shall  be  too  late  for 
eakfasf     ''  D — n  breatfasi,''    peevishly  replied 
rickland,  *'  your  impertimeius*  has  completely  over- 
med  my  whole  calcuhition ;  I  wish  you  would  think 
ssabonteating  and  drinking,  and  more  about**-— *'  Not 
Hint  siarvirngt  I  hope,  your  Honour,'*  said  PMer, 
the  very  thoughts  of  that  Newfoundland  schooner 
Akes  me  hungry,  and  I  never  think  about  cods,  but 
ly  inside  gmmUes-  again  '  like  a  sick  monkey  on  half 
Uowance.'  **    By  this  time,  Peter  had  actually  con* 
rived  to  get  his  master's  face  turned  towards  the 
»wn;  but  as  he  did  not  seem  to  evince  much  dispo- 
iticm  to  proceed,  he  said,  "  Perhaps,  your  Honour,  I 
lad  batter  step  forwards^  and.  tell  Mr.  Barnard  you 
ice  coming." — "  Perhaps*  Peter^  you  had  better  step 
>aekmard,  and. wait  till  you  are  told;  myself  will  be 
sine  own  messenger.    L  tell  you  what,  Peter,  I  must 
my.  for  you  a  knapsack  or  wallet,. and  you  shall  fill  it^ 
fith:  provisions,  and" — "  I^  me  alone  fi)r  diat,  your 
SoBour."     **  Aye,  and  for  emptying  it  too^"  replied 
MV herein  "  you. shall  carry  it  with  you,  and  may  then 
Mtff  when  yon  please  without  interrupting  me."  *  *  Lord 
UjBM  your  Honour !  but  as  we  are  g^ing  this  week, 
iml  I  not  better  step  about  the  town  a  bit,  and.ordec 
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hunB^  the  tskkinz  a  <«p  of  vkskej  novs  and  tkcK 
I  defr  man  or  devil  to  sit  black's  the  vhite  of  Bf 

mm  m 

eye.    WelU  indeed.  I  liJta  tkat :  becavse  some  folks 
•ervantfy  other  folks  thinks  as  how  iher  most 
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iver  whet  their  chops,  but  I'd  have  them  to  know 
it  we  ba'nt  to  be  bamboozled  so.    Well!  indeed!'." 
saying,  lady  whiskey  whisked  out,  whisking  the 
after  her  with  a  loud  bang,  ere  any  of  the  party 
time  to  frame  a  reply.     "  Well,  Mr.  Clark,"  said 
hero,   "  'tis  none  of  my  basiness  to  be  sure,  but 
me  if  I  would  not  sooner  make  my  own  pud- 
and  wash  my  own  dishes  than  keep  such  a  fury ; 
yoa  can  bear  her  about  the  house  puzzles  me." 
As  for  that,"  replied  Clark,  "why,  some  how  or 
ir  we  get  used  to  her ;  and  barring,  as  she  says, 
love  of  whiskey,'  the  creature's  honest  and  clean- 
I;  moreover,  business  goes  on  well,   and  my  good 
is  a  piece  of  still  life,  if  it  wasn't  for  a  round 
and  then  with  the  maid,  we  should  hardly  know 
were  alive."    "  Well,  well,  if  you  can  find  so  many 
.ns  for  reconciling  yourself  to  the  Ihing,  Fve 
}."     "  It  must  be  confessed,"  said  Mr.  Barnard, 
have  old  grievances  thrown  up,  and  that  too  be- 
strangers,  is  none  of  the  pleasantest ;  but  a  truce 
to  talking,  let's  think  about  eating."    The  party  ac- 
cordingly breakfasted.      "  Now,"   observed   Strick- 
land,   "  I  have  laid  in  a   plentiful  cargo,   (though 
Peter  would  doubtless  call  the  same  quantity  a  little 
ballast,)  let's  proceed  to  business." 

After  a  long  consultation,  the  two  friends  agreed 
to  proceed  to  Montreal,  as  far  as  Three  Rivers  by 
water,  the  remainder  by  land.  And  while  Mr.  Bar- 
nard sat  down  to  write  to  his  daughter,  our  hero  sal- 
lied down  to  the  wharf  in  quest  of  a  vessel  bound 
upwards;  and  obtained  a  passage  for  four,  in  a 
schooner  bound  for  Three  Rivers,  to  sail  thenext 
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Retuniiug;,  well  pleased  with  his  success,  he  fom 
Mr.   BttTDard    in   warm    altercation   with    Qui 
Strickland  soon  learnt  that  the  latter  had  been  v 
lentlj  smitten  by  the  charms  of  Mr.  Clark's  honest, 
cleanly  maid,  neither  did  she  in  anywise  object  to  the 
colour  of  his  skin;  and,  it  seems,  that  shortly  after    i 
Strickland  had  left  the  house,  Quimho  tapped  tram-    ,] 
blingly  at    his   master's    door,    and    afterwards   with    \ 
downcast  looks  acquainted  him,  that  being  now  three 
and  twenty,  able  to  work,  and  also  free,  he  had  been 
for  some  time  casting  about  for  a  wife,  and  haviog  at 
length,  with  great  difficulty,  met  with  one,  (he  should 
have  come  to  London  to  seek,)  he  was  not  willing  to 
lose  80  lucky  a  chance.     "  And  so  you  wish  to  leave 
my  service,  scoundrel,  do  you  ?"  "  Yes,  so  please  von. 
massa."     "And  pray.  Sir,  why  not  acquaint  me  with 
your  intentions  before?"  "Cause,  massa,  Quimbo  not 
know  before  dis  morning  dat  white  woman  hab  poor 
Qoimbo;  white  woman  not  like  Quimbo,  cause  him 
black,  massa."  "And  pray  how  the  devil,  Mr. Black, 
do  yon  suppose  I  am  to  provide  myself  with  another  ^ 
servant,  when  I  am  to  quit  this  place  to-morrow? 
Harkee,  fellow,  harkee !"  putting  himself  into  a  me-  ^ 
nacing  attitude,  "  if  I  had  but  a  good  horse-whip  her?. 
I'd  ring  such  a  peal  upon  your  black  hide,  as  would 
put  women  out  of  your  bead  for  at  least  a  fortnight 
to  come ;  and  a  white  woman  too,  you  must  needt  , 
have  a  vihite  woman,  and  be  cursed  to  your  irapv  ^ 
dence.     What  would  I  give  now  to  see  the  lady  iri»  ^ 
has  been  so  suddenly  captivated  with  your  wooUj 
head  ?"     Bounce  went  the  door,  and  in  flung  the  he- 
roine of  the  whiskey-bottle:  "Well,  Sir,  as  you  wish  d    . 
it,  I  stand  Aere."     "  Well !  'poi  ""y  word,  Qtiimb.' ' 
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said  Mr.  B.,  "  I  should  uot  have  taken  joa  to  be  such 
a  fool ;  out.  man,  make  use  of  your  senses ;  how  you 
propose  to  maintain  her,  I  cannot  tell ;  why,  she'd 
drink  ye  high  and  dry  id  a  month,  if  you  floated  in 
whiskey."  "  Why,  as  to  drinking  whiskey,  your  Ho- 
DOQi,  'tis  very  little  we  servants  gets  at  your  expense, 
thof,  a^  how  they  say  you  be  a  nabob,  and  if  you  don't 
choose  to  give  Mr.  Smith  his  wages,  there  be  folks 
here  as  knows  how  to  make  ye,  that's  once  for  all." 
Quimbo  observing  his  master's  anger  rising,  endea- 
toured  to  pacify  his  fair  advocate,  but  she  was  not  to 
be  so  put  olf;  "  I  doesn't  care  a  fig  for  htm,  not/, 
and  let  un  be  angry,  he  dursn't  hit  a  woman." 

It  was  at  this  stage  of  the  proceedings  that  Strick- 
land entered,  who,  having  heard  all  the  circumstances, 
io  far  pacified  Mr.  Barnard  as  to  induce  him  to  pay 
Qoimbo  bis  wages ;  to  which,  when  his  anger  had 
mbsided,  he  generously  added  a  small  present,  to 
aaaist  id  stocking  a  shop,  which  the  amiable  couple 
had  just  taken.  Tears  of  gratitude  glistened  in  the 
poor  creature's  eyes,  while  the  soon  to-be-made  Mrs. 
Smith  dropped  one  of  her  best  curtsies,  observing,  as 
she  gently  shut  the  door,  "  A'ou'  I  knows  as  how  thai 
ere  gentleman's  a  nabob." 

Our  friends  took  an  early  dinner,  and  Peter,  whose 
office  it  was  now  to  wait  on  both  gentlemen,  was  or- 
dered to  convey  the  luggage  down  to  the  wharf,  to 
lie  ready  for  embarkation.  His  masters  had  proposed 
spending  the  afternoon  on  board  the  Venus,  with  a 
view  of  taking  a  friendly  leave  of  their  old  acquaint- 
ance Graham,  but  meeting  Peter  on  their  way  to  the 
Cul-de-sac,  and  learning  from  him  that  the  vessel 
would  not  be  ready  to  sail  the  next  day,  they  changed 
h2 
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one?"  Here  Peter  nnfortanately  stnmbled  over  ao 
eod  of  timber,  aod  was  soused  head  and  shoulders  into 
the  mud,  which  lay  in  most  plentifol  qnantities  on  the 
other  side.  His  master  could  scarce  help  him  ont  for 
laughter;  once  upon  his  legs  again,  (and  a  most  fright* 
ful  figure  he  presented,)  he  gambled,  sufficiently  load 
to  be  heard,  **  If  you  had  tumbled  in,  master,  I  shoiiU 
have  whipped  you  out  in  half  the  time  ;*'  to  which  he 
merely  replied,  ''  I  thought  you  were  gone  to  order  a 
knapsack.*' 

Poor  Peter  then  proceeded  to  the  river  to  wash; 
Strickland  commanding  him  to  stay  out  in  the  mm 
till  his  clothes  dried,  and  not  on  any  account  to  reton 
home  in   that  pickle.     But  on   his  return  to   Mr. 
Clark's,   after  relating  his  disaster,  which    excited 
much  mirth,  he  rang  for  the  maid,  and  ordered  her  to 
keep  some  breakfast  hot  until  his  return;  at  whidi 
she  stared,  and  simply  replied,  ''  Why,  your  Honour, 
he  has  been  home  this  half  hour,  and  tucked  in  moie 
than  two  pounds  of  bacon,  as  I  have  a  soul  to  be 
saved;"  (and,  seeing  Strickland's  surprise,  she  added,) 
**  Tis  no  more  than  the  truth ;  Lord  lovee.  Sir,  he 
thinks  no  more  of  swallowing  four  or  five  pounds  of 
meat  than  I  would" — "  of  emptying  a  whiskey  bottle^ 
I  suppose  you  mean,"  interrupted  Mr.  C.     **  Land, 
Sir,  yon  do  cut  a  body  so  short,  and  recollects  things 
so  long,  I  thought  as  how  you  had  forgotten  all  about 
that  ere  bottle  of  whiskey ;  why,  Captain  Strickland, 
would  you  believe  it?  'tis  above  a  week  ago,  and, 
barring  the  taking  a  sup  of  whiskey  nows  and  thens, 
I  defy  man  or  devil  to  say  black's  the  white  of  my 
eye.    Well,  indeed,  I  likes  that ;  because  some  fdkf 
are  servants,  other  folks  thinks  as  how  they  must 
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lever  whet  their  chops,  but  I'd  have  them  to  know 
hat  we  ba'nt  to  be  bamboozled  so.   Well !  indeed !  T 
So  sayiiig,  lady  whiskey  whisked  out,  whisking  the 
loor  after  her  with  a  load  bang,  ere  any  of  the  party 
bad  time  to  frame  a  reply.    **  Well,  Mr.  Clark,"  said 
our  horoy  **  'tis  none  of  my  business  to  be  sore,  but 
fang  me  if  I  would  not  sooner  make  my  own  pud- 
dings and  wash  my  own  dishes  dian  keep  such  a  fury ; 
how  you  can  bear  her  about  the  house  puzzles  me." 
'*  As  for  that,"  replied  Clark,  *'  why,  some  how  or 
other  we  get  used  to  her ;  and  barring,  as  she  says, 
'the  love  of  whiskey,'  the  creature's  honest  and  clean- 
Ij;  moreover,  business  goes  on  well,  and  my  good 
loman  is  a  piece  of  still  life,  if  it  wasn't  for  a  round 
low  and  then  with  the  maid,  we  should  hardly  know 
ve  were  alive."   **  Well,  well,  if  you  can  find  so  many 
iMsons  for  reconciling  yourself  to  die  thing,  Tve 
done.**     *^  It  must  be  confessed,"  said  Mr.  Barnard, 
'^to  have  old  grievances  thrown  up,  and  that  too  be- 
fsie  strangers,  is  none  of  the  pleasantest ;  but  a  truce 
1o talking,  let's  think  about  eating"    The  party  ac- 
:  CQidingly  breakfasted.      ''  Now,"  observed   Strick- 
I  kad,  **  I  have  laid  in  a  plentiful  cargo,   (though 
'  Peter  would  doubtless  call  the  same  quantity  a  little 
Ulast,)  let's  proceed  to  business." 

After  a  long  consultation,  the  two  friends  agreed 
to  proceed  to  Montreal,  as  far  as  Three  Rivers  by 
liter,  the  remainder  by  land.  And  while  Mr.  Bar- 
md  sat  down  to  write  to  his  daughter,  our  hero  sal- 
lied down  to  the  wharf  in  quest  of  a  vessel  bound 
ipwards;  and  obtained  a  passage  for  four,  in  a 
adiooner  bound  for  Three  Rivers,  to  sail  the  next 
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Returning,  well  pleased  with  his  success,  he  found  -i 
Mr.   Barnard    in  warm    altercation  with   Quimbo. 
Strickland  soon  learnt  that  the  latter  had  been  vie-  < 
lently  smitten  by  the  charms  of  Mr.  Clark's  honest,  ii 
cleanly  maid,  neither  did  she  in  anywise  object  to  the  ' 
colour  of  his  skin ;  and,  it  seems,  that  shortly  after  ^ 
Strickland  had  left  the  house,  Quimbo  tapped  trem-   ^ 
blingly  at  his  master's  door,   and   afterwards  with  , 
downcast  looks  acquainted  him,  that  being  now  three  :i 
and  twenty,  able  to  work,  and  also  free,  he  had  been  f: 
for  some  time  casting  about  for  a  wife,  and  having  at  ji; 
length,  with  great  difficulty,  met  with  one,  (he  should  p 
have  come  to  London  to  seek,)  he  was  not  willing  to  i 
lose  so  lucky  a  chance.     **  And  so  yon  wish  to  leave  v 
my  service,  scoundrel,  do  you  ?"  ''Yes,  so  please  yoiiy  t 
massa."     *'  And  pray^  Sir,  why  not  acquaint  me  with  • 
your  intentions  before  I"  **  Cause,  massa,  Quimbo  not 
know  bef(Hre  dis  morning  dat  white  woman  hab  poor 
Quimbo ;  white  woman  not  like  Quimbo,  cause  him 
black,  massa."  **  And  pray  how  the  devil,  Mr.  Blacky 
do  you  suppose  I  am  to  provide  myself  with  another 
servant,  when  I  am  to  quit  this  place  to-morrow  t 
Harkee,  fellow,  harkee !"  putting  himself  into  a  me- 
nacing attitude,  ''if  I  had  but  a  good  horse-whip  here, 
I'd  ring  such  a  peal  upon  your  black  hide,  as  would 
put  women  out  of  your  head  for  at  least  a  fortnight 
to  come ;  and  a  white  woman  too,  you  must  needs 
have  a  white  woman,  and  be  cursed  to  your  impu^ 
dence.     What  would  I  give  now  to  see  the  lady  wiio 
has  been  so  suddenly  captivated  with  your  woolly 
head  ?"     Bounce  went  the  door,  and  in  flung  the  he* 
roine  of  the  whiskey-bottle :  "Well,  Sir,  as  you  wisk'd 
it,  I  stand  here.''    "  Well !  'pon  my  word,  Quimbo," 
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and  will  probably  find  her  at  home.  I  will  tken,  if 
you  wish  it,  persnade  her  to  gratify  your  curiosity. — 
Buty  seel — here  is  James  coming  down  stairs  with 
his  present" 

Strickland  having  thankfully  received  the  papers, 
widied  the  family  good-night;  and  the  inmates  of 
the  peaceful  mansion  retired  to  rest. 

At  three  in  the  morning  they  were  disturbed  by  a 

loud  knocking,  which   at  breakfast   time,  our  hero 

diseovered   to  have  been  made  by  Peter,  who  had 

returned  at   that  unseasonable  hour,  cherry  merry; 

aad  here,  Strickland,  a  determined  enemy  to  drunk- 

eoness  himself,  notwithstanding  the  late  impressions 

<ni  his  mind  in  favour  of*  Peter,  took  him  severely  to 

task ;  and  threatened  to  discharge  him  for  the  very 

next  offence  of  the  sort.    Poor  Peter  stammered  out 

4ie  best  i^logy  he  could ;  alledging,  that  having  a 

fern  hoor^  leave,   he  remained  on  board,  taking  a 

friendly  glass  with  the  second  mate ;  and  when  about 

to  quit  the  ship.  Captain  Graham,  who  was  himself 

'*  half-seas  over,"  sent  for  him  into  the  caUn,  bade 

kin  be  seated,  vowing  that  he  could  love  even  a  dog 

Monging  to  his  master,  and  then  plied  him  so  briskly 

vith  punch,  that  when  he  landed  at  ten,  he  could 

loaieely  stagger. 

"  And  pray.  Sir,  then,"  said  Strickland,  "  where 
▼ere  you  staggering  to  from  ten  till  three  ?" 

**  Why,  your  honour,  thaf  s  more  than  J  can  tell ; 
hit  when  I  waked  about  half-past  two,  I  found  my- 
aelf  bolstered  up  in  an  arm-chair,  by  widow  Brown's 
fire-side ;  the  pot-boy  sitting  up,  I  suppose  to  prevent 
me  from  £Edling  into  the  fire.  I  insisted  upon  his 
lettiojr  ^loe  oat — aad 
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their  detenniiiation,  and  shortly  afterwards,  on  step^ 
piog  into  a  tavern  to  write  a  note,  Strickland  va» 
surprised  to  see  the  landlady  in  familiar  conversation 
with  Peter,  whom  she  moreover  bountifully  treated 
to  '  mm  and  sprnce.'  Though  not  naturally  suspi- 
cious, he  determined  to  take  an  early  opportunity  to 
discover  the  origin  of  this  intimacy,  and  sat  down  to 
write. 

"  Dear  Graham, 

"  We  are  bound  up  the  country,  and  intend  sailing 
on  Wednesday ;  this  is  to  ^ve  you  notice  of  our  in- 
tention to  board  your  bread  locker  to-morrow.  As  this, 
I  am  sorry  to  say,  will  be  a  parting  visit,  I  hope  we 
shall  find  you  aboard. 

"  Yours,  raoat  truly, 

"Strickland. 

"  P.  S.  You  may  expect  to  find  a  fine  salmon  on 
board  some  hours  before  us,  and,  d'ye  bear?  we  sbail 
expect  to  find  it  cooked.    Steer  clear  of  the  fire-ships.' 

Peter  was  despatched  on  board  the  Venus  with 
this  note,  and  with  leave  of  absence  till  nine.  After  ' 
tea.  Strickland  again  visited  the  landlady,  and  from 
her,  by  little  and  little,  learnt  that  Mary,  or  Mrs. 
Smith,  had  lived  with  her  three  years,  and,  with  the 
exception  of  the  common  fault  here,  of  often  drink- 
ing too  much,  was  an  excellent  servant.  "  Twa,- 
natural  for  her,"  observed  Mrs.  Brown,  "  to  come 
and  acquaint  me  with  her  intended  marriage ;  I  did 
all  J  could  to  persuade  her  against  having  a  blacka- 
moor, but  she  would  have  her  own  way."    "  But  praj 
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Madam,  what  has  all  this  to  do  with  my  servant 
Peter  V  "  You  shall  hear.  Sir :  Peter  then,  though  I 
did  not  before  know  that  he  was  jfour  servant,  has  lent 
Mr.  Smith  and  Mary  a  considerable  sum  to  set  them 
up ;  has  promised,  if  within  a  hundred  miles,  to  stand 
godfather  to  the  first  child,  and  more  thao  that.  Sir, 
has  spent  all  his  spare  time  in  canvassing  about  to  pro- 
cure them  custom ;  and  an  insinuating  good  sort  of  a 
creature  he  is.  Independent  of  his  kindness  to  Mary 
and  the  black, — since  the  death  of  my  poor  husband, 
full  nine  months  ago,  1  have  not  met  with  a  man  that 
has  paid  me  half  the  civilities ;  and  to  tell  you  the 
truth.  Sir,  I  am  sorry  he  is  going — but  nothing  but 
hiendship  on  mi/  part,  nothing  but  friendship,  I  as- 
rare  you.  Sir;  for  besides,  were  there  not  a  wearisome 
three  months  to  pass  over  before  I  could  decently 
even  think  of  marrying,  still,  you  know.  Sir,  I  should 
look  somewhat  higher  than  a  servant."  "I  see  which 
vay  Ae  land  lies,"  thought  Strickland,  "  it  will  be 
Peter's  own  fault  if  he  does  not  take  the  widow  ia 
tow ;  but  I  shall  remain  neuter.  I  admire  his  gene- 
rosity ;  some  people  would  call  it  folly ;  but  alas !  for 
the  more  indigent  part  of  the  community,  hut  feio 
of  the  wealthy  are  tinctured  with  it.  I  have  fre- 
ijuently  done  as  foolishly;  yet,  thank  heaven,  never 
wanted  for  a  shilling.  I  begin  to  like  this  fellow 
vastly,  and  think  his  heart  and  soul  are  as  capacious 
as  his  stomach ;  '  the  heart  that  can  feel  for  another' 
deserves  to  be  used  well." 

At  night  the  two  gentlemen  took  a  family  supper 
with  Mr.  Clark,  and  acquainted  him  with  their  inten- 
tion to  dine  on  the  morrow  on  board  the  Venus,  and 
then  re^mir  to  the  schooner  to  sleep.   They  then  settled 
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their  reckoning.  Strickland,  in  spite  of  Mr.  B.'t 
monstrances,  persisting  in  his  resolution  to  paj'  his  f 
ihare,  which  pertinacity  somewhat  offended  oar  i 
East  Indian ;  our  hero,  then  turning  to  James,  si 
"  I  have  a  favour  to  beg," 

"  I  foresaw  it.  Sir,"  replied  the  youth, 
have  made  provision  to  grant  it.  I  promised  tbe 
little  boy  to  keep  my  abridged  copy  of  his  manu- 
script for  7iE.t  sake.  1  have  copied  a  part  of  what  is 
in  my  possession  expressly  for  you ;  and  should  yon 
wish  to  have  the  remainder,  will  forward  it  to  you 
wherever  you  please.  Sir,  in  a  few  days." 

"  Thanks!  thanks!  my  little  friend,  you  could 
not  have  made  me  a  more  acceptable  present." 

"  Mr.  Clark,  I  believe  you  knew  young  Williams's 
father  ?"  ' 

"  I  did.  Captain.     I  am  myself  by  trade  a  sail-   • 
maker,  and  worked  for  him  three  years,  up  to  the 
time  of  his  going  to  Bodmin;  he  was  not  only  hit 
master;  but  what's  more,  my  friend. 

"  The  boy  won  the  hearts  of  all  who  knew  him;  .in! 
was  so  apt  a  scholar  at  live  years  of  age,  as  to  I ' 
frequently  sent  for  by  the  minister,  to  read  the  new? 
paper  to  company.  His  father,  (as,  indeed,  vh" 
would  not?)  doated  on  him.  He  was  not  quite 
eleven  when  he  arrived  here,  four  years  ago ;  though 
I  should  have  taken  him  for  thirteen  or  fourteeo. 
My  daughter,  now  at  Loretto,  was  so  complete!; 
wrapped  up  in  him,  that  a  part  of  the  mannscrlpl 
which  he  forwarded  for  James,  by  the  Pilot,  after 
the  ship  left  Quebec,  she  seized  as  a  lawful  prize: 
and  has  ever  since  retained  possession  of  it.  But, 
Captain  Strickland,  you  will  visit   us  again,  I  trust; 
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and  will  probably  find  her  at  home.  I  will  then,  if 
fou  wish  it,  persaade  her  to  gratify  your  curiosity. — 
But,  see ! — here  is  James  coming  down  stairs  with 
bis  preseot." 

Strickland  having  thankfully  received  the  papers, 
wished  the  family  good-night ;  and  the  inmates  of 
ibe  peaceful  mansion  retired  to  rest. 

At  three  in  the  morning  they  were  disturbed  by  u 
load  knocking,  which  at  breakfast  time,  our  hero 
discovered  to  have  been  made  by  Peter,  who  had 
returned  at  that  unseasonable  hour,  cherry  merry; 
md  here,  Strickland,  a  determined  enemy  to  drunk- 
enness  himself,  notwithstanding  the  late  impressions 
on  his  mind  in  favour  of-  Peter,  took  him  severely  to 
[ask;  and  threatened  to  discharge  him  for  the  very 
next  offence  of  the  sort.  Poor  Peter  stammered  out 
the  best  apology  he  could ;  alledging,  that  having  a 
few  hours'  leave,  he  remained  on  board,  taking  a 
friendly  glass  with  the  second  mate ;  and  when  about 
to  quit  the  ship.  Captain  Graham,  who  was  himself 
"  half-seas  over,"  sent  for  him  into  the  cabin,  bade 
him  be  seated,  vowing  that  he  could  love  even  a  dog 
belonging  to  his  master,  and  then  plied  him  so  briskly 
with  punch,  that  when  be  landed  at  ten,  he  could 
scarcely  stagger. 

"  And  pray,  Sir,  then,"  said  Strickland,  "  where 
were  you  staggering  to  from  ten  tilt  three  V 

"  Why,  your  honour,  that's  more  than  Jean  tell; 
but  when  I  waked  about  half-past  two,  I  found  my- 
self bolstered  up  in  an  arm-chair,  by  widow  Brown's 
fire-side ;  the  pot-boy  sitting  up,  I  suppose  to  prevent 
me  from  falling  into  the  fire.  I  insisted  upon  his 
letting  me  out — and  so — " 
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**  And  so  jou  staggered  home  T* 

'*  Yes,  your  honour.    I  said   to  myself,  said  I, 
better  go  home  late,  Peter,  than  stay  oat  all  night ; 
besides,  as  the  boy  told  me  that  you  had  been  there, 
I  guessed  that  if  I  staid  longer,  your  honour  might   , 
think  I  lodged  somewhat  higher  than  the  parlour. 
But  you  must  know.  Sir,  I  have  a  sweetheart  in  di    ^ 
England.    I  determined  to  have  one,  your  honour,    . 
at  an  early  age ;  for  I  said  to  myself,  says  I,  whaf s   , 
a  man  without    a   sweetheart? — and  so,    as  I  was   , 
saying^'—  . 

"  There,  there's  enough,  Peter,  at  present. — ^The  ^ 
remainder  of  this  discourse  shall  be  deferred  to  ano-  ^ 
ther  opportunity."  ., 

**  That's  what  our  old  parson  used  to  say,  when  be  .^ 
was  too  sleepy  to  get  through  the  whole  of  his  ser*  *. 
mon.  Perhaps  your  honour  never  was  at  our  village!  u- 
such  a  fat  parson — but  then  he  kept  a  plentiful  taUe,  '^ 
there  was  cut  and  come  again  at  the  vicarage ;  and  i^ 
as  for  drinking,  why,  your  honour,  I  remember  fif-  ^ 
teen  gallons"*—  ^ 

*'  Come,  come !  Peter,  J  remember  that  we  must  ^ 
proceed  to  market  to  purchase  a  salmon  for  Captaio  ^ 
Graham ;  and  do  you  remember  that  you  return  on  ,. 
shore  directly  you  have  delivered  it,  and  that  sober   ^ 
too." 

'*  Let  me  alone  for  that  master ;"  so  saying,  away 
comfortably  jogged  both  master  and  man,  on  the  best 
of  good  terms.  Some  people,  it  would  seem,  have  a 
clever  knack  of  talking  themselves  out  of  a  scrape. 

After  taking  a  friendly  leave  of  Mr.  Clark,  with 
whom  they  had  lived  rather  as  relations  than  lodgers, 
our  two  friends  proceeded  on  board  theVenus,  where 
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Graliam  gave  them  a  rough  hearty  welcome  on  the. 
gangway. 

"  The  old  3hip  swims  somewhat  deeper,  Graham, 
than  when  we  left  her.  Yoa  ha?e  lost  no  time  in 
loading,  I  perceive,''  said  Strickland. 

**  No,  no,  messmate,  we  lost  time  enough  at  Ha- 
liftx;  though  to  say  the  truth,  we  were  then  no 
scmUers.  I  have  now  a  double  gang  at  work ;  and 
the  best  stevedore  (stower  of  timber),  in  Quebec. 
We  are  the  boys  for  rattling  over  the  work.  If  the 
wind  sits  fair,  we  shall  land  our  pilot  at  Bic,  in  a 
week,  and  in  ten  days  be  out  in  blue  water.  But,  I 
say,  Strickland,  what  the  devil  ails  your  glutton  ? — I 
could  not  get  him  to  take  a  glass  of  grog,  or  remain 
in  the  ship  a  minute.  He  tells  me  that  Quambino  is 
going  to  be  spliced  to  a  white  piece  of  goods.  D — n 
me  if  she  was  any  kin  to  me,  if  I  wouldn't  flog  her 
to  death  with  sting-nettles,  the  strumpet;  because 
there  were  not  white  men  enough  to  be  had." 

Heaven  knows  how  long  Graham  would  have  pro- 
ceeded, had  he  not  been  suddenly  interrupted  by 
Kobin  in  his  "  best  bib  and  tucker,"  with  an  air  of 
importance,  making  his  way  towards  the  companion, 
with  the  salmon,  (cooked  of  course),  and  vociferating 
*'  scaldings !"  with  all  his  might.  The  party  unani- 
mously considering  this  as  a  signal  for  dinner,  went 
below,  and  did  ample  justice  to  the  good  cheer ;  after 
vhich  the  cheerful  glass  went  round.  The  company 
feeling  so  well  pleased  with  themselves,  and  with 
«ach  other,  that  until  Mr.  Barnard  proposed  pro- 
ceeding on  board  the  schooner,  it  scarcely  once  flash- 
ed across  their  minds  that  this  was  a  parting  visit. 
They  silently  gained  the  quarter-deck.     Mr.  B.  was 
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the  first  to  break  that  silence.  Thrusting  a  letter 
into  one  of  Graham's  hands,  while  he  heartily  shook 
him  by  the  other,  he  said :  **  This,  Sir,  is  a  letter  to 
my  daughter.  I  have  made  honourabk  mention  of 
you  in  it ;  and  as  I  feel  assured  that  you  will  take 
the  trouble  to  deliver  it  yourself,  so  am  I  also  confi- 
dent, that  she  will  make  you  welcome.  But  if  my 
journey  prospers,  perhaps  I  may  be  there  as  soon  as 
yourself." 

"  Lay  ye  another  bowl  of  punch,  you  don't ; — why 
if  you  were  ready  to  sail  as  soon  as  J,  without  indeed 
we  became  shipmates  again,  I  should  be  there  first. — 
Aye,  aye !  (shaking  his  head),  thanks  to  the  old  Ve- 
nus' clean  pair  of  heels,  Andrew  Miller's  luggers  them- 
selves are  not  always  a  match  for  her." 

'*  /,  for  one,"  replied  Barnard,  "  have  found  hw 
to  be  such ;  and  but  for  her  where  might  I  now  have 
been  ? — ^Adieu !  Graham ;  take  but  the  trouble  to  call 
at  Mr.  Clark's  when  you  are  ready  to  put  to  sea,  and 
ask  for  a  parcel  for  my  daughter ;  and  mind  me,  when 
you  arrive  in  England,  should  you  unfortunately  find 
yourself  with  but  few  '  shiners  in  the  sack,'  apply  to 
her,  as,  I  trust,  you  would  to  me,  if  I  was  there. 
You  will  not  ask  in  vain."  Without  waiting  the  Cap- 
tain's reply,  the  generous  Barnard  descended  to  the 
boat. 

"  Now,  Strickland !"  said  Graham,  **  though  one 
friend  has  left  me,  I  have  still  the  painful  task  to  part 
with  the  other, — Good  bye! — Grod  bless  you,  my 
friend. — Keep  you  out  of  all  squalls.  Remember 
Geordie  Graham  lives  at  Deptford ;  and  if  ever  Cap- 
tain Strickland  comes  into  that  latitude,  and  I  am  at 
home,  he  shall  be  as  welcome  as  a  prince. — Grood 
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bye! — There,   there! — go!"     At  the  same  time  the 
warm-hearted  old  tar  turned  aft  to  conceal  his  emo- 
tion; while  our  hero,  no  less  softened,  hastily  de- 
•    scended  the  side,  waving  a  friendly  adieu !  and  eja- 
i    ciilating — "  Grod  prosper  ye  my  tar ;  and  ever  send 
:    ]fe  fair  and  pleasant  gales." 


CHAPTER  XII. 


;•  I  write  of  laws,  of  wars,  of  politics,  and  peace ; 

-  !^  Religion,  commerce,  and  the  rights  of  man. 

It  was  still  early  in  the  evening,  when  our  two 
friends  arrived  on  board  the  schooner,  where  they 
vere  soon  joined  by  Peter;  who,  calling  Strickland 
aside,  gratified  him  with  the  pleasing  intelligence, 
tliat  Mr.  Barnard  had  left  at  Clark's  an  order  and 
cash  to  defray  the  expence  of  twelve  dozen  of  old 
port,  a  hamper  of  hams,  tongues,  8lc.,  and  four  quar- 
ters of  beef,  to  be  delivered  to  Captain  Graham  the 
isLy  before  he  saik,  and  a  new  suit  of  clothes  for 
Bobin. 

''  And  all  this  he  has  the  art  to  keep  a  secret  from 
me,"  said  Strickland.  *^  I  shall  not  acquaint  him 
with  my  knowledge  of  it" 

''  Ah !  Sir,"  rqilied  Peter,  hemming,  and  prepar- 
ing himself  for  the  delivery  of  a  long  oration,  "  Mr. 
Barnard  takes  that  excellent  advice,  '  When  thou 
fbest  thine  abns,  do  not  sound  a  trumpet  before  thee ;' 
and  as  for  his  giving  the  wine,  and  the  other  excel- 
lent eatables,  you  know,  master,  as  the  parson  of  our 
fillage  used  to  say — '  The  lUieral  mind  deviseth  libe- 
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ral  things.' — I  coald  once  have  said  much  more  to 
the  purpose ;  bat  my  memory  fails  mbe." 

"  Why,  really,  Peter,  I  think  you  recollect  »  . 
much  of  other  things,  that  you  often  forget  yourseK'  . 
'*  Lord,  Sir,  why  some  years  ago  I  conld  qnoto  « 
texts  by  the  score,  and  should  have  aduaUy  ben 
made  parish  clerk,  but  for  an  old  school-master  (Buir  , 
brusher  the  boys  used  to  call  him),  who  could  drawl 
through  his  nose  better  than  myself."  ^ 

With  an  ardent  prayer  for  his  own  and  Mr.  Ba^  ^, 
nard's  success  in  the  journey  they  were  about  to  coo-  \, 
mence,  our  hero  retired  to  rest.   A  fair  wind  springiv  \. 
up  in  the  morning,  before  low  water  the  schooMr 
weighed,  and  ere  our  friends  had  breakfasted,  kl 
performed  nearly  one-third  of  the  passage.   The  fore-, 
noon  was  chiefly  spent  by  Strickland,  in  writing  to 
his  friend  in  England:  the  afternoon,  in  obserring 
with  delight  the  beautiful  landscapes,  which  the  St 
Lawrence  so  abundantly  affords.    In  addition  to  tk 
gratification  he  felt  on  observing  the  falls  and  ra{Hds» 
the  banks  of  the  river  (particularly  the  northern)  were 
thickly  studded  with  white-washed  cottages;  here 
and  there  a  humble  village  spire  raised  its  unassuming  t 
head,  while  the  many  little  smiling  patches  of  cleaiel 
land  were  beautifully  contrasted  by  the  distant  hilb  ^ 
and  gloomy  forests.    The  flood  tide  having  carried  \ 
them  but  a  p^i;  of  the  distance,  the  remainder  of  the  . 
passage  was  performed  more  slowly,  insomuch  that 
they  reached  not  Three  Rivers  till  ten  that  night 
Our  friends  landed,  and  took  up  their  quarters  at  s 
decent  inn,  and  spent  the  greater  part  of  the  follow' 
ing  day  in  reconnoitering  the  town  and  its  environs. 
Strickland  judged  the  population  to  be  from  4  to 
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5000  souls.  Nine-tenths  of  the  iahabitants  spoke 
nothing  but  French,  and  professed  the  Roman  Ca- 
tholic religioD.  This  place  is  the  residence  of  a 
Grand  Vicaire;  here  also  reside  some  members  of 
tbe  legislative  council.  It  contains  a  Roman  Catholic 
and  a  Protestant  church ;  some  Dissenters  also  as- 
Mmbling  on  the  Sabbath,  in  a  private  dwelling.  It 
hoasts  an  excellent  market,  and  ranks  next  to  Mon- 
treal and  Quebec,  in  point  of  commercial  importance ; 
it  derives  its  name  from  two  or  three  branches  of  the 
river  St.  Maurice,  or  Black  River,  emptying  them- 
soives  into  the  grand  river,  just  below  the  town. 
Several  emigrants  had  just  taken  up  their  abode  here, 
chiefly  mechanics,  who  found  suilicient  employment, 
at  a  dollar  and  upwards  per  day.  The  dollar  here 
goes  for  five  shillings  -  and,  taking  into  the  accoont 
the  low  pnce  of  rent,  provisions,  and  exciseable  com- 
modities, may  be  reckoned  almost  equal  to  ten  shil- 
lings per  day  in  England.  Hats,  shoes,  and  clothing 
of  every  description,  as  well  as  books,  stationary,  and 
hardware,  are  here,  and  in  all  parts  of  Canada,  much 
dearer  than  in  England. 

Here  the  Captain  had  the  satisfaction  to  meet  with 
his  old  fellow-passenger,  the  benevolent  Quaker,  who 
talked  of  establishing  a  brewery  in  the  town,  to  en- 
courage the  consumption  of  malt  liquors,  in  prefer- 
ence to  spirits.  "  He  must  feel  quite  shocked  at  the 
alarming  ttnantity  of  rum  these  Canadians  swallow," 
said  Peter.  "  Say  not  the  Canadians,"  replied  his 
master,  "  for,  to  speak  honestly,  I  am  persuaded  they 
drink  less  than  the  Johnny  Newcomes."  The  two 
travellers  visited  the  abodes  of  all  tbe  lately-arrived 
Europeans,  yet  none  of  them  could  give  any  infonna- 
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tion  respecting  the  persons  they  sought ;  therefore, 
having  now  perforraed  half  their  jouruey  by  water, 
they  that  evening,  according  to  their  iirst  resolutioD, 
prepared  to  travel  the  other  half  by  land. 

Hiring  a  calash  and  conducteur,  (driver  or  guide,) 
for  themselves,  and  a  horse  for  Peter,  they  the  next 
morning  started  for  Riviere  dn  Loup,  distant  twenty- 
three  miles.  The  road  side,  for  some  distance,  was 
enlivened  by  houses,  and  well -cultivated  gardens; 
while  on  their  left  they  had  a  view  of  the  St.  Law- 
rence. At  about  three  quarters  of  a  league  from  the 
town  they  approached  a  large  crucifix,  over  which 
was  erected  a  wooden  canopy  ;  several  females  were 
paying  their  devotions  at  the  feet  of  the  image,  and 
on  passing  it,  the  conducteur  laid  down  his  pipe,  un- 
covered, and  gravely  crossed  himself,  casting  a  side- 
long glance  towards  his  employers,  as  if  to  see  whether 
they  paid  the  same  respect  to  the  object  of  his  vene- 
ration or  not.  What  would  not  some  curious  readers 
now  give,  to  know  how  these  important  personages 
conducted  themselves  ?  We  will  kindly  give  them  a 
hint.  The  conducteur  shook  his  head,  in  token  of 
disapprobation,  then  re-covered  his  head,  and  drew 
lustily  at  his  pipe,  which  during  the  ceremony  had 
well  nigh  gone  out.  While  the  guide  watched  the 
behaviour  of  his  two  fellow-passengers,  Strickland 
cast  a  scrutinizing  look  towards  Peter ;  but  whether 
the  poor  fellow  recollected  the  crossing  business  at 
Hare  Island,  or  had  not  observed  the  Canadian's 
motions,  is  hard  to  determine,  but  most  certainly,  I 
aver  to  his  praise,  that  his  risibility  was  not  in  the 
least  excited: — for  on  seeing  his  master  turn  inqni 
linglj  towards  him,  be  nodded  his  head ;  it  was  a  u 
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which  spoke  as  plainly  as  nods  can  speak — "I'm  close 
at  yonr  heels,  your  honour ;  you  need  not  be  uneasy 
about  Peter." 

Our  travellers  determining  to  travel  slowly,  reached 
Dot  Point  du  Lac  (nine  miles)  tilt  near  noon.  This 
place  contains  but  a  little  church,  an  inn,  and  a  few 
houses ;  it  derives  its  name  from  being  situated  at  the 
lower  end  of  the  Lake  St.  Peter's.  Nicolet,  a  more 
pleasantly  situated  and  populous  village,  boasting  a 
Catholic  college,  is  nearly  opposite  to  it,  on  the  other 
bank  of  the  river.  Our  friends  dined  at  the  village 
(if  Yamachiche,  and  crossed  the  bridge  of  the  great 
Riviere  du  Loup  towards  dusk.  They  were  comfort- 
ably lodged  at  the  further  extremity  of  the  village,  at 
an  inn  contiguous  to  a  water-mill.  Here,  dismissing 
'  their  conductenr,  they  resolved  to  halt  for  a  day,  to 
make  inquiries  after  the  "Fugitives."  On  the  next 
morning  they  were  visited  by  a  Mr.  White,  an  Eng- 
lishman, who  cultivated  a  farm  in  the  neighbourhood, 
who  seemed  both  able  and  willing  to  give  them  every 
information  they  desired.  From  him  they  learnt  that 
the  population  of  the  parish  of  St.  \ntoine  de  Riviere 
du  Loup,  though  the  village'  itself  is  not  very  con- 
siderable, was  about  2000,  not  above  sisty  of  whom 
were  Protestants.  "  But,"  said  he,  "  we  all  live  very 
comfortably  together,  without  annoying  each  other  on 
the  score  of  religion  i  one  of  our  Justices  is  a  Pro- 
testant, the  other  a  Catholic.  We  have  no  church 
here ;  but,  like  '  a  handful  of  corn  on  the  top  of  the 
mountains,'  assemble  some  twelve  or  twenty  of  us,  in 
a  private  house,  on  the  Sabbath,  to  worship  God  ac- 
cording to  the  dictates  of  our  conscience :  while  the 
handsome  Catholic  church  is  not  only  crowded  within, 


r 


160  THE   FUGITIVES; 

but  the  area  in  front  of  it  is  thronged  with  devout 
Catholics,  dd  their  knees,  with  their  faces  turned  eu' 
quiringly  lowards  the  church  doors.  If  we  at  any 
time  choose  to  make  one  among  them,  to  witness  any 
particular  ceremony,  they  never  fail  to  accommodate 
us  with  a  seat,  and  to  treat  us  with  civility.  This 
conduct  on  their  part,  gentlemen,  is  decent  and  com- 
mendable ;  it  is  many  years  since  I  was  in  England, 
but  if  I  recollect  right,  you  are  there  noted  for  your 
politeness  and  attention  to  such  strangers  as  may 
happen  to  visit  your  parish  churches." — (Strickland 
smiled.) — "It  is  really  astonishing  to  observe  what 
influence  the  Priests  have  over  the  laity  ;  though,  as 
it  respects  our  Parish  Cur^,  he  spares  no  pains  in  the 
<;iire  of  his  flock,  and  he  is  looked  up  to,  by  youi);; 
and  old,  as  one  common  father.  Many  well-meaning 
men  have  preached  about  the  country,  and  in  somt 
places  we  have  churches  established ;  yet,  for  one 
Catholic  turning  Protestant,  we  hear  of  tivo  Protes- 
tants turned  Catholics.  However  surprising,  gentle- 
men, this  may  appear,  several  causes  combioe  to 
produce  this  effect.  Firstly, — The  Priests  speak  to 
the  people  in  a  language  they  understand  ;  while  the 
Protestant  Minister,  if  unacquainted  with  French, 
(which  is  generally  the  case,)  if  even  he  could  succeed 
in  drawing  together  a  congregation  purtly  composed 
of  Catholics,  could  do  nothing  towards  enlightening 
them.  Secondly, — Numbers  of  the  Protestants  them- 
selves,  long  settled  here,  living  remote  from  each 
other,  and  in  habits  of  intimacy  with  the  French- 
Canadians,  have  partly  forgotten  their  mother  tongue, 
while  the  offspring  of  such  invariably  speak  French, 
and  nothing  else :  and  in  places  sn£Bciently  populous 
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to  support  a  schoolmaster,  the  children  of  the  Pro* 
lestants  are  sent  to  the  French  school,  for  the  want  of 
an  Eng^lish  one,  and  when  then,  if  not  overtly,  at 
least  covertly,  have  the  principles  of  the  Roman  faith 
instilled  with  such  pertinacity  into  their  youthful 
minds,  that  at  a  more  mature  age,  the  very  best  of 
them  scarcely  become  half-Protestants.  Thirdly, — 
What  I  consider,  gentlemen,  as  another  obstacle  to 
(he  spread  of  the  principles  of  the  early  Reformers, 
and  that  not  a  trifling  one,  is,  that  the  religion  of  our 
oppoiteotB  is  a  religion  of  show, — of '  pompt  and  vani- 
ties;' the  outward  senses  are  taken  captive  by  ap- 
pearances. The  toleration  of  all  sorts  of  amusements 
on  the  Sabbath  day,  (for  the  Priests  bot  faintly  con- 
tend against  them,)  tends  uot  a  little  to  endear  their 
religion  to  them.  Imagine  to  yourselves  that  a  num- 
ber of  ignorant,  careless  individuals  should  have  the 
choice  of  one  out  of  tv!o  religions,  set  before  them,  and 
that  they  should  be  convinced  of  the  necessity  of 
choosing  either  the  one  or  the  other,  which  do  you 
think  they  would  be  most  likely  to  adopt, — that  of 
the  Catholic,  which  holds  out  an  easy  method  of  ob- 
taining pardon  for  sins,  and  winks  at  the  profanation 
of  the  Sabbath, — or  that  of  the  Protestant,  who  be- 
lieves that  without  true  faith  and  genuine  repentance, 
there  is  no  remission,  and  whose  Sabbath  is,  or  should 
be,  a  day  of  abstinence  from  all  carnal  pleasures  I 
Most  certainly  the  farmer.  It  is  much  to  be  hoped, 
sirs,  that  when  our  Missionary  Societies  send  out 
Ministers  to  this  country,  that  they  may  be  able,  when 
required,  to  preach  to  the  people  in  the  French 
tongae ;  that  they  may  be  selected,  rather  on  account 
of  their  possessing  a  spirit  warm  in  the  Protestant 
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cause,  than  that  some  friend  of  their's  should  recom* 
mend  them  to  the  office,  because  a  good  stipend  in 
Canada  is  preferable  to  an  Irish  or  Welsh  curacy. 
The  man  we  want,  at  least  in  this  part  of  the  country,    . 
is  one  that  will  become  all  things  to  all  men,  to  the 
end  that  he  may  win  some ;  one  possessing  just  suffi-    ^ 
cient  income  to  support  the  dignity  of  his  profession,    ^ 
and  to  enable  him  to  exercise  the  virtues  of  charity 
and  hospitality,  but  not  one  so  far  elevated  above  the 
majority  of  his  flock,  (which  is  poor,)  as  to  be  on  a   ,. 
footing  with  the  heads  of  the  country,  and  who,  ib-  ^ 
stead  of  visiting  the  sick  and  afflicted  at  their  own 
habitations,  will  content  himself  with  riding  in  state 
to  church,  once  or  twice  on  a  Sunday,  and  afterwards 
make  himself  invisible  to  all  but  the  rich,  during  the  ]- 
rest  of  the  week*    And  lest,  gentlemen,  you  should  > 
imagine  that  I  think  sufficient  care  is  not  taken  in  the  :^ 
proper  choosing  of  Church  Missionaries,  I  would  aleo  ;^ 
say  to  the  Dissenting  Missionary  Societies,  If  ye  send  ^ 
out  any  Missionaries  here,  send  them  out  warm  with  ^ 
zeal  for  the  promotion  of  the  pure  Gospel ;  let  them  T 
come  rather  to  try  what  they  can  do,  than  to  see  what  u 
they  can  get;  and  I  would  say  to  the  Ministers i of  _ 
all  parties.  Ye  should  add  to  your  other  important  j. 
duties,  that  truly  important  one— the  giving  of  reli-  \ 
gious  instruction  to  the  children  of  your  flock  during  f 
the  week.     In  short,  gentlemen,  if  you  send  us  any  ^ 
Missionaries  at  all,  let  them  be  as  zealous,  and  as  labo-  . 
rious  as  are  the  Catholic  Priests.  Send  us  such,  or  send  y 
us  none ;  for  with  such,  if  hut  few  converts  are  made  to  ^ 
Protestantism,  I'll  lay  my  life  that  still/eiuer  of  us  will  ^ 
turn  Roman  Catholics.     But,  sirs,  I  fear  I  am  grow- 
ing tedious ;  business  also  calls  me  hence.    Delay  bat 
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your  joamey  for  a  day,  and  dine  with  me  to-morrow : 
we  dine  at  one ;  I  shall  feel  honoured  by  your  com- 
pany." 

To  this  iuTitation  the  two  gentlemen  willingly  ac- 
ceded, and  on  the  following  day,  at  the  appointed 
time,  they  sat  down  with  Mr.  White  and  hi&  family, 
to  a  substantial  dinner,  and  afterwards  entered  into 
osKinersation  on  the  rriigion,  laws,  principles,  &c.  of 
tfce  Canadians ;  Mr.  White  assuring  his  guests  that 
the  loyalty  of  the  latter  was  unquestionable.  '*  Al- 
most every  man,"  said  he,  *'  capable  of  bearing  arms, 
is  in  the  Militia,  or  Fencibles,  and  that  too  with  their 
own  consent ;  there  seems  to  be  such  an  ardour,  such 
a  loyalty,  at  this  important  crisis,  burning  in  the  bosom 
of  the  Canadians,  that  after  ages  will  scarcely  credit 
that  the  vanquished  could  ever  have  felt  such  loyalty 
and  gratitude  towards  their  conquerors.  But  for  my 
cfe,"  continued  Mr.  W.,  **  I  should  feel  ashamed  to 
Peaceably  jog  on  in  the  old  way,  upon  my  farms, 
iHiile  so  much  is  at  stake ;  but  I  have  the  consolation 
to  know,  that  I  have  two  sons  now  bravely  advocating 
their  King  and  their  country's  cause,  and  that  even  J, 
though  left  at  home,  am  far  from  useless :  for  those 
that  fight  must  eat,  and  while  they  contribute  so 
mainly  in  defence  of  our  land,  I  prepare  the  produce 
of  that  land  for  their  support  and  nourishment.  But, 
gentlemen,  if  we  look  as  far  back  as  the  conquest  of 
these  provinces  by  the  English,  perhaps  in  all  the 
amals  of  history  there  never  was  an  instance  of  an 
extensive  country  thus  changing  its  master,  wherein 
could  be  found  such  strong  feelings  of  attachment 
to  a  new  Government ;  as  a  proof  of  which,  I  have  by 
ne  a  copy  of  the  address  sent  to  his  Excellency,  60- 
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venior  G«ge,  firom  the  offioen  of  lailifiB,  mmid^iifc  r 
and  others  residing  in  Montrea],  on  the  death     of  ^ 
late  Majesty,  George  the  Second.  . 

*'  To  General  Gage. 
•*  Governor, 

''  Cmel  destiny,  then,  has  cut  short  the  daytf  ^^  - 
great  and  magnanimous  a  Monarch.    We  ar^  cm^> 
to  pour  out  our  grief  into  the  paternal  bosom  oif, 
Excellency, — the  sole  tribute  of  gratitude  of  a 
who  will  never  cease  to  exult  in  the  mildness 
moderation  of  their  new  masters.    The  GrenersI*^ 
conquered  us,  has  treated  us  more  like  viciont^ 
vanquished^  and  has  left  us  a  precious  pledge, 
name  and  deed,  of  his  goodness  to  us.    What 
knowledgpnents  are  we  not  bound  to  make  for  so 
fevours?    They  shall  be  engraven  on  our  hearts  ii 
indelible  characters.    We  entreat  your  ExceUencj 
continue  to  us  the  honour  of  your  protection.    ^^ 
will  endeavour  to  deserve  it  by  our  zeal,  and  by  Ab^ 
earnest  prayers  we  shall  offer  up  to  the  Ahniglitf 
Being  for  your  health  and  preservation." 

''A  noble  tribute  of  loyalty,  thist  gentlemen;  W 
what  is  more,  their  subsequent  and  present  deporti 
ment  has,  and  does  prove  the  sincerity  of  their  prdfea- 
sioD.  But,  sirs,  '  time  is  on  the  wing.^  I  wish  ta 
amuse, — to  entertain  you.  Will  you  please  to  look 
over  the  farm, — take  a  trip  down  to  the  Lake,  in  in^ 
canoe, — or  ride  out  to  Maskinoogi  in  my  calash,  and 
visit  La  Chute,  (or  the  waterfalls?)  I  am  completely 
at  your  disposal."  **  Your  kindness,  sir,"  said  Strict 
land,  *'  offers  such  a  variety  of  amusements,  (to  say 
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» least  of  them,)  that  we  are  puzzled  which  way  to 
^;  but  most  certainly,  and  I  am  persuaded  that 
'•Barnard  is  of  the  same  opinion,  we  shall  prefer 
^  inspecting  your  farm,  and  afterwards  will  suffer 
wives  to  be  entirely  g^ded  by  yoti." 
^hour  was  agreeably  spent  by  the  travellers  in 
^"^T  over  Mr.  W.'s  farm,  with  the  appearance  of 
'^  they  expressed  themselves  highly  gratified, 
F'c^dariy  admiring  the  cleanliness  and  good  order 
F^Ue  in  the  arrangements  of  his  dairy.  **  This 
pt  of  your  praise,  gentlemen,"  said  he,  **  is  due  to 
V^eand  daughter,  who  have  also  the  management 
^^  bogs ;  a  servik  employment,  perhaps  you  may 
^poe,  for  the  wife  and  daughter  of  a  man  who 
Ptoses  considerable  property  here, — at  L'Assump- 
%  and  elsewhere ;  but  we  find  it  much  more  pro- 
iNe  to  attend  to  business  ourselves,  than  to  intrust 
to  servants.  My  daughter  is  intended  to  be  the 
3  of  an  honest  farmer,  (if  ever  the  jade  is  lucky 
Dgh  to  get  one,)  and  I  prefer  the  putting  into  such 
lan's  hands  a  hearty  wench,  that  can  mend  his 
kings,  make  his  dumplings,  and  take  charge  of 
lairy, — to  the  cursing  him  with  a  little  tit-bit  of 
station,  who,  but  for  her  tongue,  might  be  taken 
ei  Bartholomew  doll ;  and  who,  for  want  of  better 
ipation,  and  with  a  view  to  banish  all  silence. 
Id,  when  (if  possible)  tired  of  talking,  fill  up  the 
nrals  with  fashionable  caterwauling,  and  thrum- 
g  upon  a  jarred  harpsichord.  My  wife  is  one  of 
r  old-fashioned  English  farmer's  '  helps-meet/  and 
dead  pull-back ;  and  such,  as  I  have  said,  I  in- 
1  my  daughter  to  be.    Every  one  that  derives 
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sustenance  from  the  plough,  should  occasionally^  if 
not  regularly  put  his  hand  to  it :  why,  if  we  farmm 
here  were  to  spend  our  time  in  hunting  and  racing* 
and  our  wives  and  daughters  theirs  in  sporting  aboat 
in  silks  and  satins,  and  in  taking  lessons  in  music  and 
dancing,  as  they  do  in  some  countries, — instead  of  sdl- 
iug  our  wheat,  as  we  sometimes  do,  at  four  shilliop 
per  bushel,  by  Heaven,  sirs,  we  could  not  five  upoi 
fourteen.    There  is  many  a  poor  emigrant,  here,  gen* 
tlemen,  as  well  as  native,  who,  for  want  of  luck,  or 
good  management,  or  what  is  worse,  lack  of  moneji 
finds  it  hard  to  get  bread,  even  at  the  most  redueej 
price."     "Your  crops,"  observed  Mr.  Barnard,  "ap^ 
pear  to  be  likely  to  amply  recompense  you  for  your 
labour  and  attention:   I  see  wheat,  barley,  Indiaa 
com,  tobacco,  oats,  hemp,  and  what  not,  for  I  knot 
but  little  of  farming ;  but  what  I  chiefly  admire  is  ite 
forward  state  of  your  garden."     "  Why,  sir,'*  repliel 
the  settler,  "  considering  that  we  planted  and  sowel 
late  this  year,  every  thing  is  coming  on  pretty  so-so;  j^ 
for  though  the  river  this  spring,  was  sufficiently  cleaiei 
of  ice  to  admit  the  first  ship  up  to  Quebec  by  the  fint 
of  May,  very  few  persons  in  our  low,  damp  neighbom!' }. 
hood,  were  able  to  sow  or  plant  any  thing  in  thdr  \ 
gardens  imtil  about  the  12th. 

"  Experience  begins  to  enable  me  to  manage  the  soil  ^ 
much  better  than  I  did  at  my  first  coming  to  this  ^ 
country:  my  head  was  then  stocked  with  antiquated  L 
notions  of  agriculture,  and  I  acted  as  though  I  vi>  [[ 
still  farming  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  fens  of  '^ 
Lincolnshire;  in  short,  to  confess  the  truth,  I  \isA 
adopted  a  certain  system,  and  at  first  acted  up  to  it, 
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ligol-Hke,  without  paying  any  regard  to  change  of 
time  or  change  of  place,  and  therefore  found  my  hopes 
of  a  good  crop  frustrated. 

"  The  climate  and  soil  here  are  so  different  from  that 
nf  England,  that  ere  a  settler  can  do  much  good  he 
must  look  diligently  about  him,  and  observe  the  plans 
of  those  who  settled  before  the  Conquest;  their  me- 
thod of  cultivation  is  partly  French,  and  though  far 
from  being  perfect,  is  much  more  successful  here  than 
the  English  plan :  7  am  aiming  to  combine  both,  and 
flatter  myself  that  I  have  a  fair  prospect  of  success, 
I  have  felt  the  greatest  disappointment  here  in  the 
cultivation  of  Indian  corn,  and  believe  that  it  would 
thrive  better  higher  up  the  country." 

The  gentlemen  now  agreed  to  proceed  In  Mr. White's 
canoe  to  the  Lake.  Though  they  had  not  yet  reached 
the  middle  of  a  Canadian  summer,  the  water  in  the 
Riviere  du  Loup  had  already  sensibly  diminished. 
"  In  the  spring,"  said  Mr.  W.,  "  there  is  water 
enough  in  our  river  to  admit  schooners  of  a  moderate 
burden  up  as  far  as  the  bridge,  few,  however,  avail 
themselves  of  this  convenience  ;  now  and  then  a  soli- 
tary vessel  may  be  seen  loading  grain  for  Three  Rivers 
or  Quebec." 

They  gently  glided  down  the  stream  to  the  Lake,  dis- 
tance about  three  miles.  Our  hero  had  never  before 
seen  so  vast  a  sheet  of  fresh  water:  behind  the  fertile 
bank  of  the  St.  Lawrence,  before  numerous  vessels, 
whosesails  were  gilded  with  brilliant  light;  some,  per- 
haps, conveying  provision,  stores,  and  ammunition  to- 
wards the  scene  of  conflict.  Did  not  one  sole  object 
engross  my  thoughts,  reflected  Strickland,  how  gladly 
woold  I  embrace  this  opportunity  to  rush  again  into 
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active  life,  and  drown  all  my  reflections  in  the  noise  and 
bustie  of  busy  warfare.  *^  Alas!'*  exclaimed  he,  after 
having  looked  around  attentively,  "  that  so  beautiful 
and  fertile  a  country  should  be  so  thinly  inhabited! 
that  so  many  millions  of  as  good  soil  as  any  in 
the  world  should  remain  without  *men  to  till  the 
ground/  " 

*^  If  your  regret  is  so  much  excited/'  said  Mr. 
White,  "  by  the  sight  of  the  few  uncultivated  acres 
within  the  compass  of  your  vision,  what  will  it  be,  ' 
when  I  inform  you,  that  vast  tracts  of  land  in  Ga-  - 
nada  have  never  felt  the  tread  of  human  foot^  but  re-  i^ 
main  the  undisturbed  possession  of  beast  and  fowl?  j'' 
Here  the  surly  bear — ^the  hungry  wolf — the  industriom 
beaver,  and  the  venomous  snake,  with  the  fleet  orig- 
nol  (our  forest  elk),  dwell  the  undisputed  masters  of 
domains,  sufficient  in  extent  to  form  powerful  states 
and  kingdoms.    Here  many  a  gay  chorister  has  winged 
his  rapid  flight  over  miles  and  miles,  pouring  forth  his 
tshrill  melodious  notes  from  mom  to  even,  nor  ever 
awaked  to  rapture  the  heart  of  man.    Here,  as  the 
poet  most  beautifully  expresses  it — 

'^  Full  many  a  flower  is  bom  to  blush  unseen. 
And  spend  its  sweetness  in  the  desert  air.^ 

''  But,''  continued  Mr.  W.  ''  can  this  state  of  things 
always  exist?  Will  this  beautiful  country  ever  remaiB 
neglected,  and  partially  forgotten?  Oh»  no!  The 
nations  of  Europe,  impoverished  as  they  are,  by  long 
and  bloody  wars,  will,  when  dove-like  peace  sheds  ha 
benign  influence  over  their  now-distracted  cities,  lack 
capital  and  energies  to  employ  their  poor  at  home. 
ITien  mxisi  the  populatiLQH  q{  1\x^  oUL^oxld  increase. 
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aod  many  of  the  surplus  iDhabitaots  of  Britain  and 
Iidand,  together  with  the  discharged  sailor  and  dis- 
handed   soldier,   returned   victorious    from   fighting 
tlmir  conntr/s  battles,  will  turn  their  inquiring  eyes 
westward :  fly  to  a  peaceful  spot — a  retired  asylum^ — 
a  lefiige  from  distress, — and  fiud  a  home,  an  abiding 
place,  in  the  wild  romantic  wastes  of  Canada.    Then, 
geotleinen,  then,  if  not  now,  it  will  imperatively  b6- 
Goaie  the  duty  of  the  mother  country  to  extend  her 
(bstering  wings  over  these  provinces,  and  still  unite 
to   her,   by  the   closest  ties  of  interest,  those  who 
are  already  knit  to  her  by  the  bonds  of  affection ; 
tiMit  in  another  hour  of  extremity  (which,  heaven  long 
«f  ert !)  the  rock-girt  Albion  may  confidently  stretch 
forth  her  soliciting  hands  to  a  hardy  race  of  sons,  who, 
St  the  first  sound  of  her  all-prevailing  thunder,  will 
;  mpetaously  rush  forth  to  join  her  ranks,  and  feel 
;   fTOfnd  even  to  die^  while  her  colours  wave  over  them. 
"  Let  Britain  continue  to  us  equitable  laws,  endea- 
lour  to  provide  us  a  market  for  our  surplus  produce, 
lud  bestow  upon  us  now  in  our  infancy,  the  fostering 
eare  of  a  parent ;  and  when  it  is  in  our  power,  we 
skall,  even  as  we  now  do,  prove  any  thing  but  defi- 
cient in  gratitude. 

"  Yes,  gentlemen,  if  England  wishes  to  preserve  the 
sovereignty  of  these  provinces,  let  her  be  careful  to 
provide  the  Canadians  with  just  and  merciful  magis- 
tiates — let  her  still  allow  them  to  enjoy  their  ancient 
finms  and  language — ^let  their  proceedings  in  the 
House  of  Assembly;  pleadings  in  the  courts  of  law; 
proelamations ;  and,  indeed,  every  thing  be,  as  here- 
tofore, transacted  in  French,  and  bear  as  great  ^  \^- 
lemUance  as  possible  to  the  former  state  oi  \)D^xi^ 
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PW v,p,^,  J'^.^Sf ^.  *^.  *^^  «^^^"  peither,  the ,  qr^  ikik  .\tl»    : 
^^%f<?SiJ^  poJfsep^s  suj0GlcwntTes9»fcf»  to  ipremm 
iti^j^[f^i^§f^c^iicq^^$^Quld  it  ever  attaiaijtf  and  l^fisi!!: 
not  but ^^^9fp«ti^., with  oZorm,  the  .«erio|^:fl»«e' 
qi,^epj;e8,^y|]^ich  if^uWenwe,  should  Mfc  or  ^ithpr/fall 

-''iflff^W&v  ge^tlfjw^n,.  it  VQuld.in  h9foBip(;Pi^ri^ 
h^3}j)le^^ejifler,  to^iy^, my.ppinipji  on  jfi  ai^bjectylrf 
si}9^iW9fi^n^^  ^  that /of  .the.  beat  me^ns  to.  mtain^ont 
aut^^tejfi^ff  iWs  pouqtry  (Canada;)  but  haviii^jfil- 
ready  said  much  more  than  I  intended  Wtt^lioint, 
g^rj^itpiefto  conclude,  and  that  as  bHe^y  a8  pvotvibfo^ 
My  ^opinyjps  ju^y,  be  erroneoufi,  my  Tj9asA|uogR/«ta# 
bijt,,Jtr}wl;:n^q,,.Sup»»  my.  motive^  are. good; -«»  pir 
tppti^,^  ^J^^eft.my  pwi^  country  ]t.is.]lxue«,jBUB4<ir^ 
th^.  i^^l}J^^t^^^^.  many  may  infer;^  that  lyMmf^iSHir 
fect,(^  t9A*»  "^ftt  *^»  J^^a^  wly  discontented- .  IiteVe 
ti^^yipiled^l^liher  n^ore.than,  three,  tjiousand.inijles^iafrf 
am  still  discontent^.  I  know  not  your  motiyet^geiH 
tlemen,  for  travelling,  but  this  I  think  I  can  say  from 
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ixperistUH^f  t&at  if  eon  tent  id  not  a  resident,  it  is  iii 
rain  to  stfik  her  eAroad.  But,  it  grows  late;  I  feat 
[  am  tedious.  '  I  have,  gentlemen,  but  a  few  words 
ta^lidd,  and  those  by  way  of  caution  and  advice. 

'^*I  would  say — let  no  sudden  innovations  be  made 
upcnl  ancient  customs  and  privileges.     If  any  altera- 
tioiik  are  to  be  made,  rather  let  them  be  the  act  of  the 
ni^hresentatives  of  the  people  here,  than  of  the  Parlia- 
ment at  home.     Let  the  grievances  of  the  Canadians, 
wbelher  imaginary  or  real,  be  graciously  attended  to ; 
ioi  when,  without  remedying  a  lesser  evil,  by  the  in- 
troduction of  a  greater,  a  granting  of  their  request 
a{)pMrs  expedient,  let  it  be  grctciously  done;    the 
islanner  of  a  thing  is  often  looked  at  more  than  the 
matter.     I  abominate  the  mean  plan,  of  making  the 
giant  of  a  favour,  the  sorry  pretext  for  demanding 
aooKthing  of  equal  or  greater  value  in  return.'* 

A  pause  of  some  duration  followed ;  after  which 

Ifr.'W.,  turning  to  the  right,  said,  "  This  litfle  stream 

i»the  Ktde  Riviere  du  Loup,  emptying  itself  into  the 

like  near  the  same  place  where  the   larger  does. 

If  is  btit  an  insignificant  stream,  yet  it  answers  the 

pltrpOM  of  turning  two  mills  in  the  neighbourhood. 

'^  About  ten  miles  distant,  on  the  opposite  side  of 

tiM  lake»  is  the  pleasant  little  viUage  of  St.  Firancis, 

sMaled  n^ar  the  mouth  of  a  fine  river;  but  few,  if 

mj  f^lisb  are  located  there.    I  believe  there  is  one 

Sh^Mc&iMui,  but  they,  you  gentlemen  who  are  tra- 

fbMirs  nust  be  aware,  are  to  be  found  everywhere," 

'^T&il  remark,''  observed  Mr.  Barnard,  '^  puts  hi^  in 

itthtd^^-  an  epigram  written  by  Cleveland,  which, 

tlMtigb  ahtmsy,  is  much  to  the  point. 
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.   "jHftdhCwabfWn  »  Spot,  Cod  ifouW  h«^a;alterti+^  <}flWRj  . ,, 
J       Not  foyc'd  him  to  gander ^  but  cpnfip'd  him  at  Aome.'*.       ,^ 

'  "  They  are  fain  to  ramble/'  s^d  StricUaiia;' "  l?66i 
the  land  of  oatmeal  bannocks;  and  firom  tileii^ ^isttidef- 
worthy  industry,  perseverance,  and  eccmoHiy, '  tU^ 
are  generally  successful  in  picking  up  their  fiteli'  sBHk^ 
of  tte  '  Idav^  and  fishes,'  wherever  tbfey  gdj  *I'  *(iVfe 
often  been  cheered  by  the  smiles  of  a  S^tdU  fill^, 
wh^i^'far  distant  from  bonie,  and  no  other^Ekii^^aa 
to  be  tttet  with  for  miles.  A  native  'of  ^toy'^pirtl^df 
Eur6pe,'  oh  the  further  confines  of  India,  is  tiilfle#%j 
us  a^  a  neighbour,  much  more  then  is  theliteaif  gf^ 
dened  by  the  unexpected  countitoance  of  ftnUti^ 
of^  oiir  6¥n  *  sfnug  little  island.'  Bat  what  ihay"1^ 
theV^cz^n,  Sir,  that  so  few  British  are  isettted  iix^^i. 
Francis,- Seeing  that  it  is  so  desirably  sittetedT''^  "'^ 

**I  supfioi^e,  Sir,'*  replied  Mr.  W.,  "it  is  bei^ase 
IVfohtr^dl  iihd  Quebec  are  situated  on  this  side^th^ 
St.  LaWre^c^,  and  our  new  comers,  foi*  cont^toSieitfit 
sake,  piW(^  'settling  here  also  :  moreover,  'I  kA%(^ 
sure  tbat  the  hnds  in  the  immediate  neigb1idiiVhb()3 
of  the  vilWge  are  not  already  lotted  out,*  for,  at- tiie 
distatl^b  of  less  than  a  league  up  their  river,  thcJrdts 
an  Indian  village,  the  abode  of  some  feikiilie^  ^ 
have  emlnticed  the  Romish  faith,  and  who  ahe  gfradii- 
ally  submitting  to  the  restraints  of  civilize£^}ffi^;"  I 
have  said  re5^mn#s,  for  it  has  often  been  dti^tt^df 
doubt  io  me,  whether  the  wild,  free  life  orfair  IilUiii^„ 
with '^U  its  occasional  hardships  and  attends^ <^lgh6^ 
r£(nc4,  iii'not  ptefercible  to  the  dull  plodding<>^^^, 
tfa6  lille  ^reimonie^  and  cbid  forms  attacfadid  ^  ft^ltft 
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Spent  in  cities;  at  least  the  Indian  knows  nothing  of 
'the  glorious  uncertainty  of  the  law;'  fears  neither 
tjthe  nor  tax-gatherers ;  hunts,  fishes,  and  fowls 
■wherever  he  pleases,  without  danger  of  incurring  an 
action  for  trespass,  and  with  no  other  qualification 
(han  that  wiiich  God  kindly  bestowed  upon  ns  a\\ 
vithoQt  discrimination,  when  he  formed  these  cre*- 
tures  for  our  food," 

But  perhaps  some  of  my  readers  begiu  to  think  it 
high  time  that  I  put  an  end  to  this  digressioo  on  poli- 
tics, ^riculture,  and  so  forth ;  fortunately  for  those 
vho  are  this  way  of  thinking,  1  begin  to  be  of  the 
same  opinion,  and  shall,  therefore,  without  loss  of 
time,  convey  the  travellers  back  to  the  farm  of  Mr. 
White,  leaving  you  to  imagine  the  many  compliments 
which  passed  on  all  sides  at  their  leave-taking.  r 

Early  on  the  following  morning,  behold  them  safely 
jtowedinan  old  lumbering  calash,  and  on  their  way  for 
fiertbier,  distant  about  eight  leagues.  The  road  still 
■rinded  along  contiguous  to  the  lake  and  river,  Euid 
jpfgs, occasionally  enlivened  by  the  appearance  of  neat 
^ffttages  and  thriving  gardens.  On  the  first  part  of 
()ieii  journey  they  agreeably  passed  their  time  ixi 
n^^ng  comments  on  the  opinions  of  Mr.  White; 
qor  aristocratic  East  Indian  warmly  condemning  his 
tentiments  in  toto,  and  contending,  that  most  of  the 
settler's  principles,  if  acted  up  to,  would  be  subversive 
of  all  order  and  decency,  and  tend  to  dissolve  the 
bonds  of  society,  "  What  right  has  he,"  said  Mr,  B, 
"  to  make  any  allusion  to  our  English  Game  Laws, 
ffhep  he  has  the  privilege  to  shoot  where  he  pleases 

Strickland  felt  soon  tired  of  the  subject,    for,  in 


tlA  THS  FtrcmTfis; 


.» . 


spiie  wt  km  Amsmfm  i^^ndtf,  the  fmaUL  thmfHntrnf 
tWmain  ofcjici  of  kk  JMoiiej  tQ  Csiadai  flaslMMl 
aomsldswBd.  He  had  ktieriybroi^t  Uipself  te 
tJuBk  thou  Mr.  Banmiil  worid  fiMl  Ui  sM^'ttiiiwiA 
him  soon  letom  to  Eiq;laiid;  eed  thoagh'  BfiRriy 
cooU  ieel  more  uitercsted  thu  hoBself  ie  thol^gen- 
tlemaifft  snooen,  he  st91  hioked  forward  with^t^fMlt 
to  the  probaUe  moaMot  of  their  aepaiatioair  -'¥«»» 
tfaoaghl  he,  he  wffl  depart  Cnr  Ei^fand,  and  iDila>ofli 
hiame  him!  He  has  a  damgkier  to  go  to,  aad  iwStli^i 
tntfty  lake  a  aon  with  him;  whifeJ,  aahappf  1, loftiMi 
have  II  Facndlem  and  fiNRBakeDy  as  I  shall  after  hiB 
departnie,  eompletel J  be;  here  shall  be  my  homOyiOt 
le«t  for  a  time.  Mary!  Oh»  what  a  paag-shopii 
throogbiay  heart  at  the  bare  menlioii  of  that  <mce- 
loved, ^fltilt^dierished,  name!  She  may  be  heror-^be 
who  waa4taice  my  Mary.  Bat  what  is  she  inns  ta  M, 
asks  my' widowed  bleeding  heart? 

'  '^  Love  cafls  for  love.    Not  all  tfie  pride  of  beauty; 
'  Ttkose  eyes  tiiat  tell  us  inrbat  llie  son  is  made  of ; 
.  Those  lips  whose  tooch  is  to  be  bought  widi  life] '^    '  1^  > ' 
ITiOse  h&Us  of  dnvea  snow,  which  seen  u^fili: 
All  these  are  nought,  but  as  tiiey  are 
The  proof,  the  substance  of  an  inward  passion, 
And  the  rich  plunder  of  a  taken  heait^ 

m 

'*  Yoong,  thou  reaaonest  well,  and  feelingly  teo.'^ 
Luckily  for  our  hero,  he  was  aroused  firom  ibis  mer 
laocholy.mood,  by  a  violent  jolt  of  the  calash^  aoobiBr 
paaied,  or  rather  followed,  by  a  **  Saere  hong^J'^* 
from  the  eondnctear;  which  also  awakened  l^i  B8r4 
oard  from  a  comfortable  sleep,  in  which  for  theJsst' 
half  hour  he  had  been  indulging.  He  familiarly  tap»j 
ped  4be  OaptatH  on  theshouidsx,  QiLc\K\\wki«^»^^^vSollqBi'^ 
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ll  ItiKmgbt  we  had  tmeeirei  a  Yhole  broad- 
lidi^fifini's  ErdDch  or  a  Yankee  prirateer.'*    **  No, 
iio»f  inqriird  our  hens  *'  we  aie,  heaTOB  ke  praiMd ! 
qvileonKfinRa,  and  in  no  danger,  except,  iriend,  Anni 
ImifKiY^tKi^''  (footpadM.) 
u^^Tliia,  tken,  I  snppoae,"  said  Barnard,  **  u  Ber- 
Ihiflr  beiiMre  1m«     1  have  heard  Clark  aar,  that  it  is 
im$3i  the  handsomest  villages  in  Canada.    It  it  si* 
twrtad*  #n  the :  north  bank  of  the  St.  Lawrenee,  and 
^ppOflite  to  it  is  Sorel,  which  is  hid  fmii  our  view  by 
the  JuuAerons  islands  which  intervene,  and  divide  the 
nr^F  into  seveml  narrow  and  rapid  streams*    He  in- 
fiimia  JDne  that  the  one  between  the  village  and  the 
adjacent  island  is  navigable  for  schtonen^' — *'  And  also 
for  swoBfT  vessels.  I  guess,"  intemqitad  Peter.    (I 
merely  wish,  reader,  to  convince  thee  that  thy  old  frimd 
Peter  is  still  in  the  land  of  the  living.)  ''And  pray. 
Sir,"  angrily  replied  Mr.  B.,  "  who  ioU  you  to  ^eas, 
or  at  least  gave  you  liberty  to  guess  so  loud?  Harkee, 
fellow,  and  recollect  it,  yon  are  paid  for  domg^  not  for 
tkinking  or  guessing."     **  One  would  think,"'  calmly 
remarked  Strickland,  **  he  was  rather  jNdd  for  eating 
and  drinking ;  for  at  least  half  his  time  is  spent  in 
these  exercises."     "Why,   now;    Lord  bless  your 
Honour,  as  our  parson  used  to  say,  a  man** — **  Belay, 
belay,  Feter."    The  latter  was  reluctantly  oompelled 
to«hold  his  peace,  after  mattering  something  about 
the  Newfonndland  schooner  and  cods.     Gadrabbit  it, 
thdoj^t  he,  if  it  were  not  for  the  agreeable  exercise 
ofieiting^and  drinking,  I  have  so  few  to  talk  to,  the* 
hiag^itf  my  mouth  would  have  been,  by  tint  time, 
quite  liisftjEifor  the  want  of  opening'  and  ishuttin^. 
ThftMnBHer  Jiked  nky  disccmae,  and 


fully leAgagiflg.  t)fi)^<waD^t7tdllittie/Wbl^irM^i^^ 

oiMiliiimd  Jlr/^Bw^wko  had  i-ett^^^^^f^<ifthiS# 
»leDt»  ^'he  thitikd  biMi^elf  bdd  of  tte'cOdipfai^^fe^ 
quite;  put  me  out/    Whett  i  Wa»  j^srAoulPtib^x^ 
tkte  oh-the  beauties  df  Be^tMer^-^^rinbft  il(bi^MM# 
intrudittg  unask^.     Let  m&,^tsiib^,'^^ltkdi^^m^^ 
••About  A  quartler  of  a  lettgtie  H)fi5^yi4i'J^H§iilrf4r,^ 
replied >Perter;  whether  thi^tigb  s&^er^  ^M^K^^.^^ 
from  beiug  wetstocked  wltti  tbat'  pl^tf^iful'^i^^ft^aft^    i 
di^,  impt^i^Mcr,  is  doubtfal.    ^<Fsha^i'^'^ja»Msi6S    / 
Barnard.  '  •^  Coine,  Sir,"  said  the  Gaptaitii '"  lievfer   f 
mind  where  we  were,  here  we  are,  at  tk^  door-of  irhttt    i 
J  should  call  a  comfortable  inn,  if  the  inside  tallies 
with  the  exterior.     Lefs  bring  to,  take  in  a  cargo  of 
provisions,  and  then  sally  out."     "  Aye,  aye,  master;    ; 
and  spy  out  the  good  land  yourself,  father  than  trust    : 
to  what  Mr.  Clark  says." 

Barnard  was  by  this  time  alighted,  or,  it  is  proba-  ; 
ble,  that  Peter's  oration,  if  made  at  all,  would  not  * 
have  been  80'ion^.^  Stricklaod  stepped  4owii^. during 
its  delivery,  of,  it  is  more  than  probable,  it  would 
have  '■  he^tL  imiger.  Our  travellers  found '  Miemselies 
safe  Moored  in  good  time,  for  Aey  had  softto^ljr  quit* 
ted  their  crazy  vehicle,  ere  ^    «'.»;;<'  I   v 

"  The  sky  with  clouds  was  overcast,       ,j  , ,.  ,  ,.,... 
(And)  The  rain  began  to  fell."  , 

After  a  sumptuous  dinner,  even  to  the  ^^tisSiciicii^ 
of  Peter  himself,  and  nobody  can  doubt  his  taste  ^d' 
jiiidgineiif  in  this  partiijular ;  as  it  was  'muin"*  toii^ wet 
to  sally  ouf,  and  all  was  quiet  mthin,  (for  iV  wlu  M 
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AnVHhABfi^vX^oiir'  berp.|»oixl[|ed  t»  veaA  tqlbii 
f<lHWWnji»i|. «  iwirtioB  ^rf*  ik^  (laUnrbp/*  edirettliiml 
^  i^9n^B|eo«U  leplenisbed  their  glattes»  wlivtUe^ 
Ji^ffjiji^fud^wA^al^  or  not  is  immaterial, .  ocrtaUy 
l|f|fr.9|[ei^.  upon  mack  better  terms  tban  many  wbe 
i%fy^ASteti  the  customary  prologues  to  ancb-ap 
mf^gfffnmit,  (I  trust  yov  do  not,  reader,  coasider  tbe 
wtjiag^f  tbia  masterly  performanoe  a  t€uk,)  via.  two 
9r^(|^;jf9elb>ud  bems,  and  an  introduction  of  the  pocket 
^(lii^l^pae^f  t^  tbe  organ  of  smelling,  tbe  Gaptaia 
ifjMftad^  thus;  or,  as  I  love  to  be  explicit,  be  read 
iv^jltbe  contents  of  the  following  chapter;  and  here 
t^/me  beg  that  you  will  deign  to  follow  his  condei^ 
aq^iog  eJDample. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 


The  seas  were  rough,  the  clouds  were  dark,  hi  dL<itant  every  joy, 
Wli^,  forc'd  by  fortune  to  embark,  I  went  a  cabin-boy.'* 


■.I' 


'•  '  ComHnuaium  of  the  cahin-boy's  narraHve, 

•..I: 

II Y  .mother  purposed  to  keep  me  at  home  the  whole 
3f  the  winter,  (1808,)  and,  during  the  month  of  Oeta- 
ber,  I  studied  navigation ;  but,  at  the  end  of  iti  my 
mother's  lodgers  absconding  in  her  debt,  she  became 
Diore  involyed  in  difficulties  than  ever ;  and  I,  feeling 
that  my  maintenance  was  a  burden  to  her,  with  diffi- 
c^|y.  P^vailed  upon  her  to  allow  me  to  go  agaii>  to 


t^^ov.  10th.  I  agreed  to  go  a  trial  voyage  w.itb  p,^- 
t^W  English^  the  commander  of  a  fine. brig  in.  tb^  qos^( 

i3  '■'' 


I 
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tirade.  Ou  the  ISth,  we  sailed  for  North  Stadds. 
My  new  mast«i  was  a  gentleman-like  man,  under 
twenty,  of  ratber  predicate  habits  i  notwithetanding 
wiiich,  he  treated  me  with  kindness,  though  not  with 
that  parental  tenderness  which  I  shall  never  fovget 
having  experienced  at  the  hands  of  the  Jirst  captain 
of  the  old  Good  Intent.  Arrived  at  Shields,  I  visited 
my  nude,  who  seemed  delighted  to  see  me.  From  tbi' 
matrimonial  squabbles  I  there  witnessed,  I  am  led  lo 
form  rather  an  unfavourable  opinion  of  the  state  ol 
wedlock.  Nothing  material  having  occurred,  after  u 
pleaswit  voyage  for  the  season,  we  reached  I/DndoB 
again  on  December  7th.  ■   ■,  u 

'  Out  Captain  then  proposed  to  take  me  as  an  a|^ 
prentice,  offering  me  fifty  pounds  for  my  services  £ic 
seven  years.  1  at  first  hesitated,  and  my  naotiiH 
strongly  objected  to  it,  from  its  so  entirely  precluding 
me  from  the  benefits  I  had  expected  to  derive  from 
the  captain  of  the  East  Indiaman :  but  stern  seoA- 
sity  soon  obliged  us  to  submit.  We  were  now  It  the 
commencement  of  a  winter  unusually  severe,  my  mo- 
ther could  but  ill  afford  to  keep  me  at  home,  the  Cap- 
tain refused  to  employ  me  but  as  an  apprentice,  and 
no  other  ship  was  likely  to  be  soon  obtained.  Bui 
what  immediately  decided  the  case  was,  the  arrival  of 
news  from  Madras,  that  my  stepfather  had  quarrelled 
there  with  a  superior  officer,  and  had,  in  consequent 
thereof,  clandestinely  left  the  ship,  or,  in  other  words, 
had  deserted.  The  half-pay  that  my  mother  had  hi- 
therto received  was  of  course  stopped ;  nor  had  we 
much  reason  to  confide  in  the  promises  made  to  the 
ton,  when  we  reflected  that  the  captain  of  the  Canton 
had  such  just  cause  to  be  otlended  with  the  faihtr. 
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Klfcvii^  a^recTd  to  tlw  Captain's  f>r<ipoc«l.  I  titill  bo»    I 

P    ffiv^  to  [Mt  tifF  what  I  considered  as  the  eril  ddif.     ■ 

I    K^dfHiilf  the  Philanthropist,  (our  vessel,)  was  taken     I 

I     into  the  tr!nis{H)rt  service,  had  dropped  down  to  Depl-     1 

fwd,  was  mitkiDg  prepurations  to  convey  horses,  to 

Corunna,  and  takinjf  in  a  quantity  of  drugs  to  delivt^r 

at  Portsmonth.     Christmas-day  the  Captain  allow^ 

me  to  spend  -with  niy  friends ;  our  fare  was  but  frugal, 

but  if  I  may  jadge  of  the  feelings  of  my  poor  mother, 

grandmother,  and  sisters  by  my  own,  we  enjoyed  it 

with  a  thankfbl  heart :,  at  the  same  time  not  failing  to 

pnt  up  a  prayer  that  I  might  he  spared  to  take  the 

next  Christmas  dinner  with  tbeni.     Wbetber  I  shall 

i)&  or  no  remains  to  be  seen ;  heaven  grant  that  I 

raayi     I  have  dwelt  rather  fully  on  these  circunt- 

st^oes,  considering  this  as  an  important  epoch  of  my 

life;     But  can  any  ciTcnmstance  of  the  chequered  lilt; 

of  the  faumble  individual  who  writes  tbia  be  justly 

deenaed  of  importance  to  any !    To  me.   the  party 

chiefly  concerned,  these  things  are  all- important,  and 

as  I  here  narrate  but  simple  truth,  expect  not,  reader. 

[     t(hfind  all  that  entertainment  to  be  derived  from  those 

I    beautifVil  works  of  fiction,  which  first-rate  talentis 

}    Mntinaaily  launching  into  the  world. 

Jan.  1,  1H09.  With  a  mind  full  of  dismal  forebod- 
ings, I  submitted  to  be  bound.  From  tbis  moment  I 
look  upon  myself  as  cjnite  a  different  being ;  my  ideas 
of  pride  and  independence,  as  well  as  my  sajiguine 
hopes  of  preferment  in  the  service  of  the  East  India 
Company,  seem  to  have  left  me,  I  moid  consider  my- 
self doomed  to  a  life  of  bondage.  That  I  am  partial 
to  the  sea  is  true ;  but  I  have  already  discovered  the 
4iB%r«nce  between  sailing  as  a  passenger,  and' acting 
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as  a  cabiD-boy.  In  all  my  troabLes,  up  tcthls  thijfv  R' 
comforted  myself  with  the  thought  that  I  oonU" 
leave  a  vessel  when  or  where  I  pleased.  Alas  !<  thisi 
consolation,  now  that  I  am  au  apprentice,  I  am  be- 
reaved of.  Hitherto  I  have  only  marked  down  date* 
of  what  has  occurred  to  me,  and  have  since  filled  up 
the  blanks  from  memory.  Henceforth,  I  purpose, 
(as  well  aa  my  want  of  time,  and  other  inconveniences 
will  allow  me,)  to  keep  a  regular  journal;  and  should 
the  feeble  performance  never  meet  the  eye  of  (be 
public,  it  will,  at  all  events,  be  a  pleasing  gift  to  oiy 
mother. 

The  Captain  has  kindly  advanced  me  five  pound; 
as  an  outfit,  to  be  deducted  from  my  first  year's  wage». 
Alas !  I  am  become  a  debtor  at  an  early  age.  Four 
pounds  my  mother  has  expended  upon  me;  the  fifth 
1  have  insisted  upon  her  retaining  for  her  own  use. 
This  day,  a  Mr.  Mountmn  is  appointed,  by  my  mas- 
ter's father,  to  the  command  of  the  ship ;  young  Mr. 
English  salting  in  her  as  owner.  This  arrangement 
probably  arises  from  the  old  gentleman's  not  feeling 
disposed  to  trust  so  valuable  a  vessel  tosoyouni/aman, 
to  one  who  has  never  been  out  of  the  coal-trade,  and 
consequently  knows  nothing  of  foreign  service.  Here, 
behold  an  increase  of  ray  labour,  the  first  day  of  ray 
apprenticeship  ;  two  masters  to  serve  instead  of  one. 

Jan.  2.  We  attempted  to  quit  the  tier,  but  were  so 
hemmed  in  by  the  ice  as  to  render  any  change  of  sta- 
tion impossible.  Captain  Mountain  was  visited  by 
his  wife,  and  in  the  afternoon  my  grandmother  came 
down  to  see  me. 

"  On  the  5tb  I  went  ashore,  and  took  an  afi'ectiDgf 
leave  of  my  mother  and  sisters.     God  be  with  t 
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W  Grandmother  has  promised  to  oome  down  to  see  me'' 
I   hMnorrow  for  the   last   time,   before  I  gu.     Thadk ' 
■   heaven  t  though  tossed  about  on  life's  stormy  sea;  P 
I   owtof  Taltte  to  some.    Oh  !  be  it  my  part  to  merit  the 
I    ¥«toe   they  set  npon  me.     And  Thou,  Great  First 
'     Cease,  in  whose  hand  are  the  hearts  of  all  men,  dis- 
pose, in  thy  mercy,  that  of  my  master  to  be  favour- 
ably inclined  towards  me,  that  my  already  bitter  ciip 
nay  not  become  more  unpalatable. 

Jan.  6.  Having'  cut  away  the  ice  from  arotinct  the 
vessel,  and  made  some  addition  to  our  sea-stores,  v/e 
were  appointed  to  sail  on  the  following  day.  T  coiild 
dwell  upon  the  parting  with  my  mother,  till  T  am 
downright  melancholy.  With  all  my  aspiritig  after 
manhood.  I  find  1  am  but  a  boy— a  mere  child,  and~ 
mortifying,  indeed,  to  the  would-be  man,  heartily 
maramy-Bict— not  sick  of,  reader,  but  sick  for;  but 
ibat  information  your  own  penetration  might  have 
supplied  you  with.  This  afternoon  my  grandmother 
came  aboard,  according  to  promise,  to  pay  me  her' 
farewell  visit ;  bringing  with  her  a  small  addition  to 
my  little  stock  of  necessaries;  and  among  other  things, 
tlie  good  old  soul  considered  a  large  cake  of  ginger- 
bread and  some  nuts,  as  by  uo  means  unnecessary  ap- 
pendages to  my  sea-store ;  and  this  too,  when  there  is 
so  much  want  at  home.  We  took  an  affecting  fare- 
well. A  solemn  presentiment  of  approaching  evil 
haegs  with  a  painful  weight  upon  my  mind.  And 
will  Iliis  presentiment  be  realized ! — I  fear,  i/es ;  long 
ere  I  again  visit  ray  peaceful  home.  I  recommended 
myself  in  the  strongest  manner  to  my  mother  and 
nstera ;  not  foi^etting  a  favourite  little  play-mate. 
The  affectionate  old  lady  bathed  me  with  a  Hood  of 
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tears,  which  I  as  freely  returned  ;  then  gfving'  irrte  ;i 
parting;  kiss,  and  a  most  impressive  blesBitig,  shfc  de- 
scended, the  very  ima^e  of  grief,  into  thefioat.  Thi- 
wind  was  bleak — alas,  how  bleak! — ^it  chilled  my  j/wfx'/M 
blood !  I  followed  her  aged  form  with  my  eyes,  wu' 
iiig  my  handkerchief,  till  I  could  no  longer  discern  her , 
when  imploring  a  blessing  on  her  bead,  I  deaoeudM 
to  my  duty  in  the  cabin :  but  she  had  scarorfy  d^ 
parted,  ere  the  wind  freghened,  and  the  cold  becftm^ 
more  intensely  searching.  I  was  scarcely  aMe  i' 
perform  my  own  duty,  while  reflecting  on  how  kindl 
she  had  done  hers.  Feeble  as  is  her  health,  no' 
shrinking  from  the  inclemency  of  siich  a  day,  buf 
coming  to  take  a  sad  farewell  of  him  she  called  hpr 
darling  boy !  My  feelings  are  such,  that  I  coulii 
write  for  hours  on  a  subject  which  warms  the  inmost 
recesses  of  my  bursting  heart ;  but  no  more, 

Jan.  7.  We  sailed ;  and  as  our  small  cargo  is 
valuable,  a  King's  pilot  is  sent  aboard  to  conduct  us 
to  the  Downs.  The  wind,  though  cold,  is  favourable; 
and  as  we  proceeded  at  a  brisk  rate  down  the  river,  I 
cast  many  a  lingering  look  behind,  at  the  apparent!! 
retreating  dome  of  St.  Paul's ;  when  all  I  hold  mo-ir 
dear,  seemed  fast  vanishing  from  my  longing  eye^ 
Busy  fancy  conjures  up  to  my  mind  the  dreary  pn- 
pect  of  mach  misery  and  long  absence ;  but  I  am  )ii[> 
pish — or  touched  with  what  Captain  Mountain  calls 
'■  the  blue  devils."  I'll  write  no  more  while  the  fit's 
on ;  lest  when  you  come  to  read,  mother,  I  shall  makf 
you  so  too. 

On  the  afternoon  of  the  9th,  we  were  compelled 
to  anchor  in  Margate  Roads,  through  foni  winds — 
foul  betide  ^em !     I  care  not  bow  soon  we  reach 
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Poi;tS'iiouth.  Plenty  h^re  for  one  pait  of  bands  to 
do,  and  that  pairuone  oi  tbe  strougcst.  But  to  he 
espHcit.  First  then,  as  in  duty  bound,  I  have  my 
own  master  to  attend  to ;  secondly,  the  new  vaptaio, 
(don't  think  I  shall  like  him);  thirdly,  the  mate; 
foQirthly,  the  Kiiig''s  pilot  (but  he's  only  a  lodger!) 
You  must  treat  him  with  respect  though,  Ned^  ^l 
may  call  myself  so,  I  suppose ;  seeing  that  many  of  my 
^li^unates  have  taken  tbe  unwarrantable  liberty  to 
^ve  me  that  appellation !)  Oh  1  yes,  he  must  be 
i^ated  with  respect :  he  bears  his  most  gracious  Jtta- 
jeaty's  commission.  Wonderful ! — to  observe  Tvilh 
what  rapidity  he  empties  bottles !  and  more  wonderful  1  ■ 
(as  Goldsmith  has  it,  or  something  like  it,  uitHporiy— 
'  that  one  small  head  should  bear  so  mnch ! ')  Fii'tbly, 
Captain  Mountain's  washerwoman ;  bound  (as  ske 
liays),  with  &  daughter,  two  years  of  age,  to  visit  a 
friend  at  Portsmouth!  Took  her,  and  Captain  M., 
at  first  to  be  most  devoutly  disposed  1  but  am  wofuJJy 
raistakeD.  Alas!  poor  novice,  I  fiud  I  have  much  to 
Isarn ;  but  fear,  in  this  school,  I  shall  prove  too  dili- 
^eot  a  scholar.  I  also  find  that  curiosity  is  not  ex- 
clusively a  female  propensity ;  having  for  these  two 
evenings  been  actively  employed  myself  to  discover 
[be  why  and  wlierefore  of  things;  and  the  result  of 
my  inquiries  has  been  (^es— why  should  I  wish  to 
teep  all  the  information  to  myself  I)  that  Mary  has 
more  than  one  string  to  her  bow,  and  depends  not 
exclasively  on  washing  for  support;  for,  from  the 
loose  speeches,  amorous  songs,  &c.  during  the  fre- 
quent inebriety  of  owner  and  captain,  I  find  that 
^he  exercises  the  rights  of  hospitality  towards  both ; 
sad.  am  also  persuaded  that  she  is  far  from  feeling 
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indisposed  to  act  with  liberality  aod  coadesoffisiwr 
towards  the  rest  of  the  crew.  1  must,  hutve^er,  da. 
my  master  the  justice  tg  state,  that  on  my  iiai»t'\a%, 
the  cabin,  all  obscenity  of  lungiiage,  &«.  were  entirely 
set  aside ;  and  to  remove  all  restraint  occasioned  by 
my  presence,  I  have  been  sent  to  roost  at  an  eatlj 
hour  these  two  nights,  Astotiishing,  that  men  sh^nlib  , 
have  BO  much  regard  for  the  welfare  of  ot/ter  peop^'tL  , 
soul's,  and  pay  so  little  attention  to  their  0vn,  •  l» 
the  dead  of  the  night,  (but  that's  not  seaman- like),  t 
mean  ia  the  middle  watch,  I  was  awakened  by  tbc 
bleak  bowlings  of  a  winter  storm,  by  the  heavy  roUia^ 
of  the  ship,  or  by  both  these  causes  combiuedt  cei' 
taialy,  between  twelve  and  one,  I  was  awoke,  for  it  i» 
not  so  many  hours  ago,  but  that  I  can  recoiled,  1 
went  upon  deck,  and  heard  the  pilot  order  the  yardii 
and  topmasla  to  be  atruok ;  the  cables  were  yeereil 
out  to  the  last  fathom ;  and  one  of  the  anchors  was 
coming  home ;  that  is  to  say,  was  driven  in  a  direc- 
tion towards  the  ship.  The  coming  home  of  an  nu- 
chor  is  always  an  alarming  symptom,  as  it  frequently 
precedes,  and  tbat  at  no  great  distance  of  time,  the 
fjoing  home,  not  only  of  tbe  ship,  but  also  of  the  crew 
and  passengers  ^  the  former  towards  that  shore,  where 
her  timbers  were  hewn  (for  1  believe  she's  British 
oakX  and  the  latter  towards  their  long  home.  Ano- 
ther cause  of  alarm  arose  from  a  dread  that  the  la- 
bouring motion  of  the  ship  might  shift  the  cargo,  and 
break,  some  jars  of  combustible  matter  in  tbo  bold, 
and  thus  deliver  us  up  to  the  united  horrors  of  hn.^ 
and  water. 

Xhe  pilot,  and  captain,  attended  to  the  duty  upou 
defj^t  bntilSXiiQaster  was  no  where  to  be  seen.     He, 
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fomlelMMim,  4m,  in  tke  mean  time»  betow,  wAmi- 
wikeifaig  'e&iafyti  i6  the  affrighted  wasberwoumn; 
igto  dMniii^  it  ndsafe)  in  so  oritical  eircnmstances  to 
mbftio  byhenelC  had  fled  for  shelter  and  protection 
ttf*'Aiv  cabin.  Yon  were  right,  old  man,  thonght  I» 
i^td^io  9atf  I»  not  to  tmst  yonr  ship  to  the  manage- 
aUrttof  go  iknpradent  a  son;  to  one  who  thinks  more 
of  "^Iflatifying^  his  baser  passions,  and  of  solacing  a 
MfatoD,  than  of  the  safety  of  the  Tessel ;  for  thongb 
tie  wlible  responsibility  is  vested  in  the  pilot,  one 
wtfhld  expect  that  the  owner's  son  should  manifest 
iOmiB  interest  in  the  preservation  of  her.  Bat  you 
mttst  mind  what  yon  write,  righteons  self,  lest  this 
eMpd9^  of  other^s  practices,  may  happen  to  fall  into 
tieir  hands.  The  thonght  never  before  strook  me, 
thM  there  was  a  possibility  of  my  writings  meeting 
tfe  eye  of  my  master ;  for  snob  an  accident  would 
not  only  involve  tne  in  difficulties ;  bat  the  loss  of  my 
ionmal  would,  no  doubt,  be  an  irreparable  loss  to  the 
wiirtd,  and  would  deprive  thee,  gentle  readw,  of  the 
itrtense  pleasure  which  I  feel  confident  thou  must 
derive  from  its  perusal. 

On  the  forenoon  of  the  10th  the  wind  fell,  (at  least 
I  tbSa/A  'twas  in  the  forenoon,  for  a  dread  of  the  loss  I 
hit^  before  hinted  at,  has  prevented  me  from  writing 
for  ar  week,)  and  the  remainder  of  the  day  was  spent 
in-iiwayiiig  up  the  yards  and  topmasts,  and  setting  up 
Ai^  Tigging.  The  weather  continued  boisterous  until 
thb'lSth,  on  the  afternoon  of  which  we  anchored  in 
the'  Downs,  and  our  pilot  took  leave  for  London :  the 
same  evening  we  got  under  weigh  for  Portsmouth. 
Ottr  female  passenger,  Mary,  notwithstanding  &h.e 
is'^^  I  bare  before  hinted)  far  from  faaViie^,  ,%&- 
fists  me  in  all  the  important  duties  of   nvy   ^Xai^AQU' 
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lithivkl  may  be  jftUowed  to  xme  the  word  rimpoKtcud  < 
here;  Ibor^plaOed  as  I  amamongaartnf 'beiigSy  iM  • 
oonaider  «a<t»;  aad  dnnkin?^  a*  the,  mart  importnt  » 
afifairs  in  life»  surely  ia  most  be  an  importaiitpeTiMi'  i 
age»  who  is  iittnisted  with  the  datiea  of  mBKing^padd  : 
dings  and  pies,  and  with  preparing  all  tiie  other  (lilHI  i( 
et  icetieras  for  that  important  parpose.  Bfot^allstUflt  I  i 
harre  just  diseorered,  is  of  no  importanee:  pevhapMI  ^ 
hare  made  the  discovery  too  late.  I  hwrte*  sadl,^ 
thoughts  of  putting  a  mark  against  each  seiitetiM'tM|^ 
is  fiQt  of  importance,  that  the  reader  who  mdhf  bdiftaijj^ 
of  nothing  hut  the  important^  may  pass  sdoh 
over,  without  gr^ing  himself  any  unnecessak^troUdlif  tj 
It  won't  do:  for  upon  looking  back^Ifindit 
be  an  endless,  task ;  for  should  I  choose  the  W( 
nonsense^  as  the  suitable  mark,  nonsbnsb,  in 
letters,  would  stand  con^cuous  at  the 
ment  of  every  line* 

Mary,  I  say,  assists  me  in  ail  the  ibn^-^-^t'mi 
simply  duties  of  my  station,  and  the  whole  trio  hUsi 
convinced  (firom*  some  curious  discoveries  'I  aak 
in  Margate  Boads)  that  I  am  perfectly  sequai 
with'  the  posttire  of  affairs;  regard  any  'pt^m 
the   cabin    no    more  than  they  would   that   of fi 
lap-dog,  ' or    a    monkey;   the  which   I  ^tegtet*  >Ar 
several  reasons :    one  of  which  is,  that  ihsteadl 
being  packed  off  to  bed,  as  before,  at  seven  at' 
I  am  kept  up  till  two  or  three  in  the  mormng.  // 
is  the  reward  of  my  curiosity ;  it  may  be  =  tyt^yMM. 
that  I  'pay  for  peeping.'    The  lady,  to  giie  ke£lfli^|i 
due,  in  addition  to  some' pretensions  to  beauty;  pok^ 
seBses  a  ready  wit,  together  with  agreeable  iaiditfinh 
gaging  manners,  insomuch  that  my  first  abbonrenoa  Wi" 
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hec  is  fast  wearing;  away.  Sa  true  it  is,  that  the 
bsbit  of  contemplating  vice,  especially  when  the 
ticioits  are  in  some  respects  amiable  and  attrautive, 
t«ads  to  lessen  the  force  of  virtue  in  the  youthfUl 
breast.  The  aged  are,  doubtless,  too  experienoed  to 
fall  into  any  such  snares. 

Captain  Afuuntain,  perceiving  that  I  freqaently 
look  with  displeasure  on  the  scenes  which  take 
pittce,  observed  on  one  occasion,  "This  boy  is  better 
cutout  for  a  parson  than  a  sailor;"  when,  pushing 
me  into  Mary's  arms,  he  added,  "  We'll  soon  put  a 
little  life  into  him !"  How  praiseworthy  his  inten- 
tions! What  excellent  conduct  on  the  part  of  the 
father  of  a  family!  Had  it  been  my  thoughtless, 
good-natnred,  crack-brained,  or  /lo-brained  master,  I 
might,  in  my  own  mind,  have  fonnd  some  excuse  for 
ittch  folly  to  say  the  least  of  it ;  but  for  kirn — n'iffl- 
port.  I  extricated  myself  with  all  imaginable  speed, 
and  seeing  that  he  was  bent  upon  (what  he  called^  a 
lark,'  Itept  as  aloof  as  possible. 
Jan.  14.  We  anchored  at  Spithead,  and  in  a  few 
liivs  ran  into  Portsmouth,  and  moored  at  the  month 
Ji  Haslar  Creek,  whence  the  drugs  were  sent  up  in 
lishters  to  the  hospital. 

Feb.  1.  Having  discharged,  we  hauled  oat  of  the 
Creek.  The  same  day  I  received  a  letter  from 
Hy  mother.  Thank  God,  all  are  well  at  home.  We 
*te  now  moored  near  the  prison  ships,  and  are  em- 
ployed putting  up  stalls,  and  making  preparations  for 
l«kuig  in  the  horses.  I  am  in  great  pain,  mother, 
Wd  very  unhappy :  on  Sunday  last  a  serious  acci- 
ient  befcl  me.  It  is  a  part  of  my  duty  to  serve  out 
[nnviBioos  to  the  cook  ;  on  this  occasion  I  was  in  the 
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afCer-h6ld»  and' within  bat  a  few  feet  of  tlie  po 
magazine.  I  was  dipping  pease  oat  of  a  cask  d 
empty,  and  in  it  had  placed  the  candle ;  while  le^ 
oVer  to  reach  the  bottom,  the  flame  caught  the  b 
of  my  shirt,  and  almost  instantly  enveloped  me 
blaze.  Dreading  to  give  so  glaring  a  proof  o 
carelessness,  I  inefiectually  used  all  my  exertio 
esctinguish  the  flames,  until  extreme  pain  com| 
me  to  give  an  alarm,  in  a  voice  audible  enough 
heard  all  over  the  ship.  Some  of  the  sailors^  im 
ing  the  magazine  to  be  well  stocked  with  gunpa^ 
consulted  their  own  safety  by  at  once  quittiaj 
vessel ;  while  Captain  Mountain  intrepidly  jai 
down,  and  smothered  the  flames  in  his  watch- 
but  hot,  to  my  sorrow,  before  I  was  severely  scoi 
from  my  navel  to  my  chin. 

My  master  generally  goes  to  the  play  of  an  evei 
when  I  and  my  fellow-apprentices  are  sent  ashoi 
eleven  o'clock,  in  the  boat,  (not  upon  the  sheet  auc 
to  briug  him  off.  Sometimes  we  have  to  wait  foi 
till  three  or  four  in  the  morning;  wet  or  drj 
matter  to  him.  Frequently  is  it  my  lot  to  lie  * 
fatigued  to  rest  at  four,  and  to  be  called  up  agfi 
six,  to  resume  my  labours.  I  am  not  yet  fai 
vanced  in  my  eleventh  year,  while  the  wounds 
from  my  recent  bum  contribute  not  a  little  to  ac 
my  misery.  I  have  supplicated  Captain  Mo^ 
not  to  disclose  my  misfortune  to  my  master,  y 
gobd  opinion  it  is  my  duty  to  cultivate,  seeing  t. 
am  hound  (how  I  hate  that  word !)  to  serve  him  i 
y^a'rs.  Alais !  little  does  he  know  the  agonies  I  si 
when  rowing  ofi^  oh  stormy  nights.  As  for  addfli 
my  poot  mothet^s  sottonus,  )a^  ^a^^raiNlva!^  hac 
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the  accidepli,— rl  will  ,  not,  well  Jmowing  thiit  sljp^ 
)>yorwo^an!  cap  apply  no  remedy- '       .  ,      ,  „, 

Thauk  Heavea  !  my  wounds  are  bealiag.  I  b«gin 
-Iniugly  to  suspect  that  Caplnin  M.  embezzles  the 
■  [lip's  provision  ;  the  fresh  meat,  sent  daily  on  board, 
disappears  with  amazing  rapidity.  lam  determined 
lo  do  my  duty,  by  keeping  a  sharp  look  out,  and 
by  ac(j[uainting  my  master,  if  I  discover  any  thiqg 
that  maleriaUy  affects  liis  interest.  As  for  tattling 
abont  every  triSe,  I  disdain  it. 

qHucB  Sunday  I  have  made  Captain  M.  my  (litter 
eqfsmy.  by  inadvertently,  or  perhaps  intentiimaUy 
observing,  that  "  the  ship  must  be  prodigiously  in- 
fested with  rats,  from  the  strange  havoc  made  among 
the  provisions,"  (I  had  seen  a  quarter  of  muttop  se-r 
cretly  sent  ashore.)  He  regarded  me  with  a  scornfiiL 
sneer,  and,  I  know,  considers  me  as  a  spy  upon,  liis 
.iclions:  maliciously  taunting  me  by  saying,  "What 
;i  clfver  cabin-boy,  who  could  not  go  into  the  hol4 
"itboat  setting  fire  to  himself ! "  I  have  made  some 
complaints  of  his  ill  treatment  to  my  master,  wh9, 
busily-  engaged  hiniselfin  running  the  giddy  round  pf 
pleasure,  has  but  little  time  to  attend  to  the  distresses 
of  others-  I  undergo  a  most  painful  struggle  :  duty 
lo  my  master  strongly  prompts  me  to  disclose  to  him 
De  ibefts  of  the  Captain  ;  at  the  same  time,  I  cannot 
tut  consider  him  as  the  preserver  of  my  life,^con- 
■ider  7tis  as  the  band  which  snatched  me  from  a  hor- 
ijble  death.  Wliat  shall  I  do?  Would  that  I  h^d  a 
rriend  near  to  consult  wilh,  in  this  dilemma.  Ye^ter- 
iav,  Iwfis  on  the  point  of  disclosing  a^i;  but  at  the 
critical  inoipent  I  conjured  up  to  my  fancy  thg  ipiagi^^ 
if  the  culprit's  innocent  babes,  looking  up  to  /ti«  (;h^~ 
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vacter  aad  exertioiu  for  support^  and  iifhenUthi 
tant  secret  was  about  to  escape  1%  lipa^  ian-irr 
sympathy^ — pity, — or  whatever  else  it  may  be 
sealed  up  my  month.  Perhaps  the  more  rigi 
may  condemn  this  silence;  but  surely  some 
doe  to  him»  who,  at  the  imminent  peril  of 
life,  has  preserved  mine,  O  Heaven !  as  a 
and  oonsdqnently  a  compound  of  vices  and  fn 
beseech  Thee,  let  not  the  sin  of  black,  of  fou 
tittide  be  found  among  the  number. 

.March  1^  My  labours  are  so  excesav€,  tfa 
almost  worn  out«  Would  to  Heaven  'thai 
wings. fike  a  dove,  for  then  would  I  flee. away, 
at  rest.'  Captain  M.  treats  me  with  increa 
kindness;  but  shall  I  return  evil  for  evil  ?  0 
foir  bow  can  I  foi^et  the  good  he  has  doiid  me 
have*  constantly  company  aboard*  I  alread}/ 
the"  luofortimate  day  when  I  resigned  my  libe 
the  hands  of  strangers,  and  for  this  last  we< 
frequently  felt  tempted  to  run  away,  and  take 
in  tbe  arms  of  a  mother;  but,  alas!  thatm 
already  overwhelmed  with  distresses ;  and  ho 
can  I,  fly  from  a  master  to  whom  lam  sd  s 
bound  ?.  Can  I  suppose  that  two  months  of  1 
services'  is  a  sufficient  return  for  the  tnoney-h 
kindly  advanced  me  ?  Perish  die  dishonest  t 
Rather  let  me  bear  greater  hardsfaipsy  that! 
nourably  des^  the  post  in  which  I  am  so  *  m 
placed.  I  have. amassed  eighteen  shilUiigs 7  n 
of  tlie  profits  arising  from  putting  off .  passeng 
ring  tbe  nightS;  we  have  been  ashore,  wafi  ting 
mastw.  .  Tbis  little  sum  will  enable  ine  to*ad 
stock  several  things  I*  greatly  need. 


/  'xi 
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rch  2.  iMy  aiaster^s  comin  conies  on  board 
to  visit  hiflb  He  conunands  a  brig  in  the  trans- 
lervioe^  which  is  lately  returned  from  Spain, 
ow  lying  at  Spithead.  He  has  taken  several 
uoities  to  sound  my  inclinations^  professing  a 

0  have  me  as  cabin4)oy  in  his  ship,  assuring 
it  he  has  influence  enough  with  his  cousin,  to 

1  him  to  turn  me  over  to  his  care,  if  I  consent, 
st  I  turned  a  deaf  ear  to  his  solicitations ;  but 
>ection  consider  that,  at  all  events,  the  change 
miove  me  from  the  persecutions  of  Oaptain  M. 
t,  therefore,  this  afternoon  agreed  (if  my  master 
its),  to  go  a  trial  voyage  with  him  ;  at  the  end 
icby  he  has  promised  to  permit  me  to  serve  out 
me  with  the  master  I  like  best.  I  am  in  painful 
^nse.  Have  you  done  right  or  wrong,  Ned? 
» only,  will  show.  Certainly — ^this  is  not  a  thing 
^oiNi seeking;  it  may  be  a  dispensation  of  Pro^ 
(^  for  my  benefit— That  it  tf  a  dispensation  of 
lenoe^  how  could  I,  for  a  moment  doubt  ? — ^un- 
ihe  the  blind  atheist,  I  conceive  that  dll  things 
^%nied  hy  fickle  choHce. 

^h  4th.  At  hnigth  then  my  doom  is  fixed — 
^is  oast,  and  I  am  again  to  fall  into  the  bands 
c^Uiger.  The  Captain  of  the  Goddess  has  pre- 
lipon  my  master  to  part  with  me,  chiefly  by 
Anting  that  his  own  cabin  boy  is  a  thief,  and 
itt.ihas  taken  'a  liking  to  my  appearance.  My 
^4oemed  to  accede  to  his  request  with  reluct* 
'vlwir persuaded  that  my  dsar/rt^urf,  Captain 
"Igipg.  4o  remove  me  from  the  ship,  has  strongly 
^>.my  new  master's  proposal,  or  I-  should  not 
wly  have  been  given  up4  Pihaw  1 — down  vanity 
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—does  pride  befit  me  I  This  arraDgement  (reason 
says),  is  far  from  surprisiug ;  seeing  that  both  cap- 
tains are  brothers'  sons,  and  that  both  vessels  belong  to 
the  same  family.  To-morrow  theu,  it  is  decided,  I  i 
am  to  go  OD  board  my  new  ship^  what  further  trou-  < 
bles  there  are  in  store  for  me,  I  know  not ;  but  1  mnst 
prepare  to  encounter  difficulties  go  where  I  mat. 
Oh,  that  my  back  may  be  fitted  for  the  burden  !  This 
is  probably  the  last  I  shall  write  atioard  the  Philan- 
thropist ;  and  I  must,  ere  I  leave  this  port,  write  nil 
particulars  to  my  poor  mother.  How  strangely  1 
feel!  . 


CHAPrER  XTV. 


Adieu,  dear  England !— land  I  love— a  ud  adieu ! 
Henceforth,  in  other  realms,  my  fortune,  I  puisue. 

March  G,  1609.     Yesterday  I  joined  the  boat  oi 
my  new  ship,  and  though  still  smarting  from  my  rei:uil 
burns,  pulled  the  bow-oar  out  to  Spithead.     Fatigunl 
enough  I  was  when  I  got  aboard,  having  never  rowed 
half  so  far  before  in  my  life.    The  Goddess  is  an  old 
brig  of  218  tons,  smaller,  and  in  every  respect  ioferior 
to  the  Philanthropist.     I  had  scarcely  set  foot  on  tite  , 
quarter-deck,  before  the  cabin-boy  was  called  up.  and  , 
the  Captain,  forcibly  applying  his  foot  to  his  postetion.  , 
sent  bim  at  a  quick  pace  forward,  and  orderad  W  ^ 
down  into  the  cabin.     I  could  not  help  observing  ikai   i 
my  new  master  possesses  that  dexterity  in  the  u^p    ' 
his  foot,  which  appears  to  be  the  result  of  long  pr... 
tice;  and  from  the  little  astonishment  expressed  W- 
the    object  of  his    resentment,  I  infer   that   be  bat  , 
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often  shot  at  the  same  mark.  Siocerely  I  dread  thut 
I,  in  my  turn,  am  likely  to  experience  like  proofs  of 
his  skill;  but,  han^  it,  why  meet  troubles  hull' way? 
Before  I  had  two  masters — 'tis  hiird,  indeed,  if  I 
cannot  now  please  one.  On  descending.  I  found  my- 
self in  a  little  dirty  cabin,  the  stove  of  which  looked 
more  like  iron  than  brass,  and  though  much  incom- 
moded by  the  violent  rolling  of  the  ship,  and  nearly 
exbansted,  1  at  once  set  to  work  rubbing  and  scrub- 
bing with  all  my  might,  to  make  the  place  a  little 
tolerable.  In  the  midst  of  these  operations,  and  when 
I  had  been  aboard  about  two  hours,  the  captain  called 
aie  up  to  go  aloft  with  the  crew,  and  hand  sails. 
Aboard  the  Philanthropist,  I  have  never  been  aloft; 
and  it  may  be  recollected,  that  in  the  old  Good  In- 
tent, I  was  never  particularly  famous  at  it;  there 
was  but  little  wind ;  but,  as  I  have  hinted  before,  the 
ship  rolled  heavily,  insomuch  that  I  was,  on  this  occa- 
sion, even  more  timid  than  usual ;  however,  fear  of 
udending,  and  pride,  mighty  pride,  stepping  in  to  my 
jjd,  1  mounted,  without  confessing  my  incapabihty. 
The  labouring  of  the  ship,  when  below,  was  scarcely 
I'elt  in  comparison  to  the  violeoce  with  which  I  was 
I  Wried  to  and  fro  in  the  air  while  aloft.  I  found 
I  mflicient  employment  for  my  hands  in  holding  fast> 
[  let  alone  helping  to  furl  sails,  and  even  then  was,  on 
one  occasion,  n«3arly  pitched  over  the  yard,  and  mate- 
rially hurt  in  the  most  tender  part  of  ray  breast.  But 
liere  I  am  below,  safe  and  sound,  and  after  a  tidy 
night's  rest,  I  feel  pretty  so  so. 

6tb  (in  continuation).  My  master  has  just  turned 
m— sweet  be  his  slumbers!  they  incapacitate  him 
from  watching,  and  scolding  me.    I  already  find  he 
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has  a  voice  like  a  speaking  tnnnpet,  and  is  as  fidgetty 
as  an  old  maid.  On  the  9th  the  vessel  was  discharged 
from  the  transport  service ;  and  to-day  (12th)^  we  cune 
into  the  harbour.     My  old  ship  is,  I  am   informed, 
ready  to  go  out  to  Spithead.    I  have  been  so  busy 
that  I  have  found  no  time  to  write  till  to-day  (the  20tlb). 
On  the  15th  the  Philanthropist  sailed ;  and  I  have 
since  been  frequently  on  shore.     Prior  to  her  depar- 
ture, the  captain  never  suffered  me  to  quit  the  ship* 
Does  my  old  master  repent  his  bargain,  and  wish  \b 
have  me  back  again  ? — or  does  my  new  one  think  tliit  \ 
/repent  mine.     Be  this  as  it  may,  yesterday  the  Cap-, 
tain  bought  me  a  new  jacket  and  trowsers,  their  valo^  ■ 
to  be  deducted  from  my  wages.     He  keeps  a  grett  . 
deal  of  company ;  and  as  he  will  not  suffer  a  speck  offt 
his  clothes  or  boots,  contrives  to  keep  me  fully  em- 1 
ployed.     From  what  I  can  yet  discover,  be  is  more  f 
sober  and  steady  than  his  cousin.     Last  night  he  pcnr-  r 
mitted  the  eldest  apprentice  and  me  to  go  to  the  play. : 
Twas  King  Lear.     How  foolishly  I  wept  at  the  soi^^ 
sows   of  the  grief-stricken  old  man.     I  could  hav9 - 
torn   out  the  eyes  of  his  unnatural  daughters,  anl  i 
have  hugged  to  my  hearty  with  delight,  his  filial  Co^  \ 
delia.     Sledge  laughed  at  me.     TFeK he  might;  ffK\ 
I  saw  but  few  others  so  softened  as  myself:  perhapK^i 
I  shall  get  harder-hearted  as  I  grow  older :    I  tlmik  I  \ 
am  already  somewhat  altered  in  this  particular.    I  \ 
was  wont  to  melt  at  the  most  trifling  woes  of  oihen, . 
and  mingle  my  tears  with  theirs.  i 

29th.  Yesterday  I  went  aboard  one  of  the  prisoa-  \ 
ships  with  my  master,  and  beheld  a  crowd  of  unfof-  , 
tunate  beings  huddled  together,  divided  by  cruel  force  , 
from  their  country,  their  friends,  and  all  they  hoU 
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dear.    Poor  nysezaiitr -sinnii- c    ni:::u9i  — ^aiBQiuo. 

jM>t  ycMir  CKm,  ur.  taft'   c.  otme^.      ^le:  -ri. 

eyed  peaee  m^isc  vi 

yon  to  tbe  emixnt^a-  a:  joar 

Ciieat  heareb  '.  ml  Ur  mwur '.    caczmu-  i  tt-  rve.  ot 

the  libertT  I  mom:  cDicr  .  icr  v  i:^-   i    .   Ms»i»'    i 

Adn. 

Aiuil  lOdL  AI.  tae  gnn  'iiiii;  biofs.  i^suc  <»- 
charged,  tke  ckiBf  ov»er^  crtn'  oruer:  iruc  ^HKau  i 
hne  the  fifaq^  ko^e  oavnL  u  ^^mbht  sk.  Mcif-  it^* 
dbeath  ber  bottom.  tAOL  u  :«*.'  x:  tixf  uvi  i.  i*. 
last,  and  aai  to  Queifet  ior  «.  sarz^  c  unupr:  7  u. 
gentle  reader,  u  qune  iirjiKr  ur  utes. 
aieful  ia  fcaae  plaoe^.  cat  ik:  o:  it.  Mrrvs^ 
bottom,  and  taerefuR  mama,  t^.  tsOm^  hun/^oL  u. 
than  left  open. 

30th.  Tbe  foreroing  order.-  m^MHc  m^oL  inuv?'.u4«ji 
obeyed,  we  Bailed  am  u  biutUtfouL. 

{Here,  Captain  Stnc&iaHL.  9Tiy»  iitmt^  '>fiBffi., 
is  all  that  I  myself  orieinaL}  txrmuL  ^r  ta^  tajcr»fU-«> 
The  shortneu  of  tke  tuK  diimc  vimo.  j  tmni^j— 1<.  i 
oompdled  me,  ia  ftome  yatuoL.  yustA^kJsgrr  u.  t^ 
earlier  part,  to  maftenaBj  uno^  v^  Tw.  *«5v  tiuy*: 
wych  follow,  oar  iitxk  riaiur  oiwcsc  iur  a»  Sf  on.  »■ 
•manuscript  himseif ;  and  I  nw  uarpus^  tk^^t^n^  t 
irord  for  word,  for  toot  amim  mriir^' 

May  &  We  sailed  vita  «  dsr^  &>^.  uub«9r  «>oi» 
Toy  of  the  Foxhoand,  abd  am-wacc  tmr  #rt*niiiif|r  «' 
Cowes  for  want  of  saffirient  wuic  tb  rt^tsn  tv:  iM««: 

6th.    We  passed  by  the  Nwdi«k  i  P'^uir,  wid  ^^ 
oeeded  down  channeL     Scnne  of  tJK  frt^,  f  Jii^;iir,  ^*' 
boand  to  Halifax,  others  to  XevCMnidkiifd  ;  t^  ftu* 
greater  part,  like  oniaelTes,  to  (^aebec* 

X  2 
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[Here,  my  dear  James^  observes  the  young  nar- 
rator^ I  am  sorry  to  say  that  my  journal  is,  if  pos- 
sible, more  imperfect  than  ever.  Sometimes  I  wrotr 
not  for  a  week  or  a  fortnight ;  and  when  I  did,  ft^ 
quently  omitted  the  date ;  but  as  you  desired  to  haft 
a  copy  of  it,  be  content  to  take  it  as  it  is.  I  knar 
your  friendly  disposition,  that  you  will  not  be  prone.jlr 
criticise  the  performance  of  a  poor  neglected  and — hp' 
whither  am  I  wandering : — to  my  work  then  at  one^ 

Our  Captain  proves  to  be  a  rough  north  coontif 
man;  one  who  despises  the  natives  of  other  plac^ 
Londoners  in  particular,  seem  to  be  the  objects  of 
aversion.  His  irritable  temper  is  sucb^  that  I 
foresee  I  shall  lead  here  but  an  indifferent  life; 
cannot  help  saying  to  myself,  ''  Ah,  foolish  boy! 
have  unadvisedly  leaped  from  an  uncomfortable 
in  the  frying-pan,  to  an  insupportable  one  in 
fireT  I  again  resume  my  pen.  'Tis  now 
begin  to  feel  the  difficulties  of  my  situation, 
night  I  took  a  farewell  look  at  the  Lizard  1 
The  breeze  was  favourable,  and  all  sails  set  to  ad 
tage ;  the  Captain  was  playing  his  violin  in  the 
while  I  sat  upon  the  tafferil,  regarding  the  dl 
moon,  who  graciously  shed  her  meek,  chaste 
over  the  scarcely-ruffled  bosom  of  the  vast  oeetlff 
When  I  occasionally  looked  down  upon  the  waiM 
and  as  the  gentle  spray  dashed  against  the  ships  fld«l 
and  every  beautiful  particle  of  water  assumed  tl| 
brilliancy  of  liquid  fire, — I,  indeed,  enjoyed  a  trolls 
and  was  enraptured  by  the  beauty  of  the  scene.  ^^ 
how  I  admire  thee,  thou  magnificent,  but  treacbaNNIk 
Ocean !  The  words  of  the  inimitable  Cowley, 
asked,  intruda  themselves  on  my  imagination. 
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ful  thought^  and  trust  in  Him  whom  winds  and  sea 
obey.  I'll  hope  ag^iii  to  meet  my  friends,  to  share 
a  mother's  smiles,  in  her  maternal  bosom  pour  un- 
checked my  wants  and  woes.  In  the  midst  of  these 
reflections  I  heard  the  Captain's  voice  yociHerat- 
ing — "You,  boy! — why  boy! — d — n  ye,  where  are' 
ye  ?"  on  my  entering  the  cabin  with  a  snpplicatbg 
look,  which  would,  to  a  feeling  heart,  have  said, 
"  Good,  Sir,  I  pray  you  don't  abuse  me;"  his  first 
question  was,  **  Where  have  ye  been  to,  you  Cock-^ 
ney  son  of  a  b — h  ?"  It  was  too  much  for  me,  soft 
fool  that  I  am.  The  contemptuous  allusion  to  amoflifir 
whom  I  love,  if  possible  dearer  than  I  do  myself,,  in^^ 
flicted  a  fresh  pang,  on  a  heart  that  was  afaready  bat 
too  swoln  with  grief,  and  a  flood  of  tears  was  my  sole 
reply.  "  Get  out  of  my  sight,  you  snivelling  boobyi 
or  I'll  throw  the  devil  after  ye !"  exclaimed  he ; — at  the 
same  time  hurrying  up  the  companion  close  at  my 
heels,  and  angrily  bawling  to  the  mate — "  Here,  take 
this  gentlemcttis  son  into  your  watch,  and  make  him 
shin  up,  and  hand  a  topgallant  sail ;  be  thinks  he's 
come  to  sea  merely  to  wear  his  old  clothes  out ;  but 
I'll  warrant  me  we'll  find  something  else  for  him  t8 
do  here,  besides  thinking  about  his  motker^s  titty,' 
and  be  d — d  to  him.  Well,  I'm  sure,"  muttered  hH; 
as  he  retired  to  his  cabin,  **  this  beats  AckjHbd^ 
and  Ackybo  beat  the  devil."  Fat  be  it  from  me' to 
wound  the  chaste  ears  of  any  who  may  read  my  Bt- 
terate  performance  by,  as  it  were,  spicing  mf  ^imfh 
tale  with  oaths.  I  have  not  repeated  the  fifHrpluri'if 
his  profane  expressions;  my  chief  view,  in  MeHHof 
down  so  much  is,  while  I  am  describing  my  ill  trails 
ment  in  this  vessel,  to  induce  other  youths  to  fttSet 
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a  comfortable  employment  on  shore  to  venturiug  to 
sea;  at  least  at  so  early  aa  age  as  niino.  With  grati- 
tude be  it  spoken,  I  have  never  been  in  any  circum- 
stances of  life,  in  which  I  have  not  met  with  some- 
tlung,  whence  to  derive  consolation :  the  chief  mate 
appears  to  be  my  friend.  When  the  Captsin  was 
asleep,  be  kindly  permitted  me  to  go  below  and  turn  in. 
Last  night's  ill  treatment  still  weiglis  heavily  oti 
mj  mind ;  still  are  my  spirits  depressed.  Is  this  a 
specimen  of  my  future  treatment !  Young  though  I 
am,  I  have  seen  a  great  deal  of  oppression  exercised 
liy  the  rich— and  who  on  '.  Not  on  each  other,  believe 
me,  but  oc  iha  friendless  poor.  I  once  indulged  (and 
l>erhaps  still  indulge  a  little)  the  fond  wisb,  that  I 
sbould  some  day  be  raised  to  a  station  in  life  in  which 
I  might  prove  a  friend  to  the  fatherless  and  indigent. 
What  chiefly  induced  me  to  cherish  this  idea,  is  a  know- 
ledge, that  thoughmy  mother  has  irrevocably  otTended 
iier  parents  by  marrying  t^ainst  their  positive  injunc- 
tions, my  grandmother  has  an  aged  brother-iii'law, 
csiuiected  with  the  Stafibrdshire  potteries,  wealthy 
and  childless,  a  friend  who  promises  to  leave  me 
Wfnetbing  handsome  at  his  decease  ;  but  where  is  it 
tl)at  I  have  read,  "  it  is  bad  waiting  for  dead  men's 
dtoes  V  Why  cannot  he  do  something  for  me.  while 
\is  lives!  I  see  I  must  befriend  myself,  and  learn  to 
loiJi  to  Heaven.  Alas !  I  fear  it's  oftener  on  my 
lips  than  in  my  heart. 

The  Captain  is  safe  moored ;  may  no  rude  storms 
annoy  his  rest— for  on  Aw  rest  very  much  depends  that 
of  your  humble  servant,  for  when  he  awakes  there 
femaineth  but  little  rest  for  me.  But  repose  thou 
kere  awhile,  my  pen,  the  night  seems  beautiful ;  to  - 
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morrow  we  are  to  put  the  dead  lights  (shatters)  in; 
I'll  steal  softy  to  the  cabin  window,  take  another 
peep  at  my  silent  friend  the  moon,  before  the  win- 
dows are  blocked  up.  She  is  a  day  older  than  when 
I  saw  her  last,  and  so  am  /, — yes,  one  more  day  of 
misery  is  gone  by.  I  am  returned  from  the  window, 
nor  have  my  meditations  been  so  disagreeably  inter- 
rupted as  were  they  yesternight.  The  moon  was  just 
illumining  the  now  gently  agitated  waves  with  her  ex- 
piring rays;  but  she  is  setting  to  rise  again — so, I 
trust,  shall  I.  My  present  embarkation  on  life's  wide 
sea,  is  attended  with  so  many  unfavourable  auspices, 
that  I  look  forward  to  death,  rather  than  to  a  life  of 
happiness. 

'^  The  silver  moon  in  clouds  is  set, 
Peace  from  my  bosom's  fled, 
Nought  but  despair  and  sad  regret 
Are  left  me  in  its  stead ; 
But  soon  this  fleeting  life  will  pass, 
Its  moon  is  almost  down ; 
Oh  !  may  its  sand  soon  quit  the  glass. 
And  death  my  sorrows  crown." 

[What  think  ye  of  my  poetry.  Jemmy  ?  is  it  not 
excellent?  I  am  half  inclined  to  erase  this  effiision  of 
boyish  fancy — you  see  I  have  not.  Excuse  it,  it  is 
but  the  crude  production  of  a  youth  reared  in  the  lap  of 
adversity,  and  whose  hidden  talents  (if  he  possesses 
any)  have  never  been  fostered  by  the  hand  of  pros- 
perity.] 

Once  more  I  commit  myself  to  the  arms  of  sleep, 
and  recommend  myself  to  heavenly  protection.  May 
the  wind  softly  slumber  on  the  bosom  of  the  oceani 
and  when  it  arises  '  like  a  giant  refreshed  with  sleep,*' 
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may  it  speedily  waft  us  to  our  destined  port.  I  think 
this  is  the  last  I  shall  write  for  some  time — what  can 
J  add?  the  same  doll  round  of  toil  and  care?  besides, 
it  makes  me  melancholy ;  nor  when  I  begin,  know  I 
wkeo  to  cease.  "  Better,''  says  laziness, — no,  no,  I 
vont  confess  it;  'tis  prudence  whispers  in  my  ear» 
*'  Better  refresh  your  mind  and  body  with  sleep,  than 
it  ap  late  of  nights  writing  nonsense : "  but  methinks 

i  if  we  writers  of  nonsense  should  give  up  our  nonsen- 
sieal  tasks,  how  little  would  there  be  for  the  world 
lo  read.     The   world   love   nonsense — here,  then,  is 

J  enongh,  in  all  conscience,  to  gratify  their  taste. 

jl  At  about  150  leagues  to  the  westward  of  Scilly,  the 
wind  chopped  round  against  us,  and  has  continued  so, 
with  little  intermission,  for  these  three  weeks.  This, 
among  other  things,  has  contributed  greatly  to  increase 
the  natural  irritability  of  Captain  English.  I  have 
also  long  found,  to  my  grief,  that  I  have  enemies  in 
the  ship.  My  predecessor  in  the  cabin  greatly  regrets 
the  loss  of  his  situation,  and  endeavours  by  every 
artifice  of  which  a  base  mind  is  capable,  to  regain  it- 
The  Captain  is  an  epicure  (in  his  way,)  and  in  addi- 
^on  to  an  excellent  stock  of  poultry,  we  have  two 
fine  pigs  kept  upon  the  ballast.  Be  not  astonished, 
leader,  at  our  keeping  two  pigs  on  the  ballast,  for  many 

^     ships  are  entirely  ballasted  with  pigs ;  but  bless  your 

i  simple  souls,  let  me  elucidate  this  subject,  by  inform- 
ing you,  that  they  are  ballasted  with  pigs  of  iron — 
iron-pigs,  or  pig-iron,  n'  import.  But  to  proceed,  I 
clean  my  knives  in  the  pig's  apartment,  the  hold.  On 
these  knife-cleaning  occasions,  my  rival.  Clapper, 
•ften  succeeds  in  his  attempts  to  hide  either  some  of 
Qy  knives,  3ome  of  my  forks,  or  some  of  both ;  and  on 
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my  withdrawing,  but  thafs  too  genteel  a  word^.lo  j 
of  a  cabin-boy's  withdrawing  from  the  office  of  knife* 
cleaning,  to  draw  the  meat  out  of  the  cook-house  ^tm^ 
is  not  drawing  at  all  from  the  life;  therefore^  with 
your  permission,  I'U  withdraw  the  wotdmtkdrawbug. 
But  what  am  I  doing?  I  haye  written  noAlung.te 
nearly  a  fortnight,  and  good  lack  !  how  my  p^  xma; 
dop  gentle  reader,  allow  me  but  to  please  myself  ij^ 
once,  and  I'll  try  to  please  you  ever  after.  £inly  h^ 
not  my  withdrawing  from  all  sense  and  reason^  mi 
my  drawing  together,  without  reason,  all  twnsiense, 
induce  you  to  withdraw  your  attention  froni}  Ihis 
otherwise  nmsterly  performance,  for  if  you  do,  I  shaji 
be  compelled  to  withdraw  all  my  competition  for  famc^ 
and  instead  of  pushing  forward,  dram  in  my  horns. 
Speaking  of  hornSy  think  not,  my  friends,  that  I  henffb 
an  eye  to  matrimony,  time  enough  yet,  Ned#  .  Clap^ 
per  (I  was  going  to  say)  contrives  to  grease  the  hon 
handles  of  my  secreted  knives  and  forks,  and  throws 
them  to  the  pigs,  the  said  grease  not  failing  to  drmB 
the  young  porkers'  attention.  It  is,  then^  his  practice 
to  bring  them  to  me  with  their  handles  gnawed,  and, 
in  the  presence  of  my  sweet-tempered  master,  to  aay, 
that  he  has  just  luckily  snatched  them  from  tfaepigSk 
By  this,  and  sundry  other  little  sly  tricks,  he  haiS  iih 
duced  Captain  English  to  form  a  most  us^TouiaUa 
opinion  of  your  humble  servant;  and  whafs  wonga^ 
has  led  him,  with  unparalleled  effrontery,  to  bestow 
upon  me  the  agreeable  appellation  of  *  careless,  good- 
for-nothing  monkey,'  together  with  many  other  pleas* 
ing  epithets,  which,  if  my  reader  is  fanciful,  he  may 
easily  imagine.  But  what,  I  believe,  tends  still  more 
to  increase  my  master's  dissatisfaction  is,  that  I  never 
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Stoop  (siocp^  muKt  that!)  to  tell  tales  coacerniog  what 
is  89i4  and  dofie  by  the  ship's  crew ;  whereas  Clapper 
(dupper  tike)  has  been  in  the  habit  of  giving  him 
early  inteUigeiice  of  every  motion.  Our  second  mate 
4^*1  find,  tMs  hoy's  firm  friend  and  colleague :  formerly 
nU  oflfioer  was  the  principal  receiver  of  the  cabin 
pliidev;  bnt  now.  he  feels  deprived  of  many  little 
Miforta  he  them  enjoyed:  he,  it  seems,  encourages 
sad  instructs  master  Clapper  in  all  his  machinations 
ilgttast  me. 

May  19th.  Our  Captain  has,  for  these  few  morn- 
hfgB  past,  adopted  the  plan  of  causing  Clapper  and  me 
to  be  dipped,  neck  and  heels,  in  a  large  harness  cask, 
filled  daily  with  salt  water,  and  for  this  express  pur- 
pose lashed  abaft  the  long-boat.  In  this,  then,  pre- 
cisely at  six,  we  are  plunged,  stark  naked  of  course^ 
*  let  the  wind  blow  high  or  low.'  I  console  myself,  how- 
ever unpleasant  the  operation,  with  the  notion,  that 
die  exercise  is  conducive  to  health.  Has  Captain  E. 
invented  it  for  that  purpose,  or  merely  to  gratify  his 
propensity  to  torwteni  ?  Shall  I  step  and  ask  him  t  I 
think  my  mother's  son  had  better  not. 

2l8t  I%u  has  been,  indeed,  a  trying  day :  how 
shall  I  relate  it  ?  how  describe  the  indignity,  the  ili- 
traatment  I  have  experienced  ?  But  have  I  not  pro- 
mised to  be  faithful  and  frank  ?  shall  I  then  disguise 
the  disgpraceful  fact?  know,  then,  reader,  in  a  few 
words,  and  if  thou  hast  a  feeling  heart,  pity  me;  I 
have  been  flogged,  and  such  a  flogging  too ;  but  not 
to  beg^n  at  the  wrong  end  of  my  story,  thus  it  fell 
out : — This  morning,  I  was  towing  a  mop  overboard, 
with  a  view  (of  course)  to  wash  the  dirt  out  of  it. 
The  ship  making  great  way  through  the  water,  the 
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rope  slipped  through  my  fingers,  so  good  bye  to  the  mop. 
I  thought  of  slipping  snugly  below  myself»  and  of 
making  no  noise  about  the  accident ;  the  other  party 
concerned  (the  poor  mop)  being,  by  this  time,  quiet 
enough,  and  too  far  astern  to  tell  tales ;  but  not  so, 
my  bitter  foe.  Clapper,  he  joyfully  perceived  my  mis- 
fortune, and  flying  on  the  wings  of  malice  to  the  cfibiD, 
acquainted  the  Captain.  He  said  but  little  on  the 
occasion ;  but  I  alarmedly  witnessed  his  dexterity  is 
making  a  formidable  cat-o'-nine-tails.  Having  coolly 
and  comfortably  finished  the  job  to  his  own  satisfaction 
(for  /  was  not  consulted  in  the  process),  he  ordered 
me  upon  deck,  led  me  to  the  windlass  end,  directed 
one  of  the  men  to  strip  and  tie  me  to  it,  and  the  second 
mate  then  gave  me  a  round  dozen,  the  Captain  all 
the  while  vociferating,  ''  Lay  it  in  to  the  careless 
son  of  a  b — h  !"  Alas  I  I  can  scarcely  sit  to  write ;  I 
know  not  what  degree  of  injury  I  have  sustained, 
the  wounded  part  being  hidden  from  my  curious  eyes 
for  ever.  Ah !  you  may  laugh,  reader,  but  it  is  no 
laughing  matter  to  me,  the  unfortunate  sufierer. 

I  felt  so  much  hurt  at  this  unlooked-for,  as  well  as 
not  to  be  looked  at,  indignity,  that  I  could  not  refrain 
from  telling  the  Captain  so,  and  that  in  very  plain  terms 
too ;  intimating,  that  if  ever  I  reached  England  again, 
my  friends  would  make  him  render  up  a  strict  account 
why  he  treated  me  so  barbarously.  Enraged, — he 
sprang  forward  with  a  rope's  end,  to  wreak  his  ven- 
geance on  a  defenceless  boy.  I  instantly  jumped 
upon  the  rough-tree,  and  while  the  crew  stood  mute 
spectators  of  the  scene,  hung  in  an  agony  of  despair 
over  the  sea,  holding  fast  the  fore-topmost  backstay 
with  my  left  hand.     He  advanced  to  within  aboat 
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eight  feet  of  me.  I  stretched  out  my  right  hand,  and 
exclaimed,  in  a  determined  voice,  "  Noic,  Captain 
English,  advance  but  one  step  forward  to  ill  us 
and  I  plunge  into  the  sea!  Yes,  sir,  rather  than 
longer  submit  to  your  cruel  tyranny,  I'll  embrace 
death  itself."  And  so  worked  up  was  I  with  fear  and 
indignation,  that  I  was  fully  resolved  to  do  so.  Oh ! 
Providence,  I  thank  thee  for  preserving  me  from  the 
commission  of  a  crime,  which  in  my  cooler  raometils  I 
shudder  to  name.  He  regarded  me  for  a  moment 
with  a  malicious  sneer,  and  then,  thinking,  I  suppose, 
that  I  could  not  possibly  be  mad  enough  to  execute 
my  threat,  he  advanced  a  pace  nearer,  when  I  hastily 
called  out  to  the  men,  "  You  are  all  witnesses  that  1 
am  driven  to  this  desperate  deed  by  the  barbarity  of 
your  Captain.  I  solemnly  call  upon  you  to  bear  wit- 
ness against  him  at  the  first  port  you  reach."  An 
;iwful  suspense  of  a  few  moments  succeeded,  in  which 
there  was  but  one  hair  betwixt  me  and  death.  Here, 
the  mate  and  some  of  the  sailors  begging  the  tyrant 
to  desist,  he  dropped  the  rope,  and  muttering  a  thou- 
rand  curses  on  my  head,  confusedly  sneaked  aft,  I 
tiien  jumped  down,  for  a  moment  felt  something  like 
triumph,  and  in  a  short  time  assumed  courage  enough 
to  go  below  to  my  duty.  Shall  i  say  that  I  have  had 
the  satisfaction  to  see  that  I  am  not  the  only  one  who 
has  felt  the  fangs  of  the  cat  ?  No.  Heaven  is  my 
witness  I  have  felt  no  lasting  pleasure.  For  a  few 
moments,  while  smarting  with  anguish,  I  felt  the 
6end-like  feeling  i  but  no  sooner  discovered  its  pre- 
sence, than  I  tore  the  unwelcome  intruder  from  my 

During  the  time  I  underwent  my 
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punishment.  Clapper  waa  employed  to  flniih  ckan- 
ing  the  cabin,  and,  by  some  strange  fatality»  dropped 
the  other  mop  overboard,  and  left  us  moplusJ  The 
Captain  was  bound,  in  common  justicey  to  award  Ats 
the  same  punishment  he  had  inflicted  on  me.  The  msa 
appointed  as  ^whipper-in'  on  this  occasion, -iusQwiof 
that  the  culprit  is  the  chief  cause  of  the  miseries  whidi 
J  endure,  lashed  him  so  severely,  that  while  he  writhsd 
under  the  strokes  of  the  cat,  though,  an  euemy,  fitf 
overcame  my  resentmeat;  1  was  the  loudest,  wilk 
tearful  eyes,  to  supplicate  a  pardon  for  him»  but  witli- 
out  effect.  Poor  Clapper  possesses  some  seosifailtfyf 
for  when  cast  off  from  the  windlass,  his  first  step  wsf 
to  turn  to  me,  and  express  his  sorrow  for  his  manf 
unkindnesses.  I  have  joyfully  extended  to  him  ths 
hand  of  forgiveness,  and  doubt  not,  that  from  having  ) 
been  a  bitter  enemy,  he  is  become  my  sincere  frieiA  | 
Thus,  in  gratifying  the  feelings  of  my  own  heart,  I  | 
have  also  acted  with  good  policy.  ! 

Tis  night.  '  While  night  in  solemn  shade  invests  ; 
the  pole,'  here  let  me  rest, — ^let  me  sleep  in  peace;  \ 
and  ye  blest  ministering  spirits,  who  hover  round  the  i 
dwellings  of  the  just,  deign  to  bestow  your  protectuig  i 
influence  on  the  fatherless  and  defenceless  cabin-boy*  i 
Guide  me  through  this  night's  life,  or  death,  and 
when  I  rest  within  the  bosom  of  the  silent  tomb — 

<<  Calm  let  me  slumber  in  that  dark  repose, 
Till  the  last  mora  its  orient  beams  disclose : 
Then,  when  the  great  archangel's  potent  sound 
Shall  echo  through  creation's  ample  round, 
Wak'd  from  the  sleep  of  death,  with  joy  survey 
The  opening  splendours  of  eteraal  day.*' 

Uprisen  from  my  bed  of  thorns,  1  see  bright  Phoe- 
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boH  burst  the  portals  of  the  sky,  while  ruddy  morniog 
p^ats  the  glowing  clouds  vith  tinta  of  brilliant  light. 
Silent  and  slow  the  ship  pursues  majesticaliy  h^* 
course ;  her  master  sleeps  in  down ;  the  oppressor 
rests  bim  from  his  cares,  while  I,  the  oppressed, 
world-weary  cahin-boy,  nor  sleep,  nor  peace  can  find. 
For  some  days  past  I  have  had  the  satisfaction  to 
lind,  that  my  resistance  of  arbitrary  power  has  been 
attended  with  beneficial  results :  the  Captain  treats 
me  with  much  greater  mildness.  As  for  an  occasional 
Koff,  or  kick,  I  am  become  quite  used  to  them.  I 
prophesied  right.  Well  done  mighty  /,  ewer- guessing, 
mce  right !  I'll  study  astrology.  But  as  little  non- 
iense  as  possible.  Hear  it  then  !  Clapper,  or  Bob, 
has  become  quite  a  different  boy  to  me,  and  one  of 
my  fellow-apprentices,  a  Scotch  lad,  named  James, 
Lindly  ossists  me  to  the  utmost  of  his  abilities.  A 
brighter  day,  I  trust,  is  dawning  for  me. 

29.  The  Captain  quarrelled  this  day  with  the 
Kcond  mate,  which  has  led  to  a  discoverv  that  he  is 
tbe  promoter  of  much  discord  in  the  vessel,  and  the 
cbief  instigator  of  Clapper,  and,  in  short,  that  1  have 
been  much  belied.  On  what  a  small  pivot  do  many 
circumstances  turn !  How  blind  are  mortals !  My 
severe  flogging,  it  appears,  was  destined  to  work  a 
great  change  in  my  favour. 

31.  I  am  daily  gaining  ground  in  the  Captain's 
good  graces.  Would  that  I  bad  some  books  to  read, 
when  I  cannot  sleep.  If  ever  I  live  to  become  a  man. 
Heaven  grant  me  but  a  small  income,  a  snug  retreat, 
fevi  enemies,  and  many  books. 
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"  Give  Be  ibe  «*r*  <' ^■■'^'CB  »  kaow  i 
Tbe  dtpAs  «f  Imlt'b  abo*^  nd  cuAbdow; 
Teach  me  ihe  raiicnt  bbmns  oflbe  noon. 
And  wfaence  proceed,  ih'  eclipses  of  ibe  sdii.~ 

Jane  6.  The  wiad  contiitaes  stiQ  ri^t  a-bead,  and 
my  good  master  is  last  relapsing  into  his  angrir  fits. 
The  vessel  is  bat  iadifiereiitlv  manned :  we  master  I 
bat  fonrteen,  inclading  myself.  There  are  three  olhffl  1 
apprentices;  two  Genoese  lads,  taken  ont  of  tbe 
prison  ships,  at  Portsmoath,  and  a  black,  a  natire  of 
St.  Domingo.  When  we  consider  that  none  of  the 
above  can  be  called  teamen,  two  or  three  of  them  never 
having  been  to  sea  bat  once  before,  we  mav  reasonablv 
infer  that  the  reai  seamen  are  mach  harassed  wilii 
continual  tacking,  reefing  topsails,  &c.  Whatever 
other  faults  are  justly  attributable  to  the  Captaiu. 
stingims»  in  the  purchase  or  distFibution  of  provisions 
is  a  notable  exception.  The  crew  unanimouslv  ac- 
knowledge, that  the  Goddess  is  better  stocked  nith 
excellent  provisions,  than  any  vessel  they  ever  saileii 
in.  ("  She'd  just  do  for  PtUr,"  thought  Strickland.) 
In  the  cabin,  though  on  the  sea,  we  live  on  the  fat  ol 
the  land.  Our  cook,  Dennis,  a  Freochmau,  is  a  man 
of  talent ;  independent  of  his  skiU  in  preparing  sacri- 
fices for  the  Captain's  god — belly,  he  is  also  a  clever 
painter  of  landscapes,  and  has  kindly  given  me  some 
occasional  iostractlons  in  the  art.  I  am  growing  fast, 
and  consider  myself  (perhaps  nobody  else  thinks  so)  us 
much  of  a  man  in  every  point,  as  my  ci-devant  rival. 
Clapper,  wbo  is  fourteen.  Thanks,  bearty  thanks — 
(bat  perhaps  you  begin  to  imagine  I  worship  the  same 
idol  as  the  Captain,  or  rather,  another  by  the  same 
name.     Not  so,  gentle  reader ;  I  only  wish  to  pa; 
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unto  it  dae  homage  and 
I  say,  to  docks,  fowb,  puddiofs,  pies,  one  of  the  fiae 
young'  pigs,  plentiful  draughts  of  prime  bottled  por- 
ter, good  wine,  and  somewhat  milder  treatment,  my 
bones  begin  to  be  well  covered  with  plump  solid  flesh, 
and  the  colour  of  my  cheeks  to  heighten.  Perhaps  1 
am  in  some  measure  indebted  to  salt  water  bathii^ 
for  this  improvement  in  my  appearance,  as  well  as  for 
my  evident  increase  in  strength  and  stature.  But  this 
is  sheer  vanity :  I  was  merely  thinking  what  my 
mother  and  my  little  playmate  will  think  of  me  on  my 
return,  or  I  should  not  have  written  it.  Forgive,  then, 
I  pray,  the  frailties  of  one  who  humbly  confesses  his 
faults.  By  the  by,  I  have  been  this  evening  attaching 
so  much  importance  to  that  important  personage,  ulf, 
(for  who  among  my  readers  cares  a  fig, — unless,  indeed, 
my  mother,  whether  I  gprow  fat  or  lean, — feed  upon 
ducks  or  stock-fish  ?)  that  I  had  almost  forgotten  to 
state,  that  this  morning  we  fell  in  with  four  large 
islands  of  ice,  the  least  of  them  much  larger,  I  was 
going  to  say,  than  St.  Paul's ;  but  that  would  be  rather 
too  cocknified  a  comparison.  "  Always  study,"  says 
somebody, — no  matter  who,  "  elegance  of  style  in  writ- 
ing a  narrative."  The  least  of  them,  then,  was  much 
larger  than  any  edifice  I  had  ever  beheld ;  we  passed 
dosely  to  the  leeward  of  them.  The  intense  coldness 
they  imparted  to  the  air,  is  truly  astonishing,  at  least 
to  i»,  unthinking  part  of  mankind.  The  philosopher 
would  account  for  it  instanter ;  but  what  have  I  to 
do  with  philosophy  ?  It  felt  (the  air  of  course,)  as 
though  we  had  been  suddenly  hurled  from  the  tropics 
to  the  bleak  shores  of  Greenland ;  to  where,  as  Cowper 

«ys,— 
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<<  Bleak  winter,  arme^  with  tenors  hert  unknown. 
Sits  absolute  on  his  unshaken  throne ; 
Piles  up  his  stores  amid  the  fiK)zen  waste. 
And  bids  the  mountains  he  has  built,  stand  h&t : 
Beckons  the  legions  of  his  storms  away 
From  happier  scenes,  to  make  that  land  a  prey; 
Proclaims  the  soil,  a  conquest  he  has  woo, 
And  scorns  to  share  it  with  the  distant  sun.'* 

On  the  7th  of  June  we  found  soundings  on  the 
great  bank  of  Newfoundland. 

10th.  Confound  that '<  Boy,"  (our  Captain's  dog  I 
mean,  for  by  this  name  he  chooses  to  call  him>)  when- 
ever my  master  is  liberally  disposed,  and  bestows  on 
ma  a  good  drvbhrng^  (ask  the  French  the  meaning  of 
the  word,)  Mr.  Boy  barks,  nor  harks  only;  a  fig  for 
his  barking  say  I,  but  hites  too.  But  to  proceed  syfrr 
tematioally.  The  constant  foul  winds,  and  dense  fogs 
we  experience,  have  put  my  meek  master  out  of  all 
patience ;  and  whenever  said  impatient  biped  begias. 
to  growl,  the  quadmped  begins  to  hafk ;  an4  wbai^ 
worse,  when  the  one  animal  begins  to  beat,  the  otbar 
begins  to.  bite. 

I  believe  I  told  you  I  am  somewhat  fatter  thaa 
heretofore,  so  is  the  Captain;  by  way  therefore  of 
keeping  himself  in  practice,  and  me  in  ej^eroise,  lie 
has  been  pleased  to  give  me,  what  paddy  calls  ''a 

broad  hint,"  alias  a  kick  of ,  or  rather  on  the 

breech:  attribute  all  mistakes,  reader^  to  the  roUiiig 
of  the  ship.  I  am  almost  sure  'twas  Ae,  thoi^hj 
could  not  eee  him ;  the  ooward  must,  I  tbink«  hai^ 
gone  behind  me  lo  do  it  His  dog,  m/ac|i  ^kbontth^ 
same  time,  bit  my  leg;  this  I  can  positively  s^w? 
to,  for  he  did  it  before  my  face.     I  feel  intense  pa»ir 
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and  am  not  without  apprehensions  of  hydrophobia; 
(I  believe  I  spell  it  right.)  1  have  been  simple  enough 
to  communicate  my  fears  on  this  head»  to  my  consi- 
derate master,  who  has  completely  silenced  my  anxie- 
ties, by  assuring  me,  that  I  need  feel  no  uneasiness 
about  growing  worse,  for,  to  his  certain  knowledge,  I 
have  been  as  mad  as  possible  these  two  months.  This 
dog  is  a  great  annoyance  to  me,  not  only  from  these 
unplecuant  tricks,  but  from  little  natural  dirty  habits, 
and  want  of  ceremony;  for,  would  you  believe  it, 
reader?  he  makes  no  scruple  to  black-ball,  plaster,  or 
be — be — let  me  see — ^what?  be-spread  the  cabin  table; 
but  now  I  have  not  told  you  what  with,  ''  decency 
forbids."  I  have  been  for  some  time  ruminating  on 
several  plans,  to  rid  myself  of  this  plague,  but  have 
not  yet  had  courage,  or  perhaps  cruelty  enough,  to 
put  any  of  them  into  execution,  for  to  give  the  dog 
Ua  due,  he  seldom  goes  upon  the  table  but  for  neces- 
mary  purposes.  I  think  the  ship¥nright8  at  Ports- 
mouth might  easily  remedy  this  defect,  in  point  of 
good  manners. 

13th.  Since  we  have  been  on  the  banks,  the  Cap- 
tain has  contrived  to  catch  several  fine  cod-fish.  When- 
ever the  Commodore  makes  signal  for  the  headmost 
ships  to  shorten  sail,  or  heave-to,  one  would  suppose 
be  made  a  sigpaal  for  fishing^  for  down  immediately 
go^  the  lines.  To  do  the  fish  justice,  they  certainly 
90  Rot  of  the  Jewish  persuasion ;  shall  I  tell  you  why 
L  infinr  so  ?  I  will : — ^simply  from  their  biting  most 
eigttly  at  salt  porh. ' 

:  This  afternoon  the  Foxhound  made  a  signal  for  the 
vMMek  bound  to  Halifax  and  some  other  places,  to 
qph  the  fleet,  and  make  sail  for  their  respective  ports« 
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14tb.  Last  night  we  experienced  a  heavy  gale  from 
the  eastward,  not  less  acceptable  for  being  fair.  The 
Goddess  has  been  pooped — horrid  sacrilege  !  Perhaps 
some  of  my  readers  may  not  know  what  is  here  meant 
by  pooping!  To  inform  them,  let  me  observe,  she  has 
been  violently  struck  on  the  stern  or  hinder  part  by  a 
wave,  which  has  carried  away  her  main-boom,  together 
with  the  jolly-boat.  The  wind  still  blows  smartly  firom 
the  eastward,  and  we  are  scudding  on,  under  easy 
sail.  Having  never  before  been  more  than  a  few  days 
out  of  sight  of  land,  but  now  upwards  of-  five  weeks, 
bow  I  long  for  a  sight  of  it.  But,  cheer  up,  friend 
Ned,  the  birds  which  so  wantonly  skim  around  the 
ship,  are  of  that  species  which  indicate  a  near  approach 
to  shore. 

17th.  This  morning,  while  all  were  in  expectation 
of  so  desirable  a  sight,  the  man  in  the  top  cried  oat, 
*f  Land,  land!"  on  the  larboard  bow.  "  Land,  landT 
was  re-echoed  by  almost  every  voice  in  the  ship.  In 
the  afternoon,  gliding  swiftly  through  the  yielding 
waves,  we  passed  in  mid-channel  between  Cape  Bay 
and  Cape  North. 

19th.  Bravissimo!  We  have  reached  the  Isle  of 
Bic,  in  the  great  river  St.  Lawrence,  and  taken  on 
board  a  pilot.  Clapper  has  just  been  innocently  ex- 
pressing his  wonder,  how  Captain  English  can  speak 
American,  having  heard  him  address  the  pilot  in  bar- 
barous French.  Good  lack !  how  I  pity  his  ignorance. 
Our  Commodore,  wishing  to  take  advantage  of  his 
superiority  of  sailing,  and  apprehending  no  danger 
here  from  French  or  American  privateers,  has  pro- 
ceeded onwards  for  Quebec,  having  first  made  a  sig- 
nal, not  {or  Ji9hing,  but  for  the  fleet  to  follow  him  with 
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all  possible  expedition.  We  had  scarcely  embarked 
the  pilot,  ere  there  sprang  up  a  fresh  breeze,  attended 
with  fog  and  rain,  the  mate  called  it  a  "  mackarel 
I  iqnall."  Captain  E.,  profiting  by  the  hint,  threw  out 
'  Us  lines,  and  has  caught  mackarel  enough  to  dine  the 
▼hole  crew;  and,  I  need  not  add,  they  were  pretty 
fresh  too, 

.  26th.  We  are  anchored  off  Hare  Island.  (Here 
Mr.  Barnard  hove  a  sigh,  which  Strickland  perfectly 
understood.)  Our  river  navigation,  thus  far,  has 
Ifoved  rather  tedious ;  foul  winds  and  ebb-tides  have 
^  frequently  compelled  us  to  anchor  near  the  shores  of 
]  the  little  islands,  with  which  the  St.  Lawrence 
)  abounds,  and  now  having  an  extra  individual  (the 
]  plot)  to  wait  on,  and  therefore  possessing  less  leisure 
than  usual,  and  having  more  fully  detailed  the  parti- 
culars of  this  passage  than  I  intended  to  do,  I  trust  I 
may  be  excused  for  hurrying  my  reader  up  this  river 
10  rapidly.  We  have  just  been  bartering  some  ship's 
stores,  with  some  Canadians  alongside,  for  fresh  meat, 
legetables,  &c. 

July  1,  1809.  This  day,  passing  the  fertile  island  of 
Orleans,  and  clearing  Point  Levi,  the  city  of  Quebec 
at  once  presented  itself  in  all  its  splendour.  Never 
before  had  my  eyes  been  gratified  with  so  grand,,  so 
■u  romantic  a  scene.  We  have  just  anchored  and  furled 
L  sails.  I  am  too  busy  and  over-delighted  to  write 
I  much;  and,  hark!  the  loud  voice  of  the  Captain  bawl- 
[  iag  down  the  companion,  ''You,  boy!  brush  up  my 
r  b^t  suit,  and  get  ready  to  go  ashore  with  me.'*  *'  Aye, 
aye.  Sir!"  Away,  away  quickly,  thou  important  nar- 
rative, to  thy  usual  hiding-place. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

I  feel  it  hen — my  tortur'd  brain's  on  fire; 
I  rave — oh,  vihsX  a  loss,  great  heav'n  is  mine ! 

*'  Now,  Mr.  Barnard,**  said  Strickland,  **  wfe  have 
reached  the  end  of  the  papers.  James,  I  trust,  wiH 
soon  forward  me  some  more  of  them.  What  think 
you  of  the  little  cabin-boy*s  performance?"  '*  Why, 
really,  Strickland,  I  know  not  what  to  think ;  wliether 
to  admire  more  his  ingenuity  in  producing  so  much 
matter  and  entertainment  from  so  few  incidents,  or 
his  industry  in  keeping  so  correct  a  journal ;  corred 
I  mean,  considering  his  youth,  his  want  of  leisure, 
and  his  being  necessitated  to  write  by  stealth.  Some 
little  play  upon  words,  and  some  rather  low  remarks 
might,  in  my  judgment,  have  been  as  well  omitted." 
'*  And  in  mine/'  replied  Strickland;  "  yet,  when  we 
consider  the  society  he  is  mixed  up  with,  and  the 
scenes  he  describes,  if  I  am  at  all  surprised,  it  is,  that 
he  has  not  more  frequently  fallen  into  such  errors. 
But  let's  pipe  to  supper ;  to-morrow  we  start  earfy 
for  Montreal.*'  "  We  do,  Strickland;  may  heaven 
prosper  our  journey;  could  T  but  find  in  my  son,  such 
a  boy  as  thist  faulty  as  he  may  be,  how  dearly  could  I 
hug  him  to  my  longing  heart." 

Rather  early  in  the  morning  the  travellers 
quitted  Berthier,  passed  the  small  village  of  Im 
Nore^,  distant  three  leagues,  and  at  near  eleven 
halted  at  Lavaltre,  distant  two  league3,  to  bmt:  a 
village  most  pleasantly  situated  on  the  banks  of  the 
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Grand  River,  and  overshadowed  by  a  grove  of  stately 
trees.  'Twas  Sunday,  the  bell  from  the  little  village 
spire  summoned  the  iohabitants  to  pay  their  fore- 
noon devotions.  From  the  inn  door  the  two  friends 
beheld  the  Canadian  peasantry,  in  holiday  trim  and 
with  smiling  faces,  proceeding  to  the  humble  church, 
a  small  part  of  which  seemed  modestly  peering  through 
the  trees.  "They  are  at  home,"  thought  Strickland, 
"  happy,  happy  mortals !  while  I,  but  it  cannot  be 
always  so ;  /  shall  again  enjoy  the  calm  comforts  of 
an  Bnglishman's  fireside,  and  that  fireside  will  be  my 
own  too." 

When  ready  to  depart,  a  long- threatened  shower 
made  its  unwelcome  appearance^  "  Let's  to  church," 
said  Strickland,  "and  pass  away  the  forenoon."  "  No 
church  for  me,"  replied  his  friend,  "  the  curious  rustics 
will  stare  at  us  as  though  two  newly  imported  monsters ; 
moreover,  I  neither  understand  French  nor  Latin. 
Step  you  to  the  church.  Captain;  and  harkee!  1  ex- 
pect you'll  fetch  me  an  account  of  the  sermon  if  there 
is  one ;  I'll  warrant  ye  these  popish  priests  tell  a 
tODgh  story  to  their  hood-winked  hearers.  I'm  for  a 
nap  till  dinner,  for  here,  I  suppose,  we  must  dine." 

In  a  few  minutes  our  hero  was  seated  in  a  contem- 
plative manner  right  opposite  to  the  pulpit,  determin- 
ing to  glean  as  much  of  the  sermon  or  exhortation  as 
possible,  for  the  instruction,  or,  rather  amusement,  of 
Mr.  B.  On  returning,  the  cloth  was  laid  for  an  early 
dinner.  "  Now,  Captain  Strickland,"  said  Barnard, 
"  now  for  the  whole  story  ;  but  first  let  me  ask  you, 
are  you  converted  or  are  you  not  converted  '.  Con- 
man,  confess ;  you  know  that  the  Catholic  religion 
ingly  recommends  confession,"     "Aye;  but  not  to 
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sach  a  priest  as  yourself,  Mr.  Barnard :  but  aoy  one 
would  have  thought  that  you  had  been  in  the  Cure's 
breeches'  pocket,  you  seem  to  have  hit  so  well  on  the 
subject,  the  whole  preamble  was  chiefly  about  amfe^ 
sion.     But  get  out  of  the  room,  Peter;  I  see  the 
fellow  is  beginning  to  snigger  already."    "  Lord  bless 
your  Honour !  where  would  you  have  me  to  go  to  ? 
the  landlady  has  just  pinned  a  dish-clout  to  my  tail, 
and  bundled  me  out  of  the  kitchen."    ''  For  rompii^  ^ 
with  the  maids,  I  suppose."    '*  No,  your  Honour,  no; 
'twas  for  only  making  a  sop  in  the  pan."     ''Well, 
Peter,  it  rains  without,  we  must  needs,  I  suppose,  let 
you  remain ;  but,  d'ye  hear,  not  a  word,'*     *'  I  may 
laugh  a  little,  I  suppose,  if  I  sees  occasion."    "  Why,  |.^ 
yes,  we  don't  mind  that,  Peter ;  yet  hear,  and  see, 
and  say  nothing."      "  Let  me  alone  for  that,  your 
Honour."     "  Now,  then,  to  proceed :  his  reverence 
preached  in  a  white  surplice" — "  What  a/oo//"  ex- 
claimed Peter,  "  why,  the  parson  of  our  village, — and  L 
he  ought  to  know,  always  held  forth  in  a  black  one."  , 
"  Curse  that  fellow's  impudence,"  interrupted  Bar- 
nard,  '*  his  impertinence  is  insufferable ;"  so  saying  , 
he  seized  the  delinquent  by  the  collar,  and  perempto-  . 
rily  helped  him  out  of  the  room,  politely  saving  him  .^ 
the  trouble  of  shutting  the  door  by  violently  slamming 
it  after  him.     In  a  second  Mr.  Barnard  coolly  re- 
gained  his  seat,  and  turning  to  our  hero,  as  though  . 
nothing  had  happened,   he  said,   '<  Go   on,  if  yoa  ^ 
please.  Sir."    **  'Twas  an  extempore  exhortation,  SiK,  . 
in  the  first  part  of  which  he  cautioned  his^  anditon 
against  fraud,  avarice,  and  usury;  and  in  which  1^  i^ 
,  gave  a  detailed  description  of  the  petty  artifices  r^  [^ 
sorted  to  by  the  seller,  to  eTi\i<aavce  the  value  oi  his  '^ 
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goods  aod  entrap  the  unwary  purchaser,"  "  Perhaps," 
observed  Mr.  B.,  "his  reverence  has  visited  the  Mioo- 
riesand  the  neighbourhood  of  Rag  Fair;  bull  beg  pai 
doD,  pray  proceed,  I  am  almost  as  bad  as  that  talka- 
tive scoundrel  Peter."  "  He  commented  much  upon 
the  virtues  of  charity  and  kindness  towards  our  fellow- 
creatures  ^  and  upon  the  whole,  this  part  of  bis  dis- 
course was  highly  calculated  to  produce  beneficial 
effects  on  the  miuds  of  his  bearers."  "  Half  converted 
already,  1  perceive,"  said  Barnard.  "  Well?"  "  He 
then  expatiated  largely  on  the  necessity  of  making  a 
CDnfession  to  their  priest  of  all  offences  committed ; 
observing,  that  the  voluntary  concealment  of  a  single 
fault,  rendered  the  confession  imperfect,  and  the  ab- 
solution, so  kindly  given  by  the  priest,  of  none  effect ; 
Ibat  those  who  received  absolution  in  so  unworthy  a 
manner,  committed  sacrilege  in  the  eyes  of  heaven ; 
and  that  the  willingly  dying  in  such  a  state,  would  be 
a  most  efiectual  means  of  shutting  them  out  from  the 
kingdom  of  glory.  The  truth  of  which  he  endeavoured 
to  impress  upon  their  minds  by  the  recital  of  a  case, 
diavrn,  (as  he  said,)  from  ecclesiastical  history,  in  which 
a  young  lady  of  high  birth  and  pious  education,  pri- 
vately committed  an  offence  of  so  deep  a  dye,  that 
she  was  ashamed  to  communicate  her  disgrace  to  her 
Father  Confessor.  Being  continually  tormented  by 
the  reproaches  of  a  guilty  conscience,  she  renounced 
the  world  and  took  the  veil.  Some  time  alter  which, 
her  exemplary  manners  and  apparent  sanctity  caused 
her  to  be  advanced  to  the  honourable  post  of  Abbess ; 
but  still  tbe  struggles  between  shame  and  a  sense  of 
duty  kept  her  in  continual  inquietude.  Once,  in  a 
dangerous  fit  of  illness,  she  had  resolved  to  confess 
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all;  but,  alaa  for  her,  (said  be,)  asudden  recovery  tempt^ 
ed  her  to  reject  the  only  salutary  remedy  conducive  to 
her  soul's  salvation.  Some  years  after  this  she  died, 
in  fall  commuDioa  with  the  church,  partaking  of  its 
last  outward  coDsolatious,  but  with  the  fatal  secret 
still  buried  in  her  hosom.  Masses,  as  is  cuatomary, 
were  then  said  for  tbe  repose  of  the  soul  of  her,  who 
was  considered,  by  the  whole  convent,  as  a  taint- 
But  in  the  midst  of  one  of  these  solemn  and  effica- 
cious services,  the  spectre  of  the  deceased  suddenly 
appeared" — ("Bless  me!"  exclaimed  Mr.  B.)  "and 
in  a  mournful  and  terrific  manner,  with  hollow,  sepul- 
chral tone,  ejaculated.  '  Cease,  cease  your  ioeffectoal 
prayers  for  me,  I  am  tormented  by  an  ever-burning 
flame;  I  bum,  I  scorch;  woe  is  me!  I  have  sacri- 
legiously received  the  last  sacrament  of  the  church, 
in  a  state  of  uncODfessed  sin,  and  am  for  ever  ex- 
cluded the  presence  of  my  Maker  and  his  holy  angels: 
beware,  oh,  beware  my  fate!'"  "So  saying,"  said 
Mr.  B.,  "I  suppose  the  poor  ghost  vanished."  "Fur- 
ther deponent  saith  not,"  replied  Strickland.  "  Ho« 
highly  interesting^"  added  Barnard,  "and  only  waal- 
ing  that  scarce  little  ingredient,  truth,  to  make  i' 
equally  edifying.  But  is  that  all  the  sermon,  Strick- 
land ?  if  not  pray  give  us  the  rest."  "  He  then  re- 
presented the  priests  as  ministers  of  reconciliation ;  w 
representatives  of  God  upon  earth ;  that  they  are  ao( 
harsh  fathers,  but  full  of  love  and  mercy;  fathers  who 
frequently  heard  their  confessions  with  tearful  eyes, 
and  who  never  failed  to  give  them  good  advice  wberebj  J 
to  regulate  their  future  conduct ;  that  they  needed  Ml  I 
to  apprehend  a  divuigement  of  their  faults  to  tbc 
world,  for  that  the  priests  would  rather  suffer  death 
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SBssioiial  dflir;  hs  dMB.  goriniiprt  ita  t^kwftmvt  imd 
withHM*  f'^^—— ,  bf  iniMj^ly  oiuKtiB^  dHn.  to  mails 

Brom  the  wnth  l»  chk.'' 

««  BrmTo!  hnio!  Sti'iiifcil/  nid  Iknarri.  -  wm 
bave  exearted  yov  caaBBBas  ijbiii  iMy.  I  duok 
[  see  tke  daft-wilied  IMi  wmtkmf  it  att  <fowm  Eke 
iBother^s  milk,  ad  iw  J»p'm^  tke  ghosc  s^kt  wick 
■bout  as  mmtk  utiifMtiaa  as  I  kope  mam  to  swaflov 
my  diniier:  egad,  if  kst  i»e  kalf  of  tkoi  fiiB«ir  bi 
idTice,  wkat  a  migfc^j  kaadle  of  seocti  will  tkne  he 
eomiiitted  to  hm  fahkfisl  koaoai !  Bst  to 
boy.  GiYe  me  soaetkiBg  BMie  solid 
flummery/' 

HaTiiig  dined,  tke  party  jogged  eoMibf  onwards, 

(perhaps  witk  a  Tiew  to  promote  digestion,)  and  at  tke 

ttstance  of  abont  two  le^nes,  reacked  tke  Tillage  of 

iL  Solpiee.     Here,  m  was  tkeir  nsoal  costom,  tkey 

kalted  a  few  minntes,  to  make  inquiry  wketker  tkere 

me  any  Eng&k  families  in  tke  ndghboorhood ;  bot 

\  kaming  that  tkere  were  bat  two,  and  they  old  settlers, 

t  md  tkerefore  not  answering  tke  description  of  the 

persons  tkey  sought,  they  again  resumed  their  journey, 

img  now  about  eight  leagues  below  Montreal.    The 

tmTeUers  soon  passed  through  Arpenteniery  and  after* 

nrds  halted  at  the  Traverse,  opposite  Bout  de  Tlsle. 

It  was  now  too  late  to  reach  the  city  that  evening, 

flqieciidly  as  the  ferry-boat  was  then  over  at  the  other 

tHe,  above  a  mile  distant;  they  determined  therefore, 

to  lodge  for  the  night  where  they  were.    After  tea, 

tke  tivn  friends  amused  themselves  by  walking  under 
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the  trees,  -which  plentifully  overshadowed  the  hanV.9 
of  the  river.  The  evenio^  was  cool,  and  the  breezes 
TefreshiDg,  while  the  late  heavy  rains  had  materially 
improved  the  face  of  nature,  aad  called  forth  from  the 
plants  and  flowers  their  most  grateful  odours.  The 
birds  sang  sweetly  as  they  carelessly  bopped  from 
braocb  to  branch.  "  Happy,  happy  birds,"  thought 
Strickland,  "devoid  as  ye  are  of  recollection,  hope 
or  fear.  Alas  !  bow  differently  situated  is  man,  am 
I.  Surely  nothing  more  can  be  wanted,"  said  he, 
turning  to  Mr.  Barnard,  "  to  prove  the  reality  of  an 
hereafter,  than  a  serious  consultation  with  our  own 
inward  feelings.  With  what  mighty  desires,  witli 
what  vast  capacities  for  enjoyment,  has  the  beneficeni 
Creator  endowed  us!  Can  he  have  possibly  created 
within  us  such  unlimited  desires,  and  such  a  strong, 
tenacious  love  of  life,  merely  to  tantalize  ua  ?  to  moet 
OS  with  a  few  years  of  painful  existence,  -wherein  we 
see  our  fairest  hopes  blighted,  our  friendships  betrayed, 
our  good  name  lost,  and  to  sum  up  all,  our  secraid 
selves,  either  ungrateful  and  inconstant,  or  torn  fnun 
us  by  the  iron  band  of  relentless  death  1  Oh !  Bai' 
nard,  did  even  no  such  book  as  the  Bible  exist,  man 
were  a  fool  indeed,  at  least  rejleciing  man,  to  doubt  ■ 
future  existence.  Man  '  may  read  as  he  runs,'  the 
certainty  of  an  immortality.  This  place  and  its  en- 
joyments are  too  narrow,  too  shallow  for  our  on- 
bounded  desires  :  this  can  be  but  a  state  oi  probatiot. 
We  have  had  our  share  of  this  life's  troubles,  Mr, 
Baanard.  Be  it  our  care  to  come  out  of  the  fire  of 
affliction  like  pure  silver  thrice  refined.  I  kuow  not 
what  it  is  that  has  led  me  to  these  solemn  reflections — 
perhaps  the  sight  of  the  playful  inhabitants  of  these 
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woods,  wantonly  chirruping  from  bough  to  bough — 
perhaps  from  my  visit  this  morning  to  the  church; 
for  however  I  might  have  been  impelled  to  go,  by  the 
idle  feeling  of  curiosity,  and  however  superstitious 
the  worship  and  doctrine  of  that  church,  1  could  not 
but  feel  when  there^  that  I  was  in  the  more  immediate 
presence  of  the  Deity  than  I  had  been  before  for 
some  months.  But,  perhaps.  Sir,  my  mind  is  solem- 
nized by  the  reflection  that  we  are  about  to  part.  It 
is  useless  our  remaining  longer  together,  for  though 
I  feel  (and  Heaven  is  my  witness!)  the  strongest 
desire  to  restore  to  you  your  wandering  son,  still  you 
mdst  be  aware,  Sir,  that  I  have  also  another  object  of 
pursuit.  To-morrow's  sun  will  see  us  within  the  city 
of  Montreal.  There,  if  we  fail  of  success  in  our  in- 
quiries, let  us  arrange  matters  in  such  a  way,  that  you 
may  take  one  road,  and  I  another.  It  will  be  hard 
indeed,  if  we  find  not  one  of  the  fugitives,  and  even 
should  it  not  be  my  oum,  think  not,  my  friend,  that 
sorrow  has  made  me  so  selfish  as  to  prevent  me  from 
feeling  a  real  joy  at  your  success." 

The  listener  remained  silent  and  agitated,  when, 
after  a  pause  of  a  few  moments,  Strickland  continued. 
"  Peter  perhaps  you  will  retain  in  yotir  service,  you 
are  more  accustomed  to  attendance  than  myself.  I 
will,  therefore,  with  your  permission,  turn  the  honest, 
impertinent  fellow  over  to  his  more  ancient  master  ; 
fo|^  my  own  part,  I  think  I  shall  do  without  a  servant. 
I  need  no  witness  of  my  afflictions :  let  me  when  I 
travel,  sit  down  and  enjoy  my  melancholy  musing,  on 
the  lone  brink  of  some  sadly  flowing  river,  and  in- 
eiease  its  flood  with  tears  of  retrospection.  Let  me 
Ude  from  the  noon-day  sun  (my  passive  horse  grazing 
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coKeotedJy  W)  in  the  deep  solean  Aado  of  mh| 
majestic  forest ;  or  in  the  paufkl  mnmcmto  of  despfflr 
and  aofui^,  lav  me  down,  and  ho*l  oat  mt  ^efs  to 
tbe  moon,  the  ionHutant  boob,  treacheraos  srmbol  as 
she  is,  of  cJiange  of  place  and  chwigo  of  face.     Bar- 
nard, TOD  TB^ard  me  witk  astomAmetit — 'tis  here— 
here  I  feel  it,"  placing  fais  kand  expccssiTelv  on  his 
lofty  forehead  ; — "  and  kere,"  \ajiag  it  on  his  heart, 
"  mine  ha$  been  mch  a  loss,  raioe  snch  a  bereave- 
ment, that  I  begin  to  fear  that  all  a  not  right  within— 
my  brain's  on  fire.     Bat  im,  im,  mv  friend,  let  ns  re-   i 
pair  to  rest"  "  Witii  all  mj  heart,  StricUand,"  at  the 
same  time  afiectionateW  thrusting  his  arm  Ihrongh  his,    I 
"and  may  sleep,"  added  Mr.  B.,  "*foep,  the  fiiend 
of  the  wretched,  the  consoler  of  the  afflicted,  absorb 
yoor  senses  in  sweet  forgetfiilness :  may  to-morrow's    , 
sun  restore  yon  to  that  compaiadTe  peace  of  mindyot   j 
appeared  to  enjoy  before  this  paiofal  eTenio^.   Cbw  j 
up,  my  friend,  all  may  yet  be  well :  something  whifr   1 
pers  to  me,  that  we  shall  again,  and  that  soon,  revisit    | 
the  shores  of  old  England— aye,  and  carry  with  M 
too,  the  dear  objects  of  our  affection.    Something  like 
the  plan  you  have  proposed  I  am  willing  to  adopL 
Yes,  let  na,  ere  stem  winter  binds  np  the  face  of 
nature  in  a  mask  of  ice  and  snow,  explore  this  vast 
country.    Let  us  appoint  Montreal  our  head- quarters, 
and  while  the  one  travels,  let  the  other  remain  there. 
Clark  will  have  an  eye  to  Quebec ;  with  a  spy  in  eacb 
of  these  places,  and  a  scout  about  the  country,  we  can 
hardly  fail  of  success.     As  it  respects  Peter,  whetba 
[  have  all  along  considered  him  as  my  servant  or  not, 
certainly  I  am  the  person  he  shall  look  to  for  bis  wages. 
Nay  now,  oblige  me  in  this  one  thing,  Strickland,  I'll 
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lear  no  objeetioiis.  It  it  any  thing  like  a  return  for 
he  time  yott  kindly  spent  in  my  service,  when  I  was 
rroaning  on  a  bed  of  sickness  t  Would  all  th^  wealth 
[  possess  be  an  adequate  compensation  for  your  disin- 
srested  friendship  to  my  child  ?  No.  But  see !  we 
are  at  the  inn  door.  Heaven,  in  the  midst  of  all  our 
onisfortanes  has  provided  us  a  roof  under  which  to 
dielter  our  heads,  together  with  the  blessings  of  health, 
foody  and  raiment,  and  I  may  add,  good  appetites  too, 
if  I  may  measure  yotir'«  by  mineJ' 

Several  canoes  having  returned  from  fishing  in  the 
neighbonriilg  Streams,  and  bringing  in  abundance  of 
perch,  pickeril,  pike,  barbel,  and  eels,  our  travellers 
treated  themselves  with  a  dish  of  fresh  fish,  and  then 
retired  to  rest     Strickland  exclaiming,  as  he  shut  his 
knmble    chamber-door — ^not,    "Richard    is    himself 
again/'    though   something   similar, — "That    kind- 
hearted  Barnard  has,  in  a  gpreat  measure,  restored 
Qie  to  myself.    How  passing  sweet  is  the  voice  of 
aj^pathizing  friendship  in  the  bitter  hour  of  trial ! " 
la  the  morning  the  party  was  detained  upwards  of 
half  an  hour,  through  a  warm  dispute  with  the  con^ 
dnctenr^  who  contended  that,  as  he  had  been  only 
hired  for  two  days,  he  had  a  right  to  return  with  the 
horses — that  it  was  nothing  to  him — that  the  gentle- 
men chose  to  stop  when  it  rained,  or  preferred  going 
(D  thxuch  to  travelling.    Barnard,  sufiering  his  irrita- 
bility to  overcome  his  prudence,  but  for  the  timely 
hterpositiOB  of  Strickland,  had  certainly  well  lashed 
<he  said    oonducteur  with   his   own  horse-whip. — 
This  quarrel  drew  a  mob  round  the  door,  who,  ob- 
aarviBg  Mr.  Bafourd  as  red  as  a  turkey-cock,  still 
dMuishiag  the  whip  in  high  dudgeon,  commenced 


THE    FUGITIVES; 


» 


operatioDS  by  bellowing  with  all  their  might,  "  Sacre 
bougre  les  Anglais  rouge !  "  and  ended  by  pelting  the 
two  gentlemen  with  tufts  of  grass,  &c.  Poor  Peter, 
while  ineffectually  attempting  to  harangue  the  mob 
into  peace,  (in  horrible  bad  French)  was  effectuaily 
silenced  himself  by  a  large  quantity  of  new  cow  dung, 
which  they  dexterously  contrived  to  jerk  into  his 
mouth,  (by  the  by  none  of  the  smallest.)  The  party 
soon  fsund  it  advisable  to  make  good  their  retreat 
from  the  infuriated  and  mischief-loving  villagers,  nor 
did  Peter  forget  to  bolt  the  inn  door.  The  land- 
lord here  offering  to  furnish  a  horse  and  calash,  and  as 
before,  a  nag  for  master  Peter,  was  commissioned  by 
the  travellers  to  remove  the  luggage,  dismiss  their 
former  conducteur,  and  disperse  the  mob. 

This  business  being  at  length  settled,  the  partji 
proceeded  on  foot  to  the  ferry-boat,  amidst  the  lottd 
barking  of  all  the  village  curs,  which  the  late  afin; 
had  drawn  out,  "Curse  these  yelping  brutes,"  ex- 
claimed Barnard,  laying  about  him  lustily  with  bis 
stick,  "  I  detest  walking  through  a  country  village  on 
this  very  account;  one  is  sure  to  have  all  the  dull- 
plodding,  dolt-looking,  goggle-eyed  boors  staring  at 
ye,  with  their  unmeaning  eyes,  while  their  halA, 
starved  whelps  follow,  barking,  close  at  your  heels; 
and  here  comes  a  tlock  of  geese,  hissing  and  poking 
out  their  necks,  with  a  stately  old  gander  at  their 
head ;  damn  the  whole  crew,"  exclaimed  he,  following 
the  horses  and  carriage  into  the  boat,  "  1  heartily  wish 
they  were  all  plump  at  the  devil ;"  to  which  pious  wish 
P.  P.,  or  Peter  Pbilpot,  ejaculated  a  devout  "  Amen," 

This  unpleasant  affair  completely  unsettled  the 
nerves  of  our  aristocratic  East  Indian,  nor  did  he 
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once  open  his  mouth  until  they  were  safely  landed  and 
mounted  on  the  other  side.  Then,  turning  to  Strick- 
land, (who  only  smiled,)  be  observed,  "  Heaven  send 
that  we  may  find  the  animals  of  all  species  more  ci- 
vilized on  this  aide  the  water."  Peter,  (like  our  hero,) 
seemed  not  at  all  inclined  to  be  loquacious,  the  only  ^ 
remarks  he  was  known  to  utter  from  Bout  de  I'lsle  to 
Point  aux  Trembles,  (three  leagues  below  Montreal,) 
were,  "Confound  these  fellows,  their  ignorance  pre- 
vents them  from  knowing  the  value  of  cow-dung  iu 
making  of  parget ;  but  I  see  we  are  going  to  halt  here  ti 
hit,  must  ask  master  to  give  me  a  drop  of '  0  be  joyful,' 
lo  put  the  taste  out  of  my  mouth.  I  have,  however, 
made  a  change  for  the  better ;  this  is  something  like 
a  nag,  'tis  as  comfortable  as  riding  upon  our  parson's 
red  pulpit  cushion  ;  tliis  beast  is  plump,  round,  and 
jolly;  the  other,  as  thifl  as  a  rod."  After  travel- 
ling one  and  a  half  leagues  further,  the  party  halted 
to  breakfast,  at  Long  Point ;  the  country  appearing 
more  thickly  inhabited  the  nearer  they  approached 
the  city.  On  the  opposite  side  of  the  river  was  seen 
(he  church  of  Varennes,  reputed  to  have  the  most 
bandsome  interior  of  any  in  Canada,  and  on  a  delight- 
ful island  the  church  of  Belleisle. 

On  quitting  the  inn,  Barnard  having  scarcely  yet 
recovered  his  temper,  observed,  "  They  have  not  for- 
gotten, I  think,  to  charge  for  breakfast."^"  Aye, 
Lord  bless  your  Honour,"  interrupted  Peter,  grin- 
ning, "  they  have  only  exercised  the  Christian  duty 
of  hospitality  towards  you,  '  ye  were  strangers,  and 
they  took  ye  in ;  our  parson  used  to  hold  forth  very 
much  about"— "  Silence,  sirrah!"  peremptorily  ex- 
claimed Mr.  Barnard,  "  unless  you  wish  me  to  hold  forth 
L  3 
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the  whip.  Confonnd  the  fellow,"  muttered  he,  "  one 
would  have  thought  his  mouth  had  been  pretty  well 
stopped  this  morniog." 

Early  'm  the  forenoon  they  entered  the  city,  and 
repaired  to  a  lodging-house  pointed  out  by  Mr.  Clark, 
where  they  had  the  mortificatioo  to  discover,  that  all 
the  accommodations  were  bespoke,  and  therefore  took 
apartments  at  an  inn.  After  which,  Peter  was  called 
in,  and  given  to  understand  that  he  must,  for  the 
future,  consider  Mr.  Barnard  as  bis  master ;  a  conti- 
deration  which  was  far  from  giving  him  satisfaction. 
The  truth  is,  that  Peter's  heart  was  just  one  hundred 
and  fifty  miles  from  his  other  component  parts;  for  to 
bis  shame  be  it  spoken,  notwithstanding  his  having, 
or  professing  to  have,  a  sweetheart  in  England,  he  felt 
a  hankering  after  the  widow  at  Quebec, — perhapi 
after  her  well-stocked  bar  and  larder ;  but  this  is  i 
mystery  I  have  in  vain  endeavoured  to  develope,  see- 
ing that  he  was  never  known  to  express  bis  precise 
views  on  this  subject.  The  gentlemen  being  both 
gone  out  for  a  walk,  he  determined  to  write  to  tie 
lady  in  question  a  most  melting  tetter;  but  toAo  Ut 
get  to  direct  it  was  the  difficulty;  for  though  tke 
lover  fancied  himself  scholar  enough  to  fill  up  the  in- 
terior to  his  own  and  bis  charmer's  satisfaction,  be 
still  wished  to  see  the  e.^terior  embellished  by  a  finer 
hand  than  his  own.  "  Let's  write  the  letter  first," 
said  he  to  himself,  "  and  let  me  alone  for  getting 
somebody  to  direct  it.  But  I  promised  also  to  write 
to  blaokee ;  I'll  do  so,  if  only  by  way  of  getting  my 
hand  in,  for  I  have  not  written  a  letter  this  many  s 
day ;  but,  now  I  think  on't,  the  fellow  doesn't  know 
an  A  from  a  hogstye,  I'll  write  to  bis  wife.     Lucky 
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ikooght !  What  shall  I  call  her,  dear  Mary,  or  Mrs. 
Smith  ?  it  shall  be  Mary ;  sweet  name ! — same  name 
u  my  phimp  widow ; — lucky  dog ! — best  pen  I  ever 
bried  in  my  life. 

'*  Dear  Mary, 

**  This  comes  hopeing  that  you  and  your  husband 
ire  both  well,  as  it  leaves  me  at  pressent,  thank  God 
for  it;  we  are  just  got  here — hope  bisness  goes  on 
well — should  have  written  to  your  husband,  but  he 
can't  read,  mind  ye  ignurance  is  a  sin,  he  should  try 
to  learn.  Tell  him  I  say  you  are  a  fool,  that  if  you 
stopt  long  enough  you  might  have  had  me,  a  good 
looking  white  lad ;  yet  wish  you  joy,  a  hhick  man  is 
better,  you  know,  than  no  man.  Don't  think  I  shall 
stop  long  here,  I  shall  praps  come  down  and  pig  in 
with  you ;  hope  by  that  time  a  young  mulatho  will  be 
hatched, — shall  stand  godfather  according  to  promise, 
— got  another  letter  to  write,  so  can't  say  more ;  froiti 
your  loving  friend 

"  Till  death, 

Peter  Philpot. 

«  Muntry  Hall,  July—,  1813." 

**  Capital!  bravo,  Philpot!  I  have  looked  over  the 
whole  lettttT,  and  don't  think  there's  a  word  spelt 
wrong ;  what  a  thing  it  is  to  be  bom  a  genius.  Now 
f(Mr-  something  sublime  and  elewated !  Shall  it  be  dear 
Ibury  again,  or  charming  widder?  I'll  put  in  both, 
the  women  love  it  dearly. 

DHor  Mary, 

Mm!  charming  and  moat  beautiful  widder,  this 
«nm  witli  my  best  love,  hope  with  all  ray  heart  and 
•eul  that  yotir  well,  as  this  leaves  me  at  prasent ; 
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have  made  up  my  mind  upon  the  matter,  we  talked 
about  when  I  was  with  you;  havn't  had,  upon  my 
soul  its  true,  a  minutes  happiness  since  I  left  you; 
shall  come  down  soon,  get  the  bed  and  every  thing 
reddy,  the  parson  shall  splice  us,  as  saillors  say;  then 
let  me  alone  for  attendin  propperly  to  all  the  bisness. 
Hope  you  don't  allow  that  black  ill-looking  feller  to 
come  pokin  about  the  place  when  I'm  away ;  pen  gets 
bad,  no  more  at  present  from  him  which  will  soon  be 
your  loving  husband  till  death, 

"  Peter  Philpot. 

«  Muntry  HaU,  July,  1813." 

"  Capital,  she  cannot  resist  this ;  besides,  matters 
were  almost  made  up  before  I  left  Quebec.  Now  to 
beg  some  wafers." 

While  simple  Peter  was  gone  below  for  that  pur- 
pose, the  sly  and  inquisitive  landlady,  on  her  way 
down  stairs  from  bed-making,  must  needs  hastily  pry 
into  the  contents  of  Ins  friendly  and  amorous  epistles. 
She  had  scarcely  arrived  at  the  second  Peter  Philpot, 
ere  she  heard  the  tread  of  P.  P.'s  foot  on  the  stairs ; 
and  having  just  time  to  make  good  her  retreat,  she 
met  him  full  butt  on  the  landing.  Peter  instantly 
accosted  her  with,  "  A  lucky  meeting.  Ma'am ;  just 
be  so  kind  as  to  do  a  small  job  for  me.  I  want  ye  to 
direct  these  two  letters." — "  Most  willingly.  Sir,"  re- 
plied she,  with  an  arch  smile.  Poor  Peter  having 
written  the  two  directions  on  a  bit  of  paper,  his  hostess 
sat  down  to  copy  them ;  when  some  mischief-making 
imp  prompted  her  to  direct  the  widow's  letter  to  the 
wife,  and  vice  versa ;  the  self-complacent  g^U  giving 
her  ample  opportunity  to  do  so,  by  removing  to  the 
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glass  in  the  interim,  adjusting  his  cravat,  and  chuck- 
ling to  himself,  "  This  must  do;  if  I  had  not  already 
won  her  tender  heart,  this  letter  itself  would  melt  it. 
—Ah!  what  done?  Thank'e,  Ma'am."— " You  are 
welcome.  Sir ;  any  time  that  you  may  have  such  let- 
ters to  direct,  apply  to  me,  and  they  shall  be  done  as 
well  as  these.*^ 

In  the  evening,  Strickland  entered  into  conversa- 
tion with  the  landlord,  who  proved  to  be  a  settler 
from  Britain ;  one  who  had  resided  nineteen  years  in 
Canada ;  and  during  the  last  twelve  of  which  he  con- 
tinued a  steady  convert  to  the  Romish  faith.  As  is 
usual  with  such  precious  proselytes,  he  inveighed  ve- 
kemendy  against  Protestantism ;  raked  up  the  ashes 
of  Luther,  Calvin,  Henry  the  Eighth,  and  Heaven 
knows  who,  in  his  earnest  zeal  to  support  the  doc- 
trines of  what  he  was  modestly  pleased  to  style  "  the 
only  true  church."  Childless  himself, — he  was  rearing 
up  a  nephew  (a  youth  of  eleven)  in  the  same  only 
trae  religion ;  the  boy  receiving  instructions  at  the 
Catholic  College,  and  at  the  expense  of  one  of  the 
INTiests.  Upon  our  hero's  eulogizing  the  priest  for  his 
kindness,  his  host  informed  him,  that  most  of  the 
Romish  clergy  educated,  or  paid  for  the  education,  of 
one,  two,  or  more  boys,  of  the  poorer  classes ;  gene- 
rally choosing  the  children  of  parents  not  both  catho- 
lics themselves,  considering  that  without  (heir  assist- 
ance such  youth  would  probably  not  adhere  to  the 
true  faith.  '  Woe  unto  you,  hypocrites,  ye  compass 
sea  and  land  to  make  one  proselyte,'  &c.  "  Would 
it  not  be  ire/?,"  said  an  old  cynic  in  their  company, 
''  if  in  this  strong  hold  of  Catholicism,  our  Protestant 
clergy  of  every  denomination  followed  this  example, 
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and  caused  to  be  instrncted,  at  least  those  who  aie 
moat  likely  to  wander  into  error.  Some,  I  am  told,  do  ; 
but  many  of  them,  good  meo,  are  convinced  that  trnth 
is  truth,  and  that  trnth  must  finally  prevail;  conscious 
aa  they  are  of  the  justness  of  their  cause,  and  that '  the 
Lord  knoweth  who  are  his,'  rather  thau  arrogate  to 
themselves  any  undue  share  of  merit  for  their  exer- 
tions to  promote  the  interests  of  vital  religion ;  leave 
all  the  work  for  their  Lord  to  do,  while  in  self  morti- 
fication, Christian  patience,  and  unobtruding  humility, 
they  sit  quietly  down  and  enjoy  the  loaves  and  fishes. 
When  we  see  so  much  exertion  among  the  different 
sects  of  Protestants  in  England,  to  increase  the  num- 
ber of  their  own  particular  adherents,  it  is  really 
astonishing  to  observe  with  what  apathy  the  Pro- 
testants of  Canada  regard  the  unremitting  exertions, 
and  the  general  success  of  the  Romish  clergy,  in  thailf 
attempts  to  draw  over  our  youth  especially,  to  tfaeti 
own  superstitious  church." 

From  his  landlord,  Strickland  learned  that  the  head 
quarters  of  General  Sir  George  Prevost  were  at  King- 
ston ;  and  that,  notwithstanding  the  general  depres- 
sion of  spirits  occasioned  by  the  abandonment  of 
York  by  the  united  British  and  Canadian  armies,  on 
April  27th, — all  ranks  of  persons  in  the  city,  and  in- 
deed the  provinces  in  general,  vied  with  each  other  in 
the  alacrity  with  which  they  came  forward  to  repel 
the  incursions  of  the  Ajnerican  invaders.  "  Ah! 
Sir,"  said  he,  "  it  would  have  done  yon  good  to  h«ve 
witnessed  the  exultation  felt  here,  (though  the  action 
did  not  take  place  in  our  neighbourhood,)  when  we 
heard  of  the  capture  of  the  United  States'  frigate  the 
Chesapeake,  by  the  gallant  commander  and  crew  of 
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His  Mqesty's  frigate  the  Shannon.    Give  us  bat  time 
to  organize  and  cono«itrate  onr  physical  force,  and  I 

lay  my  Ufe,  Sir,  we  shall  yet  make  the  d d  yankees 

sap  sorrow  by  spoonfuls,  and  send  them  back  yankee- 
doodling  to  Boston,  with  a  flea  in  their  ear." 

On  the  following  day  our  hero  had  the  satisfaction 
to  hear  from  his  acquaintance  in  England — I  might 
have  said  his  friend.  Judge,  reader,  which  is  the 
most  appropriate  term,  when  I  inform  yon,  that  Mr. 
Noble  remitted  to  him  a  draught  for  fifty  pounds, 
from  a  supposition  that  his  finances  were  by  this  time 
at  a  low  ebb.  From  him  also  he  learned  the  pleasing 
intelligence,  that  his  house  and  goods,  so  far  from 
having  been  sold,  were  placed  by  his  wife  in  the 
hands  of  a  trustee,  until  the  return  of  himself  or  his 
loat  child.  While  our  hero  was  enjoying  with  delight 
this  proof  of  his  wife's  regard  and  conrideration  for 
him,  out  of  a  newspaper  inclosed  in  the  packet — fell  a 
letter  at  his  feet:  he  at  once  recognised  the  well 
known  hand.  Astonishment,  joy,  and  dread,  alter- 
nately gained  the  predominance  in  his  troubled  soul. 
With  a  trembling  hand  he  raised  the  paper,  hastily 
broke  the  seal,  and  after  many  interruptions  to  exe- 
crate his  villanous  rival,  he  succeeded  in  reading 
through  the  following  letter. 

**  Strickland, 
**  My  once  dear  Strickland,  I  am  lost  to  you,  and 
yotf  to  me,  for  ever.  Why  do  I  feel  this  regret,  this 
foolish  sorrow,  on  quitting  a  home  and  a  husband  no 
Umger  dear  to  me  ?  Foi^t  a  wife  who  once  loved 
yo«.  Faiihless  yourself,  can  you  any  longer  expect 
Me  to  be  faithful  ?    I  must  forgive  you :— our  incHna- 
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tiona,  I  am  coaviaced,  are  not  in  oar  own  power,  or 
why  shonid  I  continue  to  esteem  you,  assured  as  I 
am  that  you  are  unworthy  I  You  will  doubtless  now 
pursue  yotir  voyage  to  the  Mediterranean,  withont 
dread  of  discovery,  and  will  perhaps  bring  over  from 
Malta  to  England  your  other  wife.  Oh,  Strickland, 
all  this,  this  and  much  more  I  could  have  forgiven, 
and  still  have  remained  a  virtuous  wife ;  but  after 
rinding  my  long  lost,  only  child— your  intrustiag  him 
to  the  care  of  one  who  is  to  me  a  stranger — your  se- 
cluding him  from  my  longing  eyes,  from  a  mother's 
fond  embrace,  and  sending  him  abroad  to  my  rival, 
is  an  injury  that  even  I  (forgiving  and  confiding  fool 
as  I  am)  cannot  submit  to.  I  fly  far  from  this  mm 
hated  country.  Should  vou— but,  fool  that  I  am  to 
imagine  it — that  which  was  undervalued,  was  despistd 
when  you  had  it,  how  can  1  suppose  yOu  will  ever 
again  seek  to  possess?  But  I  shall  be  far  beyond  your 
reach.  Adieu !  may — Oh,  may  you  find  that  consn 
lation  in  the  arms  of  my  rival  which  is  ever  df 
nied  to.         Your  once  faithful. 

But  now  erring  and  miserable  wife, 
Marv  Sthicrland. 
■'  London, 1813. 

"  P.  S.  As  a  last  request,  I  solemnly  exhort  you 
to  be  kind  to  my  boy;  snatch  him  from  that — but  I 
have  done.  Do  that  justice  lo  the  son  you  have 
denied  to  the  mother.  I  would  not — no,  Strickland, 
I  could  not  rob  you ;  your  property  is  safe  in  the 
bands  of  Mr.  Cole.  Do  not,  Ob,  for  mercy's  sake, 
do  not  think,  bad  as  1  am,  that  I  am  also  a  robber. 
Adieu — why  do  I  linger?  Oh,  Heaven!  at  one 
adieu,  Strickland — Strickland,  adieu  for  ei-er  !" 
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How  shall  I  define  the  feelings  of  Strickland  on 
the  perusal  of  this  letter  ?     Many  may  think  that  I 
am  an  erroneous  delineator  of  the  human  character, 
when  I  state,  that  he  pressed  it  with  eagerness  to  his 
lips — that  he  hugged  it  with  impassioned  fervour. 
•'  Joy !  joy!"  exclaimed  he.   "  She  is  faultless.   Had 
I  been  really  the  guilty  being  she  is  taught  to  believe 
me,  would  she  not  have  been  almost  justifiable  in  the 
steps  she  has  taken  ?     Oh,  what  hellish  arts  must  the 
villain  have  had  recourse  to,  ere  he  could  persuade 
her  that  I  am  the  wretch  she  supposes  me.   She  loves 
me  still — I  am  convinced  she  loves  me.     Curses  on 
the  artful  serpent  who  beguiled  her.     Little  did  I 
think  I  was  nurturing  in  my  bosom  a  viper — an  in- 
grate — who  has  robbed  his  benefactor  of  his  choicest, 
dearest  treasure.     He  has  gprossly  belied  me  to  the 
best  of  wives,  and  torn  her  for  .ever  from  me.     Hea- 
▼en  grant  I  may  not  ever  meet  him;  let  me  find  her, 
poor,  deceived,  and  erring  mortal ;  for  if  it  ever  is 
my  chance  to  encounter  Am,  who  can  say  that  mur- 
der will  not  prove  the  awful  consequence?     Yie*," 
continued   he,   pacing  his  apartment,   ''  long  as  1 
breathe,  will  I  pursue  her ;  let  me  but  convince  her 
that  I  am  faithful  and  forgiving ; — that  heart  which 
is  bat  half  my  rival's,  will  again  become  wholly  mine. 
What  care  I  for  the  world?  let  it  sneer  on:  once 
more  united,  we'll  try  to  forget  the  past.     Retired 
into  some  snug  corner,  unknowing  and  unknown,  in 
peace  we'll  spend  our  latter  days ;  when  our  enjoy- 
ments, I  trust,  will  receive  a  double  relish  from  the 
transient  remembrance  of  this  painful  separation."  , 

On  rising  in  the  morning,  Mr.  Barnard  expected 
that  our  hero,  according  to  promise,  would  be  ready 
Co  accompany  him  on  a  trip  to  Laprarie ;  but  StxvdL- 
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assiduous." — "  Let  me  alone  for  that,  your  Honour- 
though  as  one  parson  Shakespeare  says, 

'  Sileuce  is  only  commendable 
In  a  neat's  tongue  dried,  and  a  maid  not  vendstble.' 

"  Twas  not  the  parson  of  our  village,  your  Honour,  for 
he  knew  better  than  to  talk  about  neats'  tongues  in 
the  pulpit.     But  I*m  sorry.  Sir,  Capt.  Strickland's  t 
ill,"— '*  Sorry,   Sir!'*   said    Barnard,    ''Pray  wlio  h 
would  not  be  sorry  ?  "     "  I  mean.  Sir,  I  just  wanted   ^ 
to  ask  for  a  bit  of  leave,  or  so,  just  to  go  settle  i(^ 
some  bisness  at  Quebec,  that's  all,  your  Honour:  but 
dang  it,  I  won't  ask  to  go  while  the  Captain's  ill 
either:   that  shan't  be  said  about  me,  that  I  went  ], 
about  my  own  bisness  when  I  was  most  wanted  by  m]f 
master.    But  suppose  his  Honour  gets  better,  perhapi  5^ 
I  may  then  go  for  a  few  days  or  so  like ?  "     "I  have,  i 
no  doubt,  Peter,"  replied  Mr.  B.,   "  but  that  yooWi 
master   will  grant  you  any  reasonable  liberty  joilIi 
require.     But  I   am  in  haste,   good  bye ! "     TJMJc 
horse  at  the  same  time  starting  off  at  a  full  trot. 
"  Ah !  there  he  goes,"  exclaimed  Peter,  **  he  i 
the  worst  of  all  possible  masters,  at  any  rate  he  is'i 
in  his  tantrums  just  now,  he  let's  a  body  have  his  Mf 
out.     I  hate  to  be  snapt  up,  that  I  do.     But  now^ 
my  other  master :  I  can  have  my  bellyful!  of  talk  i^ft  f. 
him.    There !   there !    *  he  driveth  like  Jehu,  the  soa 
of  Nimshi,'  his   Honour's  just  turned  the  corner. 
Can't  see  round  comers,  shall  therefore  trudge  home.* 
"  Confound  these  Montreal  girls,"  said  Peter,  as  bfrj^ 
posted  through  the  market  place,  **  they  cannot  contait 
themselves  with  taking  a  sly  peep  at  the  countenanoi, 
of  a  smart  young  fellow  ;  but  must  needs  be  howda* 
cious  enough  to  stare  him  out  of  countenance.  Iguesi,  \ 
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the  widder  will  find  me  improved :  the  jflass  says,  I 
look  fresher,  and  my  waistcoat  that  I  grow  fatter." 

During  Strickland's  illness,  he  was  attended  by  a 
rery  friendly  and  intelligent  man,  one  who,  when  not 
occnpied  by  the  duties  of  his  profession,  was  willing 
to  sit  and  converse  with  his  patient.  In  short,  the 
doctor's  kindness  tended  materially  towards  lessening 
the  eunui  attendant  on  pain  and  inactivity.  A  few 
days  after  Mr.  Barnard's  departure,  he  was  gratified 
by  receiving  a  note  from  Capt.  Graham. 

"  Dear  Messmate, 
"  This  day  we  shall  get  under  weigh  for  bonny  Eng- 
land. Mj  partner  writes  me  word  (for  I  am  sorry  to 
say,  that  half  only  of  the  Venus  belongs  to  me)  that  1 
must  make  another  trip  in  the  fall,  which,  if  I  am 
verj  lucky  and  expeditious,  and  do  not  wait  for  con- 
?oy,  I  may  be  enabled  to  accomplish.  Now,  harkee ! 
my  boy,  if  you  are  ready  to  sail  before  I  come, 
GeordieGraham,your  old  messmate,  shipmate,  aud  all 
that,  expects  ye  to  heave-to  a  bit,  and  wait  till  he 
overhauls  ye.  D — n  me  if  1  don't  give  ye  a  free 
passage  rather  than  know  ye  to  go  home  in  another 
ship.  I  have  just  received  on  board  an  unexpected 
supply,  ordered  by  Mr.  Barnard.  Thank  him  for  me, 
a  sailor  doesn't  say  much,  no  palaver,  but  shiver  my 
topsails,  if  ever  I  see  him  among  the  breakers,  without 
lending  him  a  helping  hand.  But  yoa  understand 
me,  old  shipmate  \  With  what  the  nabob  has  sent 
aboard,  and  what  we  shipped  before,  by  G —  we  shall 
swim  to  England  in  grog.  This  rum  mixes  well. 
Here  is  your  health,  my  hoy,  and  may  ye  never  want 
»  shiner  in  your  pocket,  nor  a  clean  shirt  in  your 
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locker,  is  the  sincere  wish  of—.  Avast  there,  Geordie. 
I  was  just  going  to  wind  up  my  yarn  without  putting 
in  the  very  points  I  intended.  Weil  then,  I  have 
just  learned  from  a  homeward-bound  passenger  in  the 
next  ship,  that  about  two  miles  on  the  high  road 
(mind  that)  above  Kingston,  some  of  our  old  passen- 
gers are  settled,  and  that  some  others  have  crossed 
the  St.  Lawrence,  and  steered  towards  the  Yankees,  f 
I  thought  that  you  and  3amard  would  like  to  knoir 
this.  Though  I  did  not  promise  much,  you  see  I 
have  been  trying  to  do  something  for  ye.  Now  good 
bye,  my  fine  fellow,  spanking  luck  attend  ye.  I  need 
not  advise  ye  to  steer  clear  of  fire-ships,  knowing  that  fiE 
your  vessel  pursues  a  more  steady  course  than  that 
of  your  brother  sailor  and  sincere  friend, 

''George  Graham.    K 

"Quebec,  July —,  1813.'' 

**  Well  done,  my  open-hearted  old  tar,"  said  our 
hero.  '*  Independent  of  the  valuable  information  hit 
letter  contains,  it  gladdens  my  heart  to  hear  from  bum 
I  shall  be  likely,  I  find,  to  see  his  friendly  old  face 
again ;  I  will  not  let  slip  a  moment  in  conveying  tUi 
intelligence  to  Mr.  Barnard.  Here!  Peter,  briag 
me  the  pen  and  ink."  "Aye,  aye.  Sir.  It  dpei 
my  heart  good,  your  Honour,  to  see.  you  looking  tf 
much  like  yourself  again ;  why,  ypu  haven't  looked  nC 
cheerful  this  many  a  day.  Belike  your  Honour  W 
had  good  news  in  that  letter^  I  saw  your  HoikmkL 
was  growing  low-spirited.  '  Hope  deierred,*  as  sit  L 
Parson  used  to  say,  *  maketh  the  heart  sick.'  I  e^ 
pect  news  from  Quebec  myself;  ^nd  if  I  don't  aofl 
have  it,  shall  be  obliged  to  beg  a  week's  absenoeof 
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SD,  but  not  till  your  Honour's  quite  well,  and  can  do 
without  me.''  "We'll  consider  about  that  bye  and 
bye,  Peter.  Now  leave  the  room,  and  keep  in  the 
way  to  run  to  the  post-office."  "  Let  me  alone  for 
that,  your  Honour,"  said  Peter,  who  on  his  way  down 
stairs  observed  to  himself,  "  Bless  his  heart !  it  does 
H  body  good  to  see  him  so  cheerful ;  and  then,  be 
speaks  to  servants  as  thof  they  were  of  the  same  flesh 
and  blood  as  himself,  and  not  as  thof  they  were  brutes 
or  neegers.  I'd  rather  serve  him  for  no  wages  at  all, 
ihau  some  of  your  surly  curmudgeons  for  forty  golden 
^ineas  a  year ;  aye,  and  a  new  livery  to  boot." 

The  letter  despatched,  and  directed  to  A.  Barnard, 
Esq.,  post  office,  Kingston,  or  elsewhere,  Strickland 
sooD  relapsed  into  despondency,  and  his  disorder  (a 
nervous  fever)  confined  him  for  some  weeks  to  his 
chamber,  duriog  which  time  he  answered  Mr.  Noble's 
friendly  letter. 


CHAPTER  XVI. 


I  liate  [he  sileoce-ghunning,  cackling  crowd, 
Who,  fool-like,  vent  tlieir  silly  thougUta  aloud. 
The  month  of  August  had  nearly  expired  ere  the 
Captain  ventured  to  leave  his  chamber,  and  take  little 
■trolls  round  the  city  and  its  environs.  He  began  to 
count  the  tardy  moments  in  which  he  heard  no  tidings 
from  Mr.  Barnard,  as  well  as  to  long  ardently  for  a 
perfect  restoration  to  health,  to  enable  him  to  travel 
himself.  "  I  will,"  said  he,  "  pass  a  few  tedious 
Bates  in  writing  again  to  Noble : — 


J 
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"  Dear  Frank, 

"  I  am  but  just  recovering  frota  my  fit  of  illoess. 
Alas !  I  have  not  yet  found  any  clue  to  the  retreat  of 
my  deceived  Mary,  nor  am  I  sure  that  she  is  in  this 
country  at  all.  The  gentleman  travelling  with  me 
has,  I  trust,  by  this  time,  found  his  son,  and  perhaps 
may  be  able,  on  his  return  from  Upper  Canada,  Ic 
give  me  some  useful  information.  This  is,  at  presenl, 
my  only  hope.  Depend  upon  it  she  is  not  so  much  to 
blame.  That  villain!  my  blood  boils  at  the  bare  men- 
tion of  his  name,  has  imposed  upon  her, — persuaded 
her  that  I  am  married  to  another  woman,  have  fonnd 
my  lost  child,  and  confided  him  to  the  care  of  bet 
rival.  Would  to  Heaven  I  could  now  find  either  of 
them,  or  both!"  [Strickland  in  continuatioo.]  "  Ym 
must  excuse  me  for  writing  this  at  intervals.  I  ant 
still  weak.  My  doctor  is  the  only  person  here  wbo 
visits  and  amuses  me,  and  from  whom  I  have  received 
any  information  respecting  this  city  and  its  eDviroBS- 
I  am  but  ill  qualified  for  writing,  but  shall,  however, 
endeavour  to  afford  you  some  amusement. 

"  The  place  on  which  now  stands  Montreal,  wi* 
once  an  Indian  village,  containing  about  fifty  bonses, 
or  wigwams,  and  called  by  the  natives,  Horehel^. 
It  was  surrounded  by  three  rows  of  pallisadoes,  aud 
from  their  then  ignorance  of  the  use  of  fire  arms,  the 
Indians  bad  piled  up  abundance  of  pebbles  in  the 
centre,  as  weapons  of  defence  against  the  aggresaon 
of  any  other  hostile  tribe.  It  was  in  the  year  1^ 
that  Jacques  Cartier  arrived  at  Horehelega,  with 
some  of  his  companions.  The  Indians  expressed  the 
greatest  astonishment  at  the  appearance  of  the  French, 
particularly  admiring  their  long  beards,  (then  gene- 
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rally  worn.)  They  regaled  Cartier  in  their  rough, 
homely  way,  and  afterwards  conducted  him  to  the  top 
of  the  mountain.  Here  he  was  transported  with  de- 
Hght  and  admiration,  by  the  beautiful  and  extensive 
prospect  which  gladdened  his  eyes,  bounded  as  it  was 
in  the  distance,  by  the  towering  mountain  of  Chamble. 
In  honour  of  the  king,  his  master,  he  named  the 
mountain  on  which  he  stood,  Monte  Royale,  since 
which  time  the  whole  island,  as  well  as  the  city  since 
built,  has  been  known  by  nearly  the  same  name, 
(Montreal.)  In  1610,  Champlain,  a  French  officer, 
after  some  severe  fighting  with  the  Indians,  was  pre- 
paring to  form  an  establishment  here ;  but  on  hearing 
of  the  assassination  of  his  master,  Henry  IV.,  he  re- 
linquished his  attempt.  In  1614,  four  Recoliet  Priests 
were  sent  out  to  convert  the  Indians ;  but  it  appears 
that  their  mission  was  unsuccessful,  the  natives  breath- 
im  a  war  of  extermination.  In  1625,  Nicholas  Viel, 
a  Recoliet  Priest,  and  a  young  Indian  proselyte,  re- 
turning from  Lake  Huron  to  Quebec,  were  drowned 
Vy  the  oversetting  of  their  canoe,  in  a  rapid  of  the 
ihannel  which  divides  the  island  of  Montreal  from  the 
»  lie  Jesus ;  the  fatal  place  is  still  known  by  the  name 
I  tf  the  Sault  de  Recoliet.  It  was  not  till  1640,  and 
ifter  Canada  had  changed  masters  twice,  (it  having 
•iee  in  the  interim  been  in  the  hands  of  the  English,) 
diat  a  few  huts  were  thrown  up  at  Montreal,  which 
fare  afterwards  improved  into  a  regularly-built  town. 
h  1642,  a  chapel  was  built,  and  dedicated  to  the 
Mother  of  God,  and  her  assumption  was  solemnized 
with  great  pomp  by  a  numerous  crowd  of  Indians  and 
[  French.  The  settlement,  however,  still  remained  ex- 
posed to  the  attacks  of  the  crafty  and  revengeful 
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Iroquois.    To  defend  themselves,  the   settlers  fitst 
surrounded  the  place  with  pallisades,  and  about  forty 
years  afterwards,  with   a  wall   of  slight  nsiaterials, 
strengthened  with  small  bastions,  and  by  building  also 
a  small  redoubt  in  the  centre  of  the  town.    The  place 
daily  increasing  in  strength  and  importance,  in  pro- 
cess of  time  became  the  centre  of  the  fur  trade,  which 
before  had  chiefly  been  carried  on  at  Toudasac,  a 
port  situated  thirty  leagues  below  Quebec.     It  would 
be  an  endless  task  to  notice  the  wars  between  tbe 
French  and  the  Indians,  the  former — and  the  English, 
and   since  the  conquest,  between  the  English  and 
Americans,  or  to  advert  to  the    present    doubtfiil 
struggle.     Suffice  it  to  say,  that  Montreal,  as  it  now 
is,  is  situated  on  the  south  side  of  an  island  of  the 
same  name,  in  length  about  thirty  miles,  and  its  mesa 
breadth  seven;  it  is  131  miles  from  Ogdensburgh, 
and  nearly  180  from  Quebec.     The  city  extends  alonf^ 
the  St.  Lawrence  a  mile  and  three  quarters  in  length, 
and  is  nearly  half  a  mile  in  width ;  the  streets  am 
narrow,  but  the  buildings  are  of  stone,  and  regularly 
disposed.     In  addition  to  its  handsome  churches,  it 
contains  an  hospital,  several  convents,  &c. ;  its  inha- 
bitants are  about  20,000.     When  I  reflect  that  lesi 
than  two  centuries  ago,  this  place  was  the  abode  of  a 
few  uncultivated  Indians,  I  cannot  but  4say,  What  da 
we  not  owe  to  thee,  father  Time  ?    Thou  destroys 
and  planter  of  nations !  who  can  say  that  in  less  thaa  | 
th^  same  space  of  time,  thy  proud  buildings  may  BOt  ] 
be  ^gain. crumbled  into  th^  native  dust, — ^leave  ncit  { 
a,  vestige  to  enable  tbe  curioua  traveller  to  say,  'I^!  ; 
thU  was  once  Montreal.' 

^*  The  majority  of  the  inhabitants  here,  as  well  as 
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as  iu  most  parts  of  Lower  Canada,  are  Roman  Ca- 
tholics. The  mountain,  which  is  elevated  nearly  700 
feet  above  the  level  of  the  river,  is  situated  two  miles 
aud  a  quarter  distant  from  the  city,  and  extends,  from 
north  to  south,  two  miles :  the  elegant  white  cottages 
and  mansions  of  the  citizens,  on  its  brow  and  summit, 
form  a  heautifui  contrast  with  the  surrounding  foliage. 
From  its  top  may  be  had  a.  beautiful  view  of  the  city, 
and  also  from  the  island  of  St.  Helena,  opposite. 
Thence,  I  am  tald,  it  shows  to  great  advantage ;  ite 
lofty  mountain  fofming  a  line  back  ground,  from 
whence  may  be  also  seen  the  eastern  side  of  the  river 
the  flourishing  settlements  of  Longueil,  St.  Lambert, 
and  La  Prarie  de  la  Madalene,  together  with  the 
mighty  waters  of  the  St.  Lawrence,  dashing  impetu- 
ously over  the  rocks  of  La  Chene,  and  sweeping  their 
taptd  course  round  a  variety  of  beautiful  islands. 
Moreover — but  my  doctor  is  at  the  door.  You  will 
smile,  Frank,  to  hear  that  I  have  promised  to  go  with 
bim  to  witness  the  performance  of  a  solemn  mass  for 
the  dead.  He  is  a  rigid  Roman  Catholic,  and  has 
put  himself  to  considerable  expense  to  have  this  mass 
said  for  the  repose  of  his  deceased  uncle,  or  rather,  to 
Ijrooare  his  liberation  from  purgatory ;  but  I  scarcely 
know  which,  neither  do  I  care,  believing  as  I  do,  that 
the  ceremony  is  equally  efficacions  for  every  purpose. 
Twould  be  in  vain  to  try  to  convince  him  that  he  is 
wrong,  and  had  better  preserve  the  money  for  the 
beneAt  of  his  own  body,  and  leave  his  uncle's  poor 
lou^  to  shift  for  itself.  I  could  direct  his  benevolenoe 
into  a  better  channel :  he  has  indigent  relatives.  But 
I  am  in  baste. — Now  to  accompany  the  doctor." 
[In  continuation — ten  at  night]  "  Give  me  joy, 
m2 
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Frank !  Joy ! — joy  unspeakable !  Yes,  I  have  •een 
her — those  eyes  have  once  more  beheld  my  Mary! 
But  how  shall  I  begin  to  tell  you  the  glad  tidings  ? 
My  heart  is  full ;  but  for  the  having  you,  to  whom  I 
can  communicate  my  rapture,  it  would  burst  its  nar- 
row cell  with  excess  of  pleasure.  But,  .my  dear 
Frank,  to  relate  the  matter  methodically.  Thus  it 
fell  out : — ^Arrived,  with  the  doctor,  at  the  door  of  8 
superb  church,  he  politely  ushered  me  in.  The  win- 
dows were  darkened,  and  the  walls  covered  with 
black,  while  at  every  turn,  skulls  and  bones,  the  sad 
emblems  of  death,  met  the  eye.  The  Ug^  altar  was 
illuminated  with  numerous  large  candles,  io  massive  gilt 
candlesticks,  while  many  of  the  deceased's  friends  and 
others  supported  long  wax  tapers.  In  a  few  minutes 
the  Priest,  magnificendy  attired,  attended  by  boys,  in 
long  vestments,  betring  large  lighted  candles,  and 
others  with  silver  censers,  smoking  with  aromatic  in- 
cense, approached  the  steps  of  the  altar.  The  im- 
mense building  was  crowded  to  excess,  yet,  save  the 
hollow,  monotonous  voice  of  the  Priest,  as  he  com- 
menced the  solemn  service,  not  a  whisper  was  to  be 
heard ;  all  was  still,  silent,  and  sepulchral.  Sitting 
next  the  Doctor,  and  supposed  to  be  one  of  his  frieadii 
a  lighted  taper  was  thrust  into  my  hand.  Daop 
buried  in  my  own  melancholy  musings  on  the  shortneH 
of  human  life,  the  probable  state  of  the  departedy  arf 
the  vanity  and  superstition  of  the  living,  mechanically 
I  grasped  it.  At  that  moment, — ^yes,  Frank,  at  that 
hlessed  moment,  her  eyes  met  mine ;  a  faint  shriek  ^ 
surprise  reached  my  astonished  ear,  and  she— rshe,  mf 
life,  my  joy,  my  Mary,  was  borne  out  of  the  chuich. 
Without  regard  for  the  sanctity  of  the  place,  or  re- 
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Bpect  for  the  feelings  of  ray  friend,  I  instantly  dashed 
down  the  taper,  and  forced  myself  out  as  quickly  as 
the  density  of  the  crowd  would  permit ;  but  being  un- 
fortanately  in  a  central  position,  some  minutes  elapsed 
ere  I  could  reach  the  door.  But  //i ere— disappointed 
mortal  that  I  am, — I  found  her  not.  Exposure  to 
the  air  had  speedily  recovered  her,  and  I  was  infonned 
that  she  had  bent  her  hasty  steps  towards  the  market 
place.  Thither  I  flew  on  the  wings  of  love  and  hope, 
to  overtake  her ;  but  in  vain.  Till  now, — I  have  not 
since  ceased  mv  pursuit ;  every  street  and  alley  in  the 
city  can  bear  witness  to  the  tread  of  my  foot.  But 
alill,  give  me  joy,  my  friend ;  I  have  made  a  great 
discovery,— nay,  more  than  one.  First,  that  she  lives; 
next,  that  she  is  near  me ;  and  above  all,  that  she  has 
recognised  me,  and  must  know  that  I  am  in  pursuit 
of  ber.  This  one  thing,  Frank,  will  prove  to  her  de- 
luded mind,  that  even  if  I  had  another  wife,  I  have 
left  that  wife  to  follow  her.  Farewell,  my  friend.  I 
am  too  delighted,  too  agitated  to  sit  calmly  and  write. 
Expect  soon  to  hear  again  from  me;  or  rather,  expect 
soon  to  see  once  more,  and  with  him  a  treasure  worth 
seeking, 

"Your  once  miserable, 

"But  now  thrice  happy 

"  Strickland. 
"Montreal,  SepL  1,  1813." 

A  whole  week  was  passed  by  our  hero,  in  frnitless 
inquiries  after  his  lost  wife.  Take  pattern  by  this, 
ye  husbands ;  and  ye  who  really  have  virtuous  wives, 
leva  by  this  example  to  love  and  cherish  them. 
Huty  hours  did  he  stand  at  the  corners  of  the  public 
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streets,  and  in  the  market-place.    Imagining  that  she 
might  have  taken  shelter,  as  a  boarder,  in  some  coO' 
rent,  he  made  application  at  the  gates  of  all  the  cod- 
vents  in  the  city,  and  then  spent  another  week  in 
making  fruitless  tours  to  all  the  villages  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood.    Returning  late  one  night  from  La  Ch^ne, 
distant   nine  miles,  he  was  not  only  fatigued,  bat 
began  also  to  feel  himself  seriously  ill.     He  had  no 
one  near  to  assist  hini  in  his  search;  not  one  indi- 
vidual to  whom  he  could  communicate  his  distress. 
Had  even  Barnard  been  near,  he  could  have  rendered 
no  assistance;  for,  from  want  of  a  personal  know- 
ledge of  Mrs.  Strickland,  that  gentleman  might  have 
passed  her  twenty  times  in  the  street,  without  rec(^- 
nising  her.    Unfortunately,  the  faithful  Peter  was 
similarly  circumstanced ;  nor  even  had  our  hero,  from 
delicacy  of  feeling,  ever  acquainted  him  with  his 
business  in  Canada:   much  less,  then,  was  he  dis- 
posed to  do  so  now,  when  there  was  a  possibility  of 
his  being  again  united  to  the  only  object  of  his  love. 
The  first  thing  he  did  on  his  return  was  to  dispatch 
Peter  for  the  doctor;  soon  after  which  the  fomer 
gently  tapped  at  his  master's  door.    "  Come  in,  Peter.** 
'*  Hope  your  Honour  feels  better ;  your  Honour  tra- 
vels about  too  much,  and  over-fatigues  yourself.    If 
I  might  give  my  advice,  you  should  stay  at  home 
of  evenings,  and  take  somehut  comfortable;   praps 
'tis  all  owing  to  wind  on  the  stomach,  your  Honour, 
and "— "  But  the  doctor,  Peter  ? "    "Lord  bless  your 
Honour !  I  was  thinking  so  much  about  your  illness, 
and  what  might  have  been  the  'casion  of  it,  that  I  had 
forgot  every  bit  and  crumb  about  the  plagney  doctor; 
but  I  hear  him,  coming  up.  Sir.     I  had  such  a  job  to 
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^et  him  to  stir  bis  old  stumps;  why,  woald  your 
Honour  believe  it  ?  old  Wigsby  beg^s  to  ride  quite 
rusty."  "Peter,  leave  the  room.  Pray,  doctor,  be 
seated,"  continued  Strickland ;  **  for  before  we  pro- 
ceed to  business,  I  feel  that  an  apology  is  due  on  my 
part,  for  behaving  so  indecorously,  and  indeed  un- 
gentlemanly,  when  last  we  parted.  Let  the  nature 
of  the  circumstances,  I  pray  you,  plead  my  excuse. 
I  have  followed  to  this  country  a  lovely  runaway  re- 
lative, and  after  having  nearly  given  up  all  hopes  of 
ever  finding  her,  I  suddenly  beheld  her  in  a  remote 
corner  of  the  church.  Her  eyes  met  mine:  she 
shrieked,  fainted,  and  was  borne  out ; — /,  overpowered 
by  my  feelibgs,  abruptly  followed."  "  I%w,  Captain/' 
replied  the  placable  doctor,  ''  is  an  ample  apology ; 
but,  from  my  knowledge  of  your  general  politeness, 
a  much  less  excuse  would  have  been  sufficient  to  re- 
move any  angry  feeling  on  my  part.  I  am  a  rigid 
Catholic :  you  a  Protestant ;  and  I  must  confess,  that 
until  this  moment,  the  occurrence  looked  something 
like  an  insult  offered  to  my  religion.  But  enough  of 
tkis.  You  have  not  found  tn*5  object  you  sought, 
and  uneasiness  of  mind  has  again  brought  on  your 
illness.  Compose  yourself,  Sir;  I  will  send  you  some- 
thing salutary  to  take,  and  from  my  knowledge  of 
Montreal,  and  easy  access  to  the  principal  families, 
as  well  as  to  those  of  the  middling  class  of  persons, — 
yes,  send  me  but  to-morrow  the  description  of  the 
person  you  seek,  and  should  she  be  within  the  city,  a 
week  shall  not  elapse  without  my  finding  her.  Keep 
vp  your  spirits,  Sir.  I  shall  not  stay  to  hear  her  de- 
seription  note:  send  it  me.  You  want  rest  more  than 
ykb  need  me.     So  farewell.  Sir."     *'  Grood  night, 
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Sir,"  replied  Strickland.  "  I  am  most  gratefa!  f« 
yoar  proffered  kindness.  Here,  Peter,  light  the  doc- 
tor carefully  down." 

"Once  more  then  I  am  alone,"  thought  Strickland ; 
"  what  dependence  I  am  to  place  on  the  doctor's  pro- 
mises I  know  not.  Curse  od  tlie  vile  ungrateful 
wretch  who  has  led  me  into  this  sad  predicament;  can 
he  be  here  too  2  The  thought  is  madness—why  should 
I  retire !  1  cannot  sleep.     I'll  make  a  friend  of  thee, 

0  paper,  (he  writes.)  Thy  innocent  bosom  hath  iiol 
been  sullied  by  acts  of  guilt^ — thy  snowy  whiteness 
tarnished  by  the  foul  breath  of  prejudice :  alas !  wbal 
other  friend  have  1!  Busy  memory  recalls  to  miad 
thy  distant  shores,  0  England;  doubly  dear  to  me, 
from  the  recollection  of  past  joys,  the  hopes  of  future 
comfort.  Though  far  removed  from  thy  smiling  hills, 
thy  chalky  cliffs,  aod  golden  valleys ;  the  attractive 
magnet  friendship  draws  my  heart  towards  thee ;  for 
sure  Frank  is  true.  My  counlri/!  'tis  strange,  mosl 
strange,  that  my  thoughts  should  at  this  momeDl 
dwell  so  strongly  on  my  country.  But,  England, 
what  charms  hast  thou  for  inef  Where  is  my  coun- 
try, but  that  which  contains  my  all?  But  no  more, 
foul  ink,  thy  uncongenial  current  flows  too  tardily,  to 
paint  the  inmost  feelings  of  my  breast.     But  what  am 

1  writing!  Ah,  bereaved  Strickland!  'tis  thus  I  try 
to  ease  a  troubled  mind ;  deceived  and  betrayed  as  I 
am,  by  a  wife  and  a  friend ;  despised  and  belied  as  I 
am,  by  the  world.  Yet,  Mary,  I  remain  f^thful,  and 
heaven  sees  and  approves  the  love  and  friendship  of 
my  heart.  Flying,  I'll  still  pursue  thee.  The  world 
may  call  my  conduct  stranife!  but  shall  its  judgment 
make  me  pause!    No,  no,  the  love  which  warms  my 
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nmost  heart,  defies  its  censure,  covets  not  its  fond 
ipplause.     Ohy  what  a  loss,  great  God,  is  mine  I 

'^  I've  traveird  many  a  country,  wanderM  here  and  there, 
Yet  never  met  a  form,  nor  conn'd  a  face,  but  half  so  fair. 

"  Fool  that  I  am,  how  I  wanton  in  her  praise ; 
for  what  is  beauty  bat  a  toy,  that  fans  the  blaze  of 
warm  desires?  My  Mary  has. a  mind  formed  for  the 
eojoyment  of  the  most  exalted  friendship.  Come 
then,  O  come  to  my  expecting  arms ;  come  naked, 
destitute,  or  poor,  thoa^lt  find  a  ready  welcome.  But 
I  am  disturbed;  what  can  Peter  want  at  this  late 
hour!"  Our  hero  quitted  writting,  and  in  a  pettish 
tone>  ordered  him  to  come  in.  His  half-asleep  ser- 
vant accordingly  entered,  bearing  a  draught,  sent  by 
the  doctor.  "  'Tis  well,  Peter ;  this  I  see  must  be 
taken  at  once.  I  have  a  glass;  you  may  to-bed." 
"  But,  your  Honour."  ''  Good  heavens!"  exclaimed 
Strickland,  "  What  can  the  fellow  linger  for?  To  bed, 
I  say;  to  bed.  Sirrah!"  Peter  stared,  scratched  his 
head,  and  with  a  plausible  look,  tumiog  to  his  angry 
and  expectant  master,  said,  ''  Mayhap  your  Honour 
could  oblige  a  body  with  an  old  pair  of  boots.  Pm 
crippled  with  the  corns,  and — ^"  "  Surely,  Peter,"  re- 
plied Strickland,  ''you  cannot  possibly  have  chosen 
this  unseasonable  time  to  make  such  a  request.  Is 
tiUi  the  only  cause  of  your  disobeying  my  orders  ?" 
"Why,  your  Honour,  I  don't  like  to  intrude;  and 
nobody  can  say,  as  Peter  is  given  to  listening;  but,  if 
your  Honour  recollects,  I  was  near  the  door,  and 
kMord  it  all."  ''  What,  in  the  name  of  the  Pope,  can 
dl  this  preamble  tend  to?  Tell  me  at  once  what  you 
Sir ;  nor  stand  chattering  there  with  the  door 
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half  open  all  night."  "  Why,  I  hope  no  offence,  yoar 
Honour,"  continued  Peter ;  "  but  I  am  sure  you  said 
you  were  come  to  look  for  a  woman ;  a  '  lovely  rela- 
tive,' I  think  your  Honour  said ;  now,  who  knows, 
thought  I  to  myself,  that—"  "  That,  that,  what,  Pe- 
ter? speak,  my  good  fellow,"  "  That,  that  there 
woman  might  be  she."  "  What  woman,"  interrupted 
Strickland ;  "  speak  at  oni;e,  and  let  me  know." 
"  Why,  if  yonr  Honour  will  just  give  me  time  to 
tell  the  story  as  it  happened,  you  shall  know  all.  But 
praps  jour  Honour  had  better  go  to  bed,  and  foUow 
the  doctor's  advice.  I'll  tell  ye  all  in  the  momiogi 
good  night.  Sir."  "  Stay !  I  command  you.  Sir.  1 
am  determined  to  know  this  instant."  "Well,  if 
your  Honour  must,  you  know  you  must.  You'll  please 
not  to  forget  about  the  boots."  "  Go  on,  Sir,  I  say." 
"  Well,  'tisn't  Peter's  fault  if  you  neglects  to  obey  the 
doctor.  But,  I  see  you  are  a  little  matter  impatient  or 
so.  Sir — -well  then,  your  Honour,  as  I  was  coming 
through  the  market,  two  or  three  days  ago,  I  said  to 
myself,  says  I,  what  can  that  lady  want  following  me 
wherever  I  go?  At  first,  your  Honour,  I  took  her 
for  some  body  else,  but  found  her  rotunditty  a  pre- 
cious deal  smaller.  The  servant  maids,  your  Hononr. 
often  stares  at  me ;  and  so  I  thought,  praps  my  for- 
tune is  made,  who  knows,  says  I  to  myself — says—" 
"  Go  on,  Peter,  my  patience  is  exhausted."  "  Weil, 
your  Honour,  she,  that  is,  the  lady,  would  you  believe 
it?  watched  me  as  far  as  the  door.  She  must 
says  I  to  myself,  some  ifreat  one,  for  when  she 
me  coming  in,  she  mulHed  up  her  face."  "  What 
Peter?"  "  Why  nothing, /AeH,  your  Honour;  but 
morning,  as  I  was  going  for  the  newspaper,  whrt 
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juld  I  see,  your  Honour,  but  a  woman  standing  at 
4e  corner  of  the  street,  and  miiflled  too.  That  mnat 
te  the  great  lady,  said  I  to  myself;  recollected  that 
I  had  washed  my  face,  combed  my  whiskers,  and  put 

"  D your  whislcers,  fellow,  and  your  says 

Vi;  did  the  lady  speak  to  ye!  answer  me  that  ques- 
tion. Sir?"  "  Why,  your  Honour  is  so  cross.  I  see 
lave  no  boots.  Praps  yonr  Honoor  bad  better 
hear  it  to-morrow." 

Here, — Strickland,  ill  as  he  was,  jnmped  up,  and 
seizing  his  tiresome  domestic  by  the  collar,  loudly 
vociferated,  "  Did  the  lady  speak,  I  say? — Speak, 
sirrah!"  *'  Lord  bless  your  Honour,  you  frighten  me 
so,  I  shall  forget  all  about  it.  Let  me  see,  what  did 
she  say _first  ?  0,  now  I  have  it ;  but  pray  let  go  my 
collar,  master.  She  said  to  me,  says  she,  '  Pray,  my 
good  feller.' — Yes,  your  Honour,  'pon  my  soul  she 
said  good  feller.  Says  I  to  myself,  says  I,  this  must 
be  some  old  acquaintance,  or  how,  Sir,  coald  she  have 
known  that  I  was  good  ?" 

Strickland,  at  this  stage  of  the  story,  sat  down, 
wisely  determining  to  let  Peter  proceed  in  his  ovm 
way.  " '  Pray,  my  good  feller,'  says  she,  '  are  you 
not  Captain  Strickland's  servant?'  'Yes,  Ma'am, 
says  I,  with  a  low  bow,  (your  Honour  knows  I  under- 
*tuids  manners,)  '  and  a  very  good  master  he  is, 
stja  I  too ;  'pon  my  word,  your  Honour,  I  said  so 
just  as  much  as  thof  you  had  given  me  the  boots. 
'Give  this  to  your  master,'  says  she."  "What, 
wkftt!"  exclaimed  Strickland;  "but,  go  on,  in  your 
•wn  tiresome  way,"  "  '  Very  well,  Ma'am,'  says  I 
»hh  that,  she  thrusts  a  large  letter  into  my  hand.' 
"Well,  well,  Sir !"  said  oar  hero.    "  '  I  am  going  out 
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of  town  directly,'  sajs  she,  '  but  don't  deliver  the 
letter  till  to-morrow.'  '  Let  me  alone  for  that, 
Ma'am,'  says  I.  I  could  see,  your  Honour,  that 
she  was  going  out  of  tovn,  for  she  jumped  into  a 
calash,  waiting  for  her  at  the  opposite  comer," 
"Well,  Sir,  did  any  thing  else  take  place'"  "Tk 
most  important  part  of  the  business  is  to  come  yet, 
Sir."  "  What,  what?"  "  Why,  she  slipped  a  hsU 
crown  into  my  hand;  not  a  farthing  more,  yoot 
Honour,  as  I  hope  to  be  married."  "  I^ow,  Sir,  gire 
me  the  letter."  "  Recollect  my  promise,  your  Honour.'* 
"  Fetch  it,  I  say,  instantly,"  Peter  grumblingly  qnit- 
ted  the  room,  and  then  returned  with  the  letter.  "  Ta 
her's— 'tis  her's!"  exclaimed  Strickland.  "  Get  ost 
of  the  room,  Peter.  There — ^thore— J7/  shut  the  door. 
Pshaw!  talk  about  the  boots  to-morrow,"  Our  hero 
having  himself  closed  the  door,  sat  down,  with  a  beat-  ] 
ing  heart,  to  read  the  following  letter; — 

"  0  Strickland, 

"  My  once  husband,  these  eyes  have  again  bebeU 
you;  but,  oh!  how  altered.  Is  it  for  me,  unworthy 
wretch  that  I  am,  that  care  and  grief  have  imprinted 
their  deep  furrows  on  thy  noble  countenance  i  I  am 
lost  to  you,  Strickland,  forever;  ere  these  lines  reach 
you,  I  shall  he  many  miles  from  Montreal.  Cease, 
cease  then  the  vain,  the  useless  pursuit;  nor  bestow 
another  thought  on  one  so  vile.  How  can  I  suppose 
for  a  moment,  that  you  will  pollute  your  hand  bv 
touching  this  contaminated  paper?  Say,  rather  will 
you  not  start  from  it,  as  from  a  reptile,  a  serpent,  a 
cockatrice?  Yet,  ere  I  am  silent  to  you  for  ever,  let 
,  that  I  am  convinced  of  your  fidelity— of 
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your  tendemess.     Alas!  unhappy  woman  that  I  am, 

I  deserved  not  such  a  husband  in  my  better  days,  how 

much  less  then  now?    Return  to  your  country — seek 

out  our  boy :  I  am  persuaded  he  still  lives — will  be 

restored  to  you ;  and,  when  he  sits  with  you,  at  our 

once,  though  now,  no  longer  my  happy  fire-side,  when 

the  dear  youth  looks  up  inquiringly,  and  asks  for  his 

unhappy  mother,  do  not,  do  not,  O  Strickland,  if  ever 

you  loved  me,  tell  him  how  abandoned  a  woman  she 

is.    Think,  think  sometimes  with  pity,  with  kindness 

of  me ;  my  heart  is  breaking,  witness  the  tears  which 

bedew  this  paper.     God  shower  down  his  choicest 

blessings,  and  gladden  your  afflicted  heart.     Let  not 

another  occupy  my ;  but  what  right  have  I  ?     J, 

the  faithless,  treacheroiis  wife,  to  make  such  a  re- 
quest?— Why  clings  my  pen,  with  such  obstinacy,  to 
the  paper?  It  is,  Strickland,  to  tell  you  that  I  am 
penitent;  that  I  have  quitted  the  base  villain  for 
ever ;  would  that  I  had  never  seen  him,  never  listened 
to  his  base  lies,  nor  read  his  forged  letters.  Ought  I 
not  to  have  better  known  your  hand,  have  better  esti- 
mated your  heart?  Once  seduced  and  betrayed  from 
my  home  and  thee,  he  confessed  the  treachery,  of 
which  /  was  the  victim ;  I  remained  not  another  hour 
with  him.  Heaven  is  witness  to  my  sorrow ;  but,  can 
whole  ages  of  penitence  remove  the  foul  stain  from 
my  conscience?  Alas!  No.  If  ever  thou  meetest 
iiim — him — the  unprincipled  seducer — the  destroyer 
of  my  peace  and  virtue,  embrue  not  your  hands,  Strick- 
land, in  his  guilty  blood ;  leave  that  vengeance  to 
Heaven.  Be  assured,  that  ingratitude  (full  well  I 
know  it)  never  did,  no,  nor  never  will,  go  unpunished. 
But  he  is  fur  off ;  he  knows  not  my  retreat,  nor  ey«|^ 
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shall  be.  0,  Strickland!  I  feel  that  I  am  a  pilgrim, 
an  outcast,  without  home,  or  friend ;  yet,  'tis  bill 
what  I  deserve;  oh,  yes!  what  I  deserve,  and  mncb 
less  than  my  deserts.  Grant  my  request,  the  last  re- 
quest of  a  repentant  wife  ;  leave  Montreal— quit  C* 
nada,  that  I  may  again  bend  my  steps  towards  tM» 
city,  and  once  more  follow  that  peaceful  occupation, 
by  which  I  obtain  a  livelihood.  Hasten,  nor  remdn 
to  deprive  me  of  my  only  means  of  support.  I  cimMt 
return  until  I  am  convinced  that  you  are  embarked, 
and  have  sailed  for  England.  ' 

"Adieu!  oh,  that  heart-rending  word;  could  I  bOt 
once  more  be  restored  to  that  virtue  I  have  lost,  with 
what  joy,  what  rapture,  could  I  meet  you?  but  now, 
it  must  not,  cannot  be.  Even  couldst  thou  pardon,  I 
cannot  come,  a  guilty,  polluted  wretch,  and  throw 
myself  again  into  those  arms.  Shall  I  further  degrade 
you  in  the  eyes  of  the  world?  Heaven  forbid.  Fare- 
well. Adieu  for  ever;  yes,  Strickland,  my  once  dear 
Strickland  :  and  now  that  I  have  lost  you,  my  more 
than  ever  adored  husband,  she  must  quit  you  for  ever 
— she — the  guilty, 

■'  But  now  truly  penitent, 

"  {And  may  I  add,  wife?) 

"Maby  Strickland. 

"  Montreal,  Sept.  1813." 

"  Poor  victim!"  exclaimed  Strickland.  "Alas!  of 
what  a  treasure  has  that  villain  despoiled  me?  Her's 
is  (he  langimge  of  an  elevated  heart— her's  the  sinceie 
ponitence  of  one.  who  having  once  deviated  from  ihs 
path  of  rectitude,  thinks  no  repentance  adequate  to 
restore  her  to  her  lost  place  in  society.    Would  (bat 
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Banturd  were  bnt  here,  to  advise  me  how  to  act^how 
to  tind  her ;  'tis  time  I  heard  from  him.  I  am  in  a 
difficulty,  from  which  I  know  not  how  to  extricate  my- 
self. That  she  has  left  Montreal  I  am  certain.  I  can 
place  every  confidence  in  her  declaration,  even  was  it 
not  backed  by  Peter's  testimony,  who  saw  her  jomp 
into  the  calash.  Whither  shall  I  tnrn  me?  'tis  now 
fast  verging   towards   midnight.     Hark !    I   bear  it 

striker-one — two the  solemn  hour  of  twelve. 

Exhausted  nature  needs  repose ;  to-morrow  will  I  call, 
upon  the  friendly  doctor ;  if  I  can  but  discover  where 
she  has  lived,  it  may  afford  a  clue  to  her  present  re- 
treat. Now  let  me  to  bed,  and  carry  with  me  the 
consoling  thought,  that  though  my  Mary  Is  for  the 
present  lost  to  me,  yet  she  is  not  in  the  possession  of 
aDother.  The  foul  spoiler,  thank  heaven,  no  longer 
riots  in  the  full  enjoyment  of  her  soul-subduing 
charms.  Oh,  how  sickening,  how  agonizing  is  the 
humiliating  thought  that  ever  he  should  have  done 
sof  My  brain  whirls— my  mind's  a  chaos.  How, 
^at  heaven,  howj  can  I  again  clasp  to  this  madly 
beating  heart,  the  woman  who  has  left  me  for  another '. 
Has  she  not,  inconstant,  base,  ungenerous  as  she  is, 
af  least  to  me,  surrendered  up  willingly  to  a  villain, 
Oy  prior  rights  in  her '.  But  whither  will  this  madness 
carry  me.  Father  of  spirits!  If  a  frail  erring  worm, 
a  being  who  knows  not  what  he  would  have,  nor 
what  be  would  shun,  may  be  permitted  to  address 
Thee: — teach  me,  I  beseech  thee,  to  know  myself-^ 
to  analyse  my  feelings;  for,  at  owe  moment  wonid 
I  spurn  her  to  the  remotest  comer  of  the  habitable 
globe;  at  the  next,  lay  down  my  honour  and  my 
life   before   her    feet.      But,    she    has    quitted  the 
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viUaiii;  how  noble,  how  refiaed  are  the  feeliEgs 
which  breathe  through  her  whole  letter,  as  though  she 
bad  said—'  Having  once  betrayed  ray  trust,  I  am  no 
longer  worthy  your  confidence.'  By  heaven!  I  [ore 
her  better  than  ever.  I  knew  not  what  a  wife  I  pos- 
sessed, until  this  bitter  calamity  called  forth  her  ei 
alted  principles  into  full  exercise.  Joy — joy — un- 
speakable. I  shall  no  longer  press  a  widowed  pillow. 
Great  heaven!  I  thank  thee,  that  thou  art  pouring 
out  my  coming  joys  by  measure.  First,  I  discoTa 
that  she  is  alive,  and  io  the  same  coantry  with  me; 
nest,  that  she  is  repentant,  and  therefore  again  wortbj 
my  love  J  and,  finally,  that  I  shall  press  her  to  n>j 
glowing  bosom — that  these  arms  shall  be  once  mon 
her  constant  cradle;  had  all  these  joys  poured  coUk- 
lively  on  my  ravished  soul,  death — a  death  of  joy- 
might  have  proved  to  me,  the  fatal  co&sequeuB. 

Yes,  heaveu,  I  thank  thee,  I  shall  yet  find  her — jM 
press  to  my  heart  a  reality — hut  to  rest.  Oh,  ho* 
I  long  for  the  morrow,  and  chide  the  tardy-footed 
time.  Even  now  the  hour  of  morn  is  come,  and  some 
few  fleeting  hours,  once  overpast,  the  welcome  har- 
binger of  still  more  welcome  day,  will  sound  a  requiem 
to  expiring  night." 

On  the  following  morning,  soon  after  breakfast, 
Strickland  repaired  to  the  house  of  Dr.  C,  on  enter- 
ing whose  study,  he  said,  "Knowing,  Sir,  that  yout 
morning  time,  in  particular,  is  most  precious,  I  shall 
at  once  proceed  to  the  business  I  came  about ;  know 
then,  that  a  letter  has  been  conveyed  to  me  from  the 
person  I  seek,  and  who  has,  I  am  fully  satisGed,  quilto) 
Montreal ;  but  I  will  read  you  a  passage.  *  Quit  Ca- 
nada, that  I  may  again  bend  my  steps  towards  tbi> 
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attracted  my  attention,  and  excited  my  sympathy.    I 
believe   she  resided  there   two  months.     Yest^aj 
afternoon  I  called  to  visit  a  patient,  and  missed  the 
elegant  stranger.     On  inquiring  for  her,  the  principal 
informed  me  that  she  had  the  same  morning  quitted 
town  on  important  and  private  business  of  her  own, 
and  that  the  period  of  her  return  is  quite  uncertain.'' 
For  this  information,  which  convinced  our  hero  thaf 
the  stranger  was  none  other  than  his  lost  wife ;  he  le^' 
turned  the  Doctor  his  most  grateful  acknowledgments. 
'*  Remain  but  an  hour  here.  Sir,"  continued  Doctor 
C,  ''I  have  promised  to  pay  the  seminary  a  moni'-|= 
ing  visit.    On  my  return  1  will  disclose  to  you  what* 
I  may  further  learn  concerning  the  lady;  be  assured  T 
will  make  it  my  particular  business  to  glean  all 
information  I  can  for  you,  without  disclosing  my  mo^ 
tives  for  inquiring.     Here,  Sir,  is  the  latest  Ed; 
paper.     Ere  you   have  digested  its  contents,  I 
with  you.'*     With  a  mind  but  ill  qualified  for  the  ad) 
our  hero  sat  down  to  read ;  but  the  bustling  old  Doa* 
tor  detained  him  not  long.    The  clock  on  the  landng 
struck  eleven,  when  he  heard  the  creaking  of  his  vn 
polished  and  silver-buckled  shoes.     Strickland 
by  the  paper,  and  ran  to  meet  him.     "  'Tis  she,  'i 
she,"  complacently  exclaimed  the  Doctor;  "  for 
I  was  right ;  but  pray  be  seated.  Sir,  you  will 
gratified  to  hear  part  of  the  conversation  which 
place  between  Madame  Durant  and  myself." 
listener  bowed.     *'  Here,  Timothy,  take  my  hat 
cane ;  and,  d'ye  hear,  bring  up  some  wine  and 
ses."     "  Yes,  Sir."     "  Bless  me!— I  am  quite  in  • 
perspiration.     Hoa !  Timothy,  put  up  the  window,'!*! 
shall  take  cold.     For  a  man  of  my  age.  Captain*  I  . 
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ave  made  most  extraordinary  exertion,  I  don't  know 
^hen,  I  have  jumped  about  so  briskly." 

Strickland  ejaculated  an  impatient—'*  I  thank 
e.  Sir.''  But  the  Doctor  seemed  not  to  take  the 
tnt :  he  deliberately  hemmed,  fumbled  in  his  em- 
roidered  coat-pocket  for  a  handkerchief,  wiped  his 
row  carefully,  re-deposited  said  handkerchief  in  its 
sual  place;  and  then,  after  shaking  his  powdered 
oris,  he  commenced : — '*  You  must  know.  Sir,  that 

soon  reached  the  school,  and  pretty  fatigued  I  felt 
do;  but  excuse  me.  Sir,  just  for  one  instant."  At 
bis  stage  of  the  proceedings,  Strickland  had  the  mor- 
ification  to  sit  observing  Timothy  cautiously  pulling 
ff  his  master*s  shoes,  and  accommodating  him  with  a 
eir  of  slippers.  ''  Confound  the  Doctor,"  thought 
e,  ''  surely  I  have  fallen  into  the  hands  of  Peter 
he  Second. — ^Tis  my  lot,  I  believe,  to  be  pestered 
Pidi  these  dilatory,  slow-moving,  creeping  devils  of 
Mortals.  I  begin  to  wish  the  Doctor,  pills,  gallipots, 
ud  all,  ninety-nine  miles  beyond  Jericho." 
'  **  Now,  Timothy,  I  feel  pretty  comfortable — mind 
f  any  visitors  come,  I  am  not  at  home  for  half  an 
lOur.  I  don't  mean  customers,  d'ye  hear,  Timothy  ? 
Ten  have  been  long  enough  with  me  to  distinguish 
imn  from  mere  visitors  of  ceremony."  *'  Oh  !  yes, 
Keaster,  Ize  up  to  that ;  them  ere  gustomers  do  always 
Utee  wi  plaguy  long  looks  and  whry  vaces,  Measter. 
%mi  zays  I  to  myself,  I  knows  that  be  a  gustomer, 
Ihfs  how  I  knows  um,  Zur-— I  then  puts  on  my  best 
lltoiiers. — Don't  I,  Measter? — and  I  axes  'em  in." 

By  this  time  Strickland  had  discovered  that  it  was 
^e  master  like  man.'  ''  But  you  see,  Timothy," 
^ptied  the  Doctor,  ''  that  this  gentleman  and  I  are 
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about  to  converse  on  business  of  importance.  Hid 
thee  down,  and  have  an  eye  to  the  shopi  while  Richard 
runs  to  Madam  Pigot*s,  the  leech  merchant's."  '*  Yei, 
Zor."  **  You  are,  perhaps,  surprised^  Captaiiii  it 
my  calling  Madam  Pigot  a  leech-nt^rciaii^ ;  bat  A 
dealers  here  are  styled  merchants.  We  have  otf 
tripe-merchants,  our  pie-merchants,  and  even  otf 
venders  of  matches  are  styled  Les  Marchands  i$ 
Lumettes.  Stop,  Timothy — get  the  clyster  pipek 
readiness — I  must  again,  this  afternoon,  to  the  semi- 
nary, and  operate  upon  a  patient."  *'  Take  cam 
Measter,  what  you  be  about;  I  hopes  as  how 
young  lady  be  willing."  "  Well,  Sir?"  said 
Doctor.  ''  That  be  ally  Measter — cause  I  recol 
the  haction  of  assault  and  battery,  as  how  yous 
Zur,  for  glister-piping  that  ere  tailor ;  and  troi 
enough  we  had.  Dang  un,  he  did  so  riggle  and 
about,  Zur,  (turning  to  Strickland),  that  Measter 
hard  work  to  get  at  un.  Lord,  Zur !  I  shall 
in  all  my  born  days,  vorget  how  the  varlet  roared*' 

'<   Where  will  all  this  end,"  thought   StricI 
"  surely  the  precious  pair  cannot  mean  to  operate 
me ;  I  begin  to  wish  myself  safe  out  of  the  house." 

''  Come,  Timothy,  below,  I  say,"  said  the 
"  and  attend   to  business.     Send  Richard  for 
leeches — wash  out  all  the  empty  gallipots — ^rub 
the  counter — clean  the  windows— sweep  the  shop 
pavement — scrape  the  lint — wash  up  the  dirty 
dages — pulverize  the  Gum  Arabic — look  up  all 
empty  vials — and,  d'ye  Hear,  when  Richard 
back,  run  to  the  corl|:-outter's,  and  order  half  a 
of  small  corks — then  step  to  Mr.  Ding's^  and 
bim  to  repair  the  wire  of  the  night-bell.     ^. 
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A  famous  place  this.  Sir,  for  the  professors  of 
midwifery.     Your  Montreal  women  are  exceedingly 
prolific.     Scarce  a  night  in  tbe  week  but  1  am  runj; 
Bp ;   why  it  costs  me,  on  an  average,  Captain,  twenty 
slnlltogB  a  year  for  bell-strings.     Heaven  knows  what 
they  will  do  when  I  retire  from  business ;  but  that 
yOQ   know.  Sir,  is  their  look  out.     But,  d'ye  hear, 
Timothy  V     "  Yes,   Measter,  I  do  hear — but  I  ha 
already  forgot  half  of  them  ere  things  you  told  me." 
"  Then  haste  to  execute  the  other  half.  Sir;  here  is 
the    Captain   groaning   with    impatience,  while   you 
staDd  there  chattering."     "  No,  no,  Measter,  there 
you  be  wrong,  I  be  only  listening."     "  Get  out  of 
my  sight,  fellow  !^I  say  get  out !"    Here  the  Doctor 
^Utempted  to  snatch  olF  a  slipper  to  fling  after  bis 
maoi  but  unluckily  with  a  sudden  jerk  of  his  elbow, 
sent  the  decanter  of  wine  spinniug  to  the  remotest 
corner  of  tbe  room,  at  the  same  time  exclaiming: 
"  Curse   the  fellow,  get  out  of  the  room,  I  say,  nor 
meddle  with  the  pieces.    'Pon  my  honour.  Captain 
Strickland,  T  would  sooner  have  spilt  half  the  tinc- 
tures in  my  shop.     It  grieves  my  heart  to  see  good 
liquor  wasted.     I  am  bound  to  apologize  for  not  pro- 
teeding  to  acquaint  you  with  the  success  of  my  mis- 
sion.    I  must  just  though  take  time  to  tell  you  the 
itory  about  the  clyster-pipe,  while  I  think   of  if.     I 
ij'jw  you  will  be  delighted  with  it."     (This  love  of 
Iking,  thought  Strickland,  must  be  a  natural  infir- 
itv;  yet  heaven  defend  me  from  sitting  with  my 
lfg:s  under  the  table  of  one  of  these  eternal  clackers !) 
"  One  day,  about  this  hour,"  said  the  doctor,  "  ! 
^BS  called  into  the  shop,  to  wait  on  a  smart  geutle- 
^Khi,  attended  by  a  Uvery  servant;   he  was  rather 
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portly,  and  I  judged  he  wanted  tapping  for  the 
dropsy,  cutting  for  the  stone/'— ("  1  wish  to  God  yoa 
were  cut  for  the  simples,'^  half  thought,  half  uttered 
Strickland,) — **  or  some  other  expensive  operation: 
I  was  already  calculating  in  my  mind  upon  the  pro- 
fits likely  to  arise  from  his  visit.  He  seems  rather 
plethoric,  thought  I,  and  may  be  made  to  bleed  ^reUj 
freely.  Such  ideas.  Captain,  seldom  occupy  my 
brain ;  but  at  that  time  business  was  extremely  dull. 
I  had  laboured  for  months  under  a  want  of  occupa- 
tion, from  the  unfortunate  prevalence  of  a  loii|^ 
healthy  season.  The  poor  undertakers  were  actually 
starving ;  I  felt  for  them.  Sir,  as  well  as  for  myself^ 
— Flesh  and  blood  could  bear  this  no  longer :  Strick- 
land writhed  in  his  chair,  made  wry  faces^  and  exhi- 
bited every  symptom  of  being  tired  with  the  suIijeBl 
and  disgusted  with  the  narrator.  ''  Bless  me,  iiy 
dear  Sir,"  said  the  anxious  doctor,  ''  you  seem  to  kt 
extremely  ill,  and  in  great  pain;  perhaps  the  loss  of  a 
few  ounces  of  blood  may  be  of  service  to  you.  I  set 
from  your  increasing  colour,  'tis  a  rushing  of  the  blool 
to  the  region  of  the — but  there  is  no  time  to  be  kA 
O,  Timothy,  Timothy,  d'ye  hear  1  at  once  bring  if 
my  instruments,  bandages,  and  a  pewter  basin,  mA 
let  it  be  a  clean  one."  All  this  took  place  as  qoiok 
as  thought,  and  ere  our  atonished  hero  could  frame  a 
reply.  Is  it  possible,  thought  he,  that  the  fellow  em 
be  so  dull  sighted  as  not  to  penetrate  my  feelioglj 
I'll  quit  the  bouse  this  moment;  at  the  same  tiiMi 
rising  hastily,  be  exclaimed, ''  Doctor,  I  must  departs  i 
I'll  stay  no  longer.  I  came  here  to  learn  intelligeooe 
of  my  friend;  and,  bad  manners  as  it  may  seem»  IflB 
constrained  to  aver,  that  my  patience  is  quite  exr 
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haasted  with  hearing;  about  dyster-pipes,  and  heaven 
knows  what, — matters  which  do  not  ali  concern  me." — 
"  I  beg  tea  thousand  pardons.  Captain  ^  but  pray  re- 
sume your  seat.     I  will  proceed  instantly  to  gratify 
jour  curiosity,  and  hurry  through  a  most  delightful 
story  for  that  purpose."     Strickland  reluctantly  sat 
down.      "  The  gentleman,  to  my  mortification,  wanted 
but  two  ounces  of  magnesia.     He  informed  me  that 
be  had  taken  the  great  house  on  the  hill,  for  the  sum- 
mer; that  he  had  a  large  family,  and  should  favour 
me  with  all  his  custom.     He  then  quitted  the  shop; 
but  almost  instantly  returned,  saying,  '  By  the  bye, 
doctor,  I  have  a  servant  that  is  occasionally  deranged 
— a  sort  of  scullery  man — and  when  the  lit  is  on, 
heaven  and  earth  cannot  persuade  him  that  he  is  not 
a  journeyman  tailor.     He  goes  bellowing  about  the 
house,  to  the  extreme  annoyaDce  of  my  peaceable 
family,— I  say  lama  jouraeyman  tailor!  Pay  for  the 
clothes.     I  came  here  for  payment  of  three  suits  of 
clothes. ^Now  I  have  been  thinking,  doctor,'  said  he, 
(yon  are  to  understand,  captain,  that  the  strauge  gen- 
Hemau  is  the  speaker)" — Here  our  hero  offered  again 
to  rise,  ejaculating,  "  For  Heaven's  sake,  doctor,  pro- 
ceed, or  at  once  quit  the  subject." — "There,  there, 
now  do  sit  still,"  {placing  his  hand  heavily  on  Captain 
S.'s  shoulder,)  "  ffo  hear  it  out.     I've  told  it  a  j^itn- 
ired  times,  and  every  body  that  ever  heard  it  was 
quite  delighted,  and  so  will  you  be,  and  that  you'll 
say  too,  when  you've  heard  it.      Now,  let  me  go  on 
without  interruption.     Why,  I  should  have  got  half- 
way to  the  middle  of  it,  but  for  your  putting  me 
oat" — "  Proceed  then.  Sir,  proceed,"  angrily  replied 
Strickland,  who  at  that  moment  felt  as  if  his  bones 
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were  melting  to  a  jelly,  and  who  was  more  than  half 
disposed  to  soundly  drub  bis  tormentor  with  his  own 
cane.  The  doctor  hemmed,  and  with  provoking  deli- 
beration continued.  "  '  I  have  been  thinking/  sajs 
he,  that  is  the  stranger.  Sir,  *  that  a  good  clyster,  ad- 
ministered by  so  skilful  a  hand  as  yours,  (I  bowed  in 
acknowledgment  of  the  compliment,)  will  be  calcu- 
lated to  scare  such  tantrums  out  of  his  head.'  It 
struck  me  as  rather  an  odd  idea,  that  such  ani  open- 
tion  on  the  tail  should  produce  any  salutary  effect  on 
the  tailor's  he€ui»  But,  not  to  detain  you.  Captain. 
'Will  he  consent  to  this  salutary  measure?' said  I. 
'  Perhaps  not,'  rejoined  the  stranger;  'bat  provide 
three  or  four  stout  fellows  to  hold  him  down.  Fll 
bring  him  to-morrow  morning  about  eight  o'cloek, 
and  leave  him  with  you.  His  expressions  of  fiaeliag 
will  be  doubtless  loud  on  the  occasion ;  but  let  not 
that  deter  you :  and  I  sincerely  hope,'  added  he,  with 
tears,  *  that  it  may  prove  of  benefit  to  the  jpoor  crea- 
ture. He  has  been  in  my  service  some  years ;  and  nought 
but  the  regard  I  have  for  him  could  prompt  me  :to 
take  this  trouble  and  incur  such  an  expense;  £#, 
depend  upon  it,  doctor,  both  you  and  your  assistants 
will  be  well  paid  for  your  trouble.  But  do  not;  I 
pray,  put  the  mad  creature  to  any  unnecessenry  pm- 
Farewell.'  Luckily  on  the  following  mornings  aboat 
half  past  seven,  the  steward  and  cook  of  a  vessel,' tuv^ 
sturdy  fellows,  called  for  a  medicine  chest  I  had  fittrf 
up ;  these  I  prevailed  upon  to  remain  and  assist;  iriM^ 
with  the  help  of  a  strapping  youth  I  then  kept;  anA 
my  Timothy,  I  thought  would  be  sufficient  foras.  ^i 
then  provided  strong  ropes  to  fasten  him  to  the  06OD- 
ter;  and  placed  a  constable  outside  to  keep  off  the 
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tnoh,  whom  I  thought  likely  to  be  attracted  by  his 
Biies.  Unfortunately  I  had  forgot  to  ask  the  gentle- 
man whether  he  wished  me  to  adminbter  a  cold  or  a 
warm  clyster;  but  thinking  that  a  warm  emollient 
ODe  would  be  most  comfortable  to  his  intestines,  I 
had  prepared  one.  The  big  bell  was  striking  eight ; 
and  fearing  the  mixture  might  be  too  hot,  Timothy 
was  busily  employed  stirring  it  with  all  his  might, 
while  I  was  making  out  the  bill.  I  charged  him  but 
£2. 7s.  9d.  for  myself,  attendants,  constable,  &c. 

**  The  sound  of  the  last  stroke  of  the  bell  was  still 
▼ibrating  in  my  ear,  when  the  gentleman  opened  the 
shop  door,  handing  in  the  madman,  and  exclaiming, 

*  You  will  pay  the  journeyman  tailor  for  the  clothes,' 

*  O  yes,  Sir,*  replied  I,  delighted  to  find  that  all  my 
preparations  were  not  made  in  vain.  He  then  de- 
parted. The  sailors  instantly  seized  the  resisting  fel- 
low, and  in  spite  of  kicks,  oaths,  and  protestations, 
stripped  off  his  coat  and  waistcoat,  and  laid  him  bare 
in  a  trice.  He  was  a  stout  lusty  fellow,  and  in  fact 
q^ared  like  any  thing  but  a  puny  tailor.  [Ye 
kid^ts  of  the  thimble,  excuse  me.]  Much  trouble 
ODsned  ere  we  could  properly  tie  him  to  the  counter ; 
afker  which,  the  shop  door  being  secured,  and  thf> 
onrtains  decently  drawn, — and  by  the  bye,  captain, 
dus  last  word,  decently,  induces  me,  for  special  rea- 
aons  of  state,  to  draw  a  curtain  over  what  immediate- 
ly followed.  In  short,  after  great  difficulty,  having 
inrfbrmed  the  operation  to  my  entire  satisfaction,  I 
Jkopt  the  patient  tied  some  time,  indeed  until  he  had 
fiOHiifled  to  depart    peaceably  about   his  business. 

*  Swear  it,'  said  Timothy.  I  think  I  never  saw  my 
Tunothy  so  frightened  before. 
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"  HaviDg  sent  the  madmaii  oS,  mmttoritig  a  tfcoumid 
curses,  I  paid  the  sailors  handsomely  for  thoir.trouUe: 
we  were  clearing  away  the  preparatioas^  aUd  I  aon* 
ously  awaiting  the  geatleman  to  pay  mo»  il4ita^.all^ 
a  sudden,  my  ears  were  stuniwd  by  the  noiae  of  IomI 
voices  coming  rapidly  down  die  street ;  «OBiie  iroei^ 
rating,  '  Damn  the  Tillain,  drag  him  oat  of  Ub  shopl! 
others,  '  Pound  the  wretoh  in  his  owti  mortotV  Hhvj 
approached  the  door,  the  hubbub  increased.  Perittipi^ 
thought  I,  they  may  mean  ane.    I  at  onaa  punpet 
over  the  counter,  fiaustened  the  shop^door,  at  Iriiifiki  ' 
they  were  by  this  time  loudly  thumping^  and  mnAni 
hasty  retx-eat  into  the  cellar,  the  door  of  irhichil  |inH 
ceeded  to  barricade  with  casks,  and  wbateWr  elso',»iiii  i 
my  fright,  I  could  lay  my  hands  on*    Wfcitt  iicve  J 
done,  thought  I,  to  excite  all  this  fitfy  on  tW  pMhoif  ] 
my  neighbours?"  Here  Strickland,  ift  spile  of  U^ii9' 
patience,  clapped  his  hands  to  his  sides  and  'MtfOCrJirit 
a  loud  fit  of  laughter,  ae  inclination  tx^  whii^!:W>Wb 
for  some  minfutes  eideavoored  to  resist    -^f^Biaflrii 
bravissimo!''  shouted  the  delighted  doi^r,  heei^ 
joining  him,  *'  did  I  not  say  thatyee  wMld  henkkjjUf 
gratified  ?    With  the  exoeptioa  of  beu^  bavriMitfUk 
in  the  eellar,  'twas  the  most  ludicieos  affa£^  I  ef^Wtk 
a  hand  in.     But,  to  proceed,  I  never  ottttt  ae  UmI 
before   in   my  life."     (Strange  1   meompeehoenklii 
thought  Strickland^  that  any  mortd  atonki  ^feihiMili 
pleasure  in  publishing  his  owti  folly  and  disfpsEiMJooI 
see  through  it  all,  the  fellow  certainly  i^aa^a^foii^ft 
and  the  doctor  hoaxed.)    ^'Saugy  as  I  said  ftufoMy 
secured  in  the  cellar,  I  d^ed  the  devil  cumI  jeft  kii 
imps  to  get  at  me.    PresenUy  after,  I  heard  tiie  sMfIr 
door  burst  open,  a  crashing  of  glass,  a  oonfcntod  sooial 
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of  Toices,  aid  the  breaking  of  jars,  bottles^  and  galli- 
pots ;  bat  all  was  soon  after  silent  as  tfae  grate.  In 
my  terror  I  had  rolled  a  fall  eask  into  a  hole  near  the 
door»  and  aR  my  might  would  not  suffice  to  remove  it 
an  inch;  I  began  to  think  my  servants  had  forgotten 
■le^  said  yet  was  afraid  to  call  out,  lest  my  cries  shontd 
draw  the  attention  of  my  enemies  to  the  spot^  Whai 
can  I  have  done,  thought  I,  to  merit  this  shameful 
tMnteebt  ?  That  it  all  arose  from  my  making  too 
ftee  with  my  clyster-pipe  did  not  oace  enter  into  my 
IfcwyhtB*  An  hoar  elapsed  in  horrible  suspense,  and 
I  b^an  to  think  that  I  was  forsaken^^eA  to  starve 
to-tdeMh;  this  terrific  thought  lent  strength  to  my 
voice,  and,  by  dint  of  half  an  hoar's  load  bawling,  I 
IroQgbt  Timothy  and  the  lad  to  the  door.  With 
omeh  puUing  on  my  part,  and  shoving  on  theirs,  we 
vioteeded  in  opening  it ;  and  here  I  was  straek  by 
thst-woefol  appearance  of  my  servalits ;  my  Timothy 
fMlld  aeateely  see,  and  the  lad's  head  was  almost  beat 
liiOiii'lhiiseed  poultice.  And,  would  yon  believe  it, 
(jtytoMS?  the*  andaoioufl  rasoals  proceeded  to  orer- 
me  with  a  torrent  of  abuse;  J,  who  had  ahready 
BO  Inooh,  blaming  me  for  all  their  kickiligis  and 
The  yoong  one  in  particular  was  so  violent, 
hi  maseompelled  to  add  another  kick  or  two  to 
fci^wBiplnBiiint  he  had  already  received,  and  sent  him 
pUang  nboot  his  business.  On  ascending  to  my  shop, 
leohUacmrcely  eredit  my  eyes,  saeh  a  scene  of  ruin 
ttdsdeeolation  did  it  present ;  scarce  a  whole  pene 
aaa»1aft  ia  my  window,  the  few  remaining  whole  bbt^ 
m  #er4  heplaatored  with-  cow«doag  and  rotten>  eggs^ 
n^il^pfUs)  piU*>boxes,  and  boluses  lay  scattered  in 
dq^itf^lNrfiriioa !    Ah !  you  may  laugh,  Sir,  but  this  is. 

N  2 
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far  from  being  the  most  laughable  part  of  the  storyr 
I  soon  learnt  that  the  patient,  the  (by  me)  supposed 
madman,  worked  for  a  master  tailor  in  the  next  street, 
and  that  the  consummate  impostor,  who  induced  me 
to  operate,  had  ordered  clothes  to  the  amount  of  one 
hundred  and  forty  dollars.  That  the  poor  patient  w^s 
on  his  way  to  his  pretended  residence,  bearing  th^ 
goods  and  a  receipt,  expecting  to  return  with  ,the 
money."  "Well,"  interrupted  Strickland^  "hepfi- 
trapped  the  tailor  into  your  house,  took  the  «lot|b(^ 
from  him  at  the  door,  you  administered  to  hiip.^ 
emollient  clyster,  he  raised  the  neighbourhood, /^jio 
nearly  pulled  your  shop  and  bottles  about  your  eitrs, 
and  thus  ended  the  matter.  And  now.  Sir,  let  ipe 
entreat  you  to  proceed  with  the  information  I  so  ai- 
deutly  long  to  learn."  "  I  am  about  to  conunooce, 
Sir,  but  just  hear  the  sequel.  The  arch  rogue  had. so 
well  timed  the  affair,  that  he  just  reached  the  p^l^j^t 
as  she  shoved  off  for  Quebec,  and  we  heard  no  mcore 
of  him.  I  stood  an  action,  but  no  malice  being  pi^?- 
ed,  was,  to  the  infinite  diversion  of  the  court,  only  pp- 
minally  cast,  and  got  out  of  it  by  paying  the  costs^ctf 
trial.  But  this  was  not  the  first  time  I  had  befp 
tricked;  for  you  must  know,  that  soon  after  I  v^ 
married,  Sir," — Here  Peter  called,  and  sent  up  w<wJ 
to  his  master,  that  two  letters  had  arrived  for  I^iiii».fH^ 
of  which  bore  the  Kingston  post-mark.  **  You  |^» 
doctor,"  said  Strickland,  with  warmth,  **  we  }fffffi 
spent  the  whole  morning,  and  I  am  little  wiser  :t^ 
before ;  I  must  now  leave  you,  the  letters,  I  a^  cfifr 
vinced,  are  of  importance,  and  require  an  inimed^ 
perusal."  "  Nay,  then,"  said  the  doctor,  "  I  Ji^|Ke 
occasion  to  go  part  of  your  way,  and  will  endeavour 
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to  make  amends  on  the  road."  Having  gained  the 
street,  he  continued,  "  After  having  attended  upon 
my  patient,  I  entered  into  conversation  with  Madame 
Dnraot,  from  whom  1  gathered,  that  the  lady  whom 
you  seek,  had  applied  to  her  for  employment,  between 
two  and  three  months  ago,  an  entire  stranger  and 
without  recommendations.  That  having  examined 
her  qualifications,  she  was  most  agreeably  surprised, 
and  being  also  pleased  with  her  dignified  and  respect- 
able deportment,  she  waived  all  consideration  of  re- 
ference, and  engaged  her  ;  nor  had  she  reason  to  re- 
pent it,  the  stranger's  virtuous  example  and  excellen' 
advice,  even  in  that  short  space  of  time,  having  effect- 
ed a  wonderful  change  in  the  manners  and  conduct  of 
her  pupils.  She  was  pious,  melancholy,  and  reserved; 
with  difficulty  was  she  prevailed  on  by  Madame  D,  to 
witness  the  performance  of  a  mass  for  my  brother,  and 
while  in  the  church,  was  much  affected  by  the  sudden 
recognition  of  some  old  acquaintance,  since  which 
dme  she  became  agitated  and  unsettled,  and  yester- 
day morning  quitted  the  seminar  v  and  the  city;  the 
principal  kindly  promising  to  keep  the  situation  open 
fbr  her  a  month,  in  case  she  should  be  enabled  in  that 
time  to  settle  the  private  business  which  occasioned 
her  departure."  Strickland  had  now  no  doubt  as  to 
this  individual  being  his  wife;  and  felt  gratified  in 
(he  extreme  to  learn  that  she  had  so  decidedly  re- 
(itrned  lo  virtue.  He  returned  thanks  to  the  doctor 
^r  his  valuable  information,  and,  with  some  difficulty, 
('reeling  a  wish  to  be  alone,)  he  shook  him  off  at  the 
^oor  of  his  lodging.  Then  entering  his  apartment,  he 
first  glanced  his  eye  at  the  superscription  of  the  larger 
letter,  or  pacquet,  "Tis  from  James  Clark,"  thought 
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he, ''  and  a  coiitinuatiOD  of  the  caUn-boj^s  ^venttttes, 
it  shall  be  read  at  a  more  convenient  aeason-.  TUm, 
froni  JBilmard,  requires  my  more  immediate  atteiitidii.^ 

'^  Dear  Strickland, 

''  Rej(Hce  with  me,  your  letter  reached  this  plaee 
but  a  few  days  before  my  arrival ;  I  lost  no  tin#^  hi 
proceeding  to  the  spot  Graham  pointed  out,  and  fbmi 
three  of  our  old  passengers,  from  two  of  whom  I  leaml 
that  my  brother  landed  with  them  at  St.  Fraiieis's, 
and  that  they  all  travelled  together  about  eighty  miles 
to  Sherbrooke ;  but  finding  the  country  hilly,  deso- 
late, and  thickly  overgrown  with  wood,  the  two  re- 
turned again,  crossed  the  river,  and  proceeded  to 
where  they  are  now,  proposing  to  setde  as  soon  as  the 
present  ferment  of  war  has  subsided!*    Banmrd,  I 
learq,  was  induced  to  continue  his  route  by  an  Ame- 
riccm  whom  he  met  with,  who  described  hi3  residaM 
to  be  about  fifteen  miles  further,  nearly  in  the  mm 
line  towards  the  States.    With  this  man,  or  near  hhit, 
I  have  no  doubt  he  is  settled ;  my  boy  and  his  owii 
phildren  and  wife  are  with  him.    A  severe  cold,  ftod 
the  anxiety  and  fatigues  of  travelling  have  left  kab  in 
a  very  weak  state,  nevertheless,  I  shall  return  to 
Montreal  by  as  rapid  journeys  as  possible.    And  tiov» 
Captain  Strickland,  if  you  have,  as  I  hope,  fldly  re- 
covered your  health,  do,  my  dear  Sir,  proceed  t6  Ae 
retreat  of  my  brother,  and  snatch  from  him  mf'<AOi, 
or,  ere  my  strength  suffice  to  enable  me  to  do  St' my- 
self, he  may  again  be  removed  far  beyond  my'feMik. 
This,  my  letter,  wjjl  be  sufficient  authority  for  ydii  ti 
flemand  him;  but  should  Barnard,  or  Hastie,  (a^ls 
is  pleased  to  <^all  himself,)  refuse,  pray  remain "lUMtt 
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to  see  if  he  is  reiaoTed,  and  bat  a  fev  d^Ta  vu..  I 
trust,  fiod  me  witk  you.  I  sixtcereiv  Aof>e  ta^t  joa 
have  heard  aoiaetiuiig  satisfactorr  in  toot  ova  aniair«. 
believe  me,  that  next  to  findm^  mj  child,  ncthinz 
would  give  me  greater  pleasure, — I  veam  to  em- 
brace him.  Fly«  then,  fly,  Strickland,  I  beseech  >ou. 
and  do  all  yoa  can  for  me.  I  koow  yoor  be&rt.  ita 
kindness  and  disposition  to  ser^e  me,  and  fancy  that 
I  already  see  jou  on  your  journey.  Go,  then,  and 
that  heaven  may  crown  your  edforts  with  success.  Is, 
dear  Sir,  the  prayer 

"  Of  your  most  sincere 

"  And  ever  obliged  friend, 

"A.  Barnard. 

«  Kingston,  Sept  —  1813." 

*'  Tis  well.  I  do  rejoice  with  thee,  Barnard,  with 
41  my  heart,  and  will  most  willingly  follow  your  in- 
janctions:  it  will  soon,  I  trust,  be  also  for  you  to  re- 
joice with  me.  I  must  needs  again  meet  my  beloved 
](ary ;  meet  such  a  wife  as  reason  will  not  chide  me 
6^,  pressing  to  my  bereaved  heart."  Peter  was  then 
la^  for,  to  whom  turning,  Strickland  said,  *'  You 
wish  for  a  fortnights  holiday :  take  it.  To-morrow  1 
shall  proceed  by  daybreak  for  Riviere  du  Loup ;  so 
far  yon  can  travel  with  me.  I  guess  your  business : 
be  cautious,  Peter.  As  I  wish  you  well,  make  not 
tg(9  hasty  a  bargain.  Beware — it  is  for  life.**  "  Lord 
bliQS^  your  honour,  I  knew  the  widder  had  been  say- 
ing something  to  you  about  it ;  but  I  have  also  other 
Inviess  at  Quebec."  "  You  know  best.  You  will 
t0-uight  order  me  a  calash  and  conducteur,  and  your- 
aplCjfi  roadster,  to  be  ready  by  the  first  blush  of  morn : 
prepare. aJso  yourself  to  accompany  me  us  fur  us  I 
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travel  yoar  way.  Now  leave' me.''  ^^'Good  ni^ty 
and  thank  yoar  honour."  '*  Ere  I  sleep  mi  see  what's 
come  from  James.    First  then,  a  short  npte." 


CHAPTER  3tvnl       ..'';,' 


How  sweet  those  hps !  which,  pouting  to  he  pii^' 
Kindle  new  fires  within  my  youMil  bn^agt»   =       't>  ^  '<" 

.     *  -mi'    ■ 

"  Dear  Sir,  r .  =  r^ 

''  According  to  promise,  I  here^t^  fprw^r^/fPQi 
a  continuation  of  the  manuscript.  My  fatjber  4i9^w 
me  to  say,  that  he  has  made  every  iniq^irjr-.i^hili 
power  respecting  the  persons  you  and  Mi^Jt.  91^^ 
but,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  without  succo^^.  ChadQlleiii: 
with  us,  and  promises  that  you  shall,  read  thftipOKDkii 
she  received  from  little  Edward  by  the  pilot.  p.Thtf 
unkind  girl  refuses  me  that  favour:  I  think. phe^totfl) 
very  unjustly.  I  am  convinced  it  wa4  addrevlscii  4ttt 
me,  for  he  promised  to  do  so.  The.  family  .|3^od)-tlMNB> 
respects ;  and  father  longs  to  hear  how-  yon  ^qmc^^t 
up  the  country,  and  no  less,  I  assure  you,  8i?>  doMei  , 

Your  obliged  serFant,  r^   ^rtBi 

Jambs  ChAmmA. 

''  Thanks,  James,  to  thy  kindness.  Let  me^^mNriii 
for  an  hour,  strive  to  forget  my  own  aflUetidpiQ  194^0: 
contemplation  of  those  of  the  little  cabin-boys/^  t)  ^lir  u> 

I  like   this  place  (Quebec)  vastly.    This;  thtlib  V** 
the  town  so  remarkable  for  having  proved  the  goal  tf 
General  Wolfe's  victorious  race.     Here,  on  the  long^ 
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1 0-be- remembered   pkins  of  Abraham,  he  ' ftll'gljM 
rtonsW  fighting  his  (wmitry's  battles.  i  '  ''•'* 

'  Green  gPOw  the  sod  o'er  fte  warriof's  ?Ta»e/  '  "'""■'' 
The  town,  generally  .speaking,  is  far  from  havuig 
any  peculiar  claims  to  beauty,  being  very  irregularly 
built ;  but  its  Dharming  euviroos,  and  the  romantic 
novelty  of  its  situation,  delight  me.  The  upper  town 
is  Btrongly  fortified,  and  being  built  on  a  lofty  rock, 
looks  down  with  towering  majesty  on  the  loader,  gro- 
velling, as  it  were,  at  its  base. 

I  believe  it  was  about  July  3,  1809— [A  pretty 
fellow  am  J,  James,  to  attempt  to  write  a  jodmal ; 
birf  you  must  take  it  as  if  comes.  Alas !  I  have  but 
too  much  other  occupation  ;  and  here,  if  you  find  nie 
!^l>eal£  somewhat  highly  of  yourself  or  family,  fbink"  ir 
nnl  flattery;  it  never  entered  into  my  thoughts  that 
Smr  would  ever  peruse  it.  But  to  proceed.]  About 
Jtity  3,  we  hove  out  our  ballast,  hauled  along-side  tfi'^ 
ilUay,  and  strack  the  top-gallant  masts ;  after  wHu^W 
ihe  took  and  I  accompanied  the  Captain  on  shcirV^ 
Hid  '  t^turned  heavily  laden  with  fresh  beef,  vegeta- 
liles;  ttc.  for  the  crew,  and  poultry  and  fish  for  the 
cabin.  4th.  We  knocked  out  the  stern-port;  several 
rafts  of  line  oak  were  brought  along-side,  and  a 
stevedore,  with  a  gang  of  thirteen  Canadians,  came 
on  board,  who  commenced  stowing  the  timber  in  the 
hold,  while  onr  own  crew  was  employed  hoisting  it  in. 
I  was  and  still  am  highly  amused  by  thelively  striRn's' 
of  the  different  crews,  while  at  their  work  ;  the  wKot^' 
port  seems  a  scene  of  bustle  and  cheerfulness :  _  the 
saunds'  of  '  Haul,  hoys,  haul!'  'Pull  away,  my 
j<%l>oys!''  ■  Haul,  Nancy,  O  1'  '  Hurra,  for  JiV^Q**' 
Naaicy,  O  1'^  resound  from  thoUSSridiof *yibii.'^'^'«''^ 
n3 
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'''^y^^^ef  has  pro6ted  by  tbe  cheapness  afufun 
here/,  hSvinir  put  in  a  new  bowsprit,  fore-topsail  yudf 
and  main-boom.  Whether  he  fears  that  1  shall  IKMr 
slip  through  his  fingers,  or  not,  I  cBanot  say;  tk^-tit 
nea*-  and  observe  his  kind  words  and  gentle  aottdtUt 
HO  one  would  suppose  bim  to  be  the  same  in^Vldtis) 
wbo  so  recently  used  his  foot  with  sncb  dexterilj, 
and  tickled  my  nether  end  (Heaven  bless  the  mark !) 
with  a  stout  rope's  end.  N^import  what  the  cha^ 
^ri^  from.  Long  life  to  his  reformation,  say  iJ  "'''  I 
'"'I  had  not  been  here  many  days  before  I  fell'Sli  | 
Wth  a  Mr.  Clark,  formerly  servant  to  my  own  falb^^, 
in  Cornwall.  He  being  in  business  here,  connected 
with  the  shipping,  by  mere  accident  recognised  the 
son  of  his  old  master.  To  his  kindness  I  feel  mysell' 
deeply  indebted.  He  invited  me  to  dine  with  him  tm 
the  following  Saoday.  Our  Captain  then  happening 
to  dine  on  board  another  vessel,  I  obtained  leave  ol 
absence  for  the  afternoon.  Oh,  how  I  enjoyed  tlii 
pleasure  of  being  my  own  master,  even  for  a  fe" 
hours!  Dear  liberty!  precious,  inestimable  gift,  I 
adore  thee!  As  may  be  guessed,  I  lost  but  hit' 
time  in  reaching  the  house  of  my  kind  inviter,  ttb' 
welcomed  nie  with  a  cordial  shake  of  the  hauti. 
How  strange,  that  I  do  not  recollect  him ;  and  yei  I 
think  I  have  heard  my  departed  father  speak  oftm 
in  his  praise.  To  meet  with  a  man  who  once  kne« 
and  dwelt  with  my  father,  is  indeed  a  treat. 

We,  that  is  to  say,  Mr.  Clark,  his  wife,  son,  nail 
danghter,  tt^ther  with   your  humble   servant,  »1    = 
dpwn  to  an  excellent   dinner.     The   cloth   was'  no    « 
sooner  removed,  than  Mr.  C.  proposed  a  trip  t 
water ;  accordingly  we  proceeded  to  tbe  boat,  fwtf  ||| 
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>*b^reiMmbered  {dbins  of  Abraham/  to-'i^ll 'gld^ 
ioaBly  fighting' hb  oooatry's  battles.  i  :  :<!>• 

*  Grem  gnopw  the  sod  o'er  tbe  'warrior's  gniTe.' 

rhe  town,  generally  speaking,  is  far  from  having 
iny  peculiar  claims  to  beauty,  being  very  irregularly 
built ;  but  its  charming  environs,  and  the  romantic 
novelty  of  its  situation,  delight  me.  The  upper  town 
is  strongly  fortified,  and  being  built  on  a  lofty  rock, 
looks  down  with  towering  majesty  on  the  hwer,  gro- 
velling, as  it  were,  at  its  base. 

I  believe  it  was  about  July  3,  1809 — [A  pretty 
(Mow  am  I,  James,  to  attempt  to  write  a  journal ; 
Urtyon  inust  take  it  as  it  comes.  Alas !  I  have  but 
ttf^  nitich  other  occupation ;  and  here,  if  you  find  me 
sfisnk  somewhat  highly  of  yourself  or  family,  think  it 
oitHiAttery ;  it  never  entered  into  my  thoughts  that 
jM  would  ever  peruse  it.  But  to  proceed.]  About 
My  3,  we  hove  out  our  ballast,  hauled  along-side  the 
({Afty,  tmd  struck  the  top-gallant  masts ;  after  which 
thfe  Mok  and  I  accompanied  the  Captain  on  shore, 
aiid*' returned  heavily  laden  with  fresh  beef,  vegeta- 
bhto;  Ase.  for  the  crew,  and  poultry  and  fish  for  the 
cabin.'  4tb.  We  knocked  out  the  stern-port;  several 
rafts  of  fine  oak  were  brought  along-side,  and  a 
stevedore,  with  a  gang  of  thirteen  Canadians,  came 
CD  board,  who  commenced  stowing  the  timber  in  the 
hoMrj^  white  otir  own  crew  was  employed  hoisting  it  in. 
I  «icM- and  i^titl  am  highly  amused  by  the  lively  strains 
of  the  difSfSretxi  crews,  while  at  their  work ;  the  whole 
port  seems  a  scene  of  bustle  and  cheerfulness :  the 
Muida''bf-  '  Haul,  boys,  haul!*  'Pull  away,  niy 
jdlly**Kgrgf'  'Haul,  Nancy,  O  !'  •  Hurra,  for  pretty 
NMey,4!>  y  resound  from  thousands  of  voices. 

n3 
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ImmA.  All  iWaetai  of  BT  mtip  as  a  cahM'hoy^  M 
dke  bbons  ef  ike  Momnr,  vae  dbawhcjl  in  tke^iap 
tneslfett  TtetMte^tfaesi^tkecflr.aUyalUweiBi 
eqasdlf  ^ntifiBd.  Tile  rnrer  w«i  cofvoed  inth  httlff 
aai  caaocs.  The  ships  decked  wiA  their  gagmttcq^ 
loors;  whfle  the  Comdbn  boat-song  floated  hamor 
moody  oxer  the  hosoai  of  the  ghn^  stieank  =  Sx** 
pressmg'  aj  iilaif  itiiwi  of  hs  mdodj,  Mr.  C.  poiiteljf 
saag  it,  fak  ooa  and  daoghter  adding  a  cheeifiil  chorM: 
TwBs  thos  we  speat  the  happf  flMMaeatB,  mitilrSt 
p.Sf.,  when  we  landed  oa  the  fifamd.  It  is  iidt:jet 
thkUr  inhabited,  the  greater  part  of  it  renainiiig; 
ovenpread  with  krfkj  trees  aad  tfaiek  underwood. 
How  beantifiil  was  die  daj! — ^How  channing.rdie  j 
soeoe!  We  walked  along  the  shore,  amidst  the  h«i  ^ 
caroHing  of  the  pretty  warblers;  the  fiieqaienieT«,  «r 
rather  the  inhabitants  of  the  groves  and  forests  .pILtiic 
island.  Mr.  C.  had  before  told  me  that  Canada  is 
remarkaUe  for  the  paucity  of  its  singing  birds;  jet 
most  certainly  I  heard  soaie,  and  their  shrill  notes 
were  rendered  donbly  sweet  to  me,  from  having,^  for 
a  long  season,  been  deprived  of  them.  In  the  latter 
part  of  our  walk,  James  kindly  lent  me  his  amboriU 
to  screen  me  from  the  piercing  rays  of  the  sna.  ^  He- 
thinks  I  see  my  reader  smile  at  the  idea  of.aniia%-  j 
nifioant  cabin-boy  perambulating  along  the  coasto*  of  g 
an  island,  with  an  umbrella  extended  to  peeserve  Us  s 
complexion.  Smile  on,  I  would  not  have  yoaicMf ;  I 
but  a  cabin*boy  has  his  feelings !  Thank  heaven,  I  here 
mine:  and  am  as  alive  to  pleasure  and  pain  as'avp(^« 
'  lulmiral.  But  we'll  contrive  to  get  in  out  of  the  sVi 
and  furl  up  the  un^brejla.     On  reaching  the  door  if  ft 
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Iktie  weodi^Dkabkatraii^  Mr.  C.  gmtlyJift^ilbejlfrtolu., 
iM  vsb^rod  us  in  ^wiftbout  farther  joef evidoy .   iTbe* 
imsmtei '  appirated  ■  to  be  famUiarlj  aoqnaiiited  .  with; 
kira^'  Tilt' nntic  table  was  isurrounded  by  wveu.ur. 
eigbt!ptoKn]ii»wbe»  from  the  stmilarity  of  their  feetuiieB» 
appealed  Bioirt of  them  to  belong  to  the  family;  biiti 
aoin.  doiy'boilndi  to  begin  with  the  ladieg;  and^^^* 
efuk  medf  I^eoHnneDce  with  the  ff^iungest:  for  lo.a^y. 
tlie'<tnijth»>  thtee  ii  no  <fld  woman  upon  earth  that  Ij 
ie^rej :  >  Avast  heaving-,  Ned :  I  mutt  make  an  exe^p- 
tibn  of  pocnr  old  Granny.    Bless  her  kind  heai^ ;  ma(f 
tand^  she  both  live  to  meet  again.     Pshaw  I^-^rWhat 
baa  (all  this  to  do  with  the  log-oottage?    Tber^  w^pa 
<wo  girls;  from  fifteen  to  seventeen^  (the  former  a 
hfifndaome  brunette),  a  woman  about  thirty ^-^^^^e  ma&Qesr 
Wd  mistress  of  the  house,  perhaps  tnmM  of  fifty, 
with  a  young  and  a  middie-aged  rustic ^  all,  hippUy 
engaged  playing  a  game  at  cards,  here  called  '  ^ou 
de  Cml:'  (English  this  for  yoursdtes):;  while:  a  ve- 
nerable old  man  sat  on   one  side   the  hearth*  with 
'*  tipectaeled  nose'  poring  over  '  Les  Vetpr9$  i  or  af- 
lomoon  service  of  his  church ;  and  on  the  opposite 
side,  a  lusty  boy,  his  grand,  or  great  grandson^  read- 
ing a  small  book,  in  titled :  '  Chamons  Choisiea ;'  .or. 
Choice  Songs.     I  could  scarcely  take  my  eyes  off  the 
old  nmn,  so  much  was  my  attention  riveted  by  his 
'  venerable  appearance.  At  least  eighty  winters  seemed 
tb  have  rolled  over  his  now  hoary  head.     I  codld  not 
imt^' admire  the  perfect  harmony  which  appeared  to 
leigh  among  the  inmates  of  this  Canadian  hat,  though 
they  were  engaged  in  such  opposite  pursuits..  They  all 
vosetb  accommodate  us  with  seats;  tbe'alacmlyi with 
which  they  did  so,  charmed  me:  their' eyei^  beaming 
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an  unafTected  welcome.  Mr.  Clark  speaks  French 
fluently ;  and  supposing  me  to  be  quite  ignorant  of 
the  language,  spoke  freely  before  tne.  Addrefisio^ 
himself  with  respect  to  the  aged  grandsire,  (who  had 
laid  by  bis  book,  and  was  wiping  big  spectacles),  "  I 
came  purposely  to  give  my  little  companion  a  view  of 
Caaadiati  nianners.  He  is  an  Engiishuian  iH  est 
Anglois),  and  was  never  before  in  this  connlry," 
Observing  that  the  old  man  eyed  me  attentively.fie 
added:  "  True— you  see  him  in  the  garb  of  acooi* 
mon  sailor ;  but  bis  mother,  in  her  youthful  days,  wa> 
opulent  and  respectable ;  aud  liis  late  fatker,  my  bsit; 
my  dearest  friend,  nor  am  I  ashamed  to  own  it,  mv 
kindest  master.  I  grieve  to  see  a  son  of  bis,  thu^ 
reduced,  but  cannot  tell  bim  so;  for  if  he  possesses 
but  a  spark  of  his  fathers  feelings,  tlie  remark  wooiti 
inflict."—  Here  I  could  not  help  droppiug  a  fogiiab 
tear,  which  convinced  the  speaker  that  I  understood 
at  least  a  part  of  his  subject;  for  changing  his  dis- 
conrst!,  in  apparent  confusion,  he  said  "  Come,  come, 
my  friends,  put  on  the  kettle— we  intend  to  main 
free,  aud  drink  tea  on  the  green  before  the  cottii^i 
door."  Prompt  to  gratify  bis  request,  the  cards  vj 
nisbed  in  a  trice.  The  old  milk-white  table  was  oai- 
riad  out,  and  the  younger  maiden  of  the  card-part; 
busily  employed  herself  in  arranging  on  it  the  best 
tea-cups.  After  an  excellent  cup  of  tea,  aud  a  plen- 
tiful cold  collation,  we  rose  refreshed.  The  old  man 
having  been  the  only  one  of  the  Canadians  who  par- 
took with  us,  the  remainder  having  stedfastly  resisted 
all  our  importunities.  I  say  our,  for  having  onoe 
broken  the  ice  of  cold  ceremony,  /  chattered  away  at 
fast  as  any  of  them.     "  Now,"  said  the  cheerful  old 
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1-^'  my  children  shall  entertain  le  petit  bon  homnie 
lois  with  a  dance."  WhiJe  the  youth  Jacques 
lespatched  to  the  house  of  a  ueighbouring;  farmer, 
I'played  a  pretty  good  stroke  on  the  fiddle,  the 
\of  us  did  ample  justice  to  Mr.  C.'a  wine.  The 
ry  fiddler  soon  arrived  with  the  younger  branches 
IkUbmily,  and  '  struck  up  a  lilt  toe  braely.'  The 
W  notes  of  his  instrument  at  once  set  all  the 
liful  part  of  the  company  to  dancing,  with  such 
kntion,  as  proved  that  their  whole  heart  was  cen- 
l  i|i  the  graceful  amusement.  In  the  intervals  of 
ittg,  several  Freuch  songs  were  Eung,  acooia- 
bd  by  the  violin  and  James's  Bute ;  and  lastly, 
d  save  the  King;'  in  which  I  joined  fervently, 
hided  the  musical  part  of  the  afternoon's  enter- 
nent  Was  my  loyalty  lo  be  estimated  by  my 
I,  I  should  be  ranked  among  his  Majesty's  most 
fill  subjects.  On  entering  the  cottage,  we  pre- 
d  to  take  leave  of  these  truly  friendly  people, 
1  the  old  man  begged  that  1  would  accept  a  little 

canoe,  about  two  feet  long,  made  by  the  In- 
s,  and  a  complete  model  of  their  larger  ones: 
dog  that  it  will  be  a  cvrio^ty  in  England,  my 
■a  to  possess  it,  so  far  overcame  my  good  man- 

(if  I  have  any,)  as  to  induce  me  eagerly  to  ac- 
it  at  the  first  offer.  I  only  regretted  that  I  had 
lug  to  give  in  return  for  their  kindness.  Oh, 
,  an  iron  tie  is  poverty!  How  cruelly  does  it 
it  the  hand  which  would  willingly  extend  itself 
Bees  of  benevolence  !  When  on  the  threshold  of 
cottage  lo  depart,  Jacques  desired  that  I  would 
down  with  him  to  the  beach,  distant  about  one 

|H  paces,  to  view  a  canoe,  out  of  which  some 


I 
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Indians  had  disembarked  in  the  morning  i' — prosuau^ 
Mr.  C.  to  speedily  return  ^^off  he  and  I,  and  Jame.~, 
scampered,  striving  who  could  run  fastest,  Ob  reacli- 
ing  the  water,  we  saw  a  canoe,  about  twelve  feet  Jong. 
made  of  bark,  and  formed  inside  with  ribs  or  dal 
hoops.  The  different  pieces  of  bark  were  sewn  toge- 
ther with  the  fibrous  roots  of  a  tree  split  for  thp 
purpose,  and  the  seams  paid  over  with  a  gum  whicb 
plentifully  exudes  from  the  fir  tree.  I  had  been  en- 
gaged but  a  moment  in  regarding  it,  when  my  new 
acquaintance,  Jacques,  jumped  in  ;  who,  on  my  offer- 
ing to  follow  him,  drily  observed  that  I  had  hetUn 
stay  out  if  I  valued  a  dry  skm.  When  fie  jumped  oatt 
feeling  somewhat  insulted  by  his  remark,  and  aii 
unaccountable  wish  to  shew  my  dexterity,  1  suddienly 
jumped  in;  hut,  melancholy  to  relate,  my  mother's 
son,  uot  happening  to  pitch  right  Id  the  centre,  nnd 
consequently  pitching  a  little  on  one  side,  (I  like  tn 
be  explicit),  the  treacherous  canoe  upset ;  and  before 
I  scarcely  knew  where  I  was,  canted  me  cleverly  into 
the  water  like  a  soused  puppy,  in  a  place  where  tbiit 
element  was  upwards  of  four  feet  deep.  Bow  I  goi 
out  I  can  hardly  tell.  My  readers  must,  I  Irnst  by 
this  time,  know,  from  my  general  steadiness,  good 
demeanour,  &c.  &c.,  that  though  I  had  been  <lrinking 
wine,  I  could  not  possibly  have  been,  what  our  Cap- 
tain calls  ■  tippy  bobby,'  (consult  your  dtctiouarie->.  i 
Regaining  the  house,  heartily  vexed  and  ashamed  nl 
my  folly,  the  good  people  would  needs  insist  that  1 
should  go  to  bed  in  an  adjoining  room,  while  thr^ 
improved  the  fire  to  dry  my  clothes.  To  so  reason- 
able  a  proposition,  I  at  once  acceded.  Into  bed  I 
jumped  like  a  callow  bird,  and  if  not  quite  so  mftocrnt 
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as  Adam,  in  hUprimitiTe  state,  at  least,  quite  as  nakid. 
[  soon  fell  asleep,  but  awoke  with  horror,  aftfer 
dreaminff  that  I  was  pinioned  to  the  bed  by  robbers 
ami  gypsiee,  from  the  hands  of  whom  my  departed 
father  was,  in  -vain,  endeavouring  to  rescue  me;  I 
also  saw,  or  thought  T  saw,  a  stranger  in  the  bact 
ground.  I  sat  np,  looked  aronnd  me,  and  through 
(he  crannies  of  the  door  espied  the  sparkling  fire,  with 
the  young  maidens  before  it  drying  my  clothes,  and 
joking  about  my  late  accident.  "  We'll  have  some 
Tun,"  observed  the  elder,  "  when  they  are  dry  le^s 
tumble  them  into  a  pail  of  water,  as  if  by  accident, 
and  keep  (he  young  Englishman  here  all  night." 
"  Not),  uoB,  pour  ramour  Dieu !"  (but  I  am  forgetting 
Ibatall  my  readers  cannot  speak  French.)  "  No,  no, 
fw  the  love  of  God !"  replied  the  younger,  "if  he  is 
nM  aboard  to-night,  he  will  be  scolded,  perhaps 
leatea;  you  would  not  like  to  have  him  hurt,  would 
yott?"'  I  admired  the  soft  insinnating  voice  with 
wUoh  this  was  spoken,  as  well  as  the  tender  look  With 
which  the  kind  interrogative  was  accompanied,  and 
lat^faibg  at  my  late  fears,  said  to  myself,  "Twas 
bat'  a  dream  then."  I  assayed  to  sleep,  but  in  vain ; 
I  still  felt  nneasy,  and  laid  dozing,  when  I  heard  the 
door  gently  open,  and  observed  the  two  girls  steal- 
ing softly  towards  my  bedside,  as  if  to  perceive  whe- 
ther I  was  asleep  or  not ;  when  a  sndden  whim  induced 
me  to  feign  myself  in  a  profound  slumber.  Pre- 
sebtly  after  this,  I  thought  I  heard  the  elder  whisper 
"/will,  if  you  will!"  and  felt,  from  the  pressure  of 
the  dothes,  that  one  of  them  was  bending  towards  nle, 
when,  scarcely  being  able  to  refrain  from  laughter,  I 
KntTered  the  elder  to  kiss  me  (my  head  lying  passive. 
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and  my^yes  ^Q»t  sbut,)  I  soon  pwoeiiFed  that  slie 

had  be^n  «atiog  either  garlic  or  onioiis* .  Gopoos 

draughts  o£  exhilarating  port  bad  iinpazied  to^atj 

Qh^P  1^  more  dBM»  usual  Uoam,  whieh  wm^kmi^tmmi 

by  tim  oapsoiouaiieM  of  the  sly  pert  I  was  aetiiigv^Ai 

%i  I  lay  trembliog,  I  felt  the  blood  rwag  te  wfifaeB. 

I  was  not,  however^  doomed  to  long  saapeoMV'  At 

the  younger  exolaimiDg,  **  II  est  jolil''     '^  Hereqgpii 

to  kiss  aa  EngUshniaii !"  eageriy  drew  nig^  ffM 

her  ruby  lips  to  mine^  impriBtiiig  on  tlieni>^  igMtii 

though  burning  kiss,  and,  as  thoegh  diederi^ediflesJ 

sure  from  the  playful  act»  seamed  to  hang  <^w9»-wt 

in  a  transport  of  fottdness.    To  say  that  thts«'iipi 

agreeajbh  to  me  is  saying  nothing  at  all/*<-I'lMul  »iiver 

before  experienced  a  moment  of  snob  ecstaeyji  Isr 

breath  seemed  a  compound  of  roses  and  new^mowi 

hay :  it  was  the  sweetest  kiss — But  what  noiiuiuss^ 

yet  I  mus#  set  it  down,  I  never  wish  to  forget  itcioi 

laid  still,  still  as  marble,  in  expectation  of  aneliiiM 

nor  was  I  disappointed,  a  more  glewii^  kasi  hsaiy 

the  reward  of  my  perseverance.     Suddenly,  I' pli* 

tended  to  awake,  and  threw  my  arms  round  the  eMV 

of  the  welcome  intruder.     She  strutted  to  extiMift 

herself,  while  J,  employing  all  my  strength  te  dMli 

her,  was  drawn  full  three^burths  out  of  bedl,  mNI 

quitted  my  hold,  nor  had  I  done  so  then,  but  4<^Wt 

unwelcome  intrusion  of  the  old  man.    Thaaks  Hb  wM 

stars !  he  could  not  see  far  beyond  his  nese  wMiMi 

spectacles.     I  was  under  the  bed-clothes  in  a*  iMA^ 

ling,  while  the  abashed  girls  speedily  ynthit^^^^ 

...  aJ 

"^The  witfaor  begs  thtt  those  few  of  bis  fior  leadea  wlp  lA 

decided  enemies  to  kissingf  will  excuse  the  Meli^  ^th^iiMiil 
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nMiJkg^  I  found  that  tkis  licde  iacidflBt  afforded  much 
■uurtb  to  the  whole  oompwiy,  wlio  jnitlv  looked  opoa 
il  as  a  yootltful  frolic.    It  being  now  past  serea,  we 
fogmd  it  hii^  time  to  retrace  oar  ftepa.    The  faaiiiy 
iocoiiipomed  as  to  the  boat;    the  yooog  Marianne 
oanryiag  my  little  canoe  to  the  shore  far  me,  leaning 
•«  my  shoolder    and   whispering,  **  I  shall    never 
fvget  yoor  visit,  my  charming  little  Engiishmanr 
tahilo  her  mother  rqMroved  her  with  an  expressive 
fimra;  bat  we  had  all  drank  rather  too  fireelv.     Mr. 
C.  tritb  much  difficulty  prevailed  upon  oar  kind  en- 
taiteiiiers  to  retain  the  remnant  of  provisions  and 
iiiiaors,  in  return  for  their  hospitality. 
;  We  pot   off  from    the   shore  amidst    nnmerous 
'.^Adieus!"  Marianne  warmly  exclaiming*  "Qoe  la 
ban  Dieu  vous  bennissat!  mon  joli  petit  Anglois!" 
Need  I  say  that  I  quitted  this  charming  island,  and 
imiable  fiunily,  with  regrtL   The  wind  blowing  fresh» 
together  with  the  lateness  of  the  evening*  prevented 
qar  visiting  the  *  FalU,  we  therefore  made  the  best  of 
oar  way  towards  the  city.    Charlotte.   I   fancied* 
iMted  me  with  more  coolness  than  on  oar  passage 
imf^»  which  I  attribated  to  her  being  shocked  at  my 
^uewve  rudeness  in  the  chamber  scene*  and  whis- 
femdl  my  suspicions  to  James*  who  softly  replied* 
^(Put  you  fool  1  don't  you  see  Bhe[s  jealous  V    Whe- 
Hlpr  the  Uu9t  word  caught  her  attentive  ear*  I  know 
la^  hot  she  cast  on  him  so  contemptuous  a  frown  as 
lAed  hfifor^  thought  her  amiable  features  incapable 
ffi  firadacing.    I  supped  at  Mr.  C.'s*  and*  receiving 

ha  here  copied  the  cabin-boy's  manuscript,  assuring  them  that  on 
ib  psifieoUur  scene  depends  a  discovery  of  importance,  as  the 
•H|nd  will  prove ;  he  therefore^  could  not,  with  propriety/  omit  it. 
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a.  friendly  invitatioii  to  repeat  my  visits  at  all  opjpor^ 
tunities,  took  leave  of  .him  and  bis<  family,  andt  at 
about  eleven  got  on  board  the  Goddess.  t*'£kt' bp- 
proaohing  the  companioD,  my  ears  were  i8al«fted4f 
the  sounds  of  boisterous  mirth.  The  CafltaiD  wd 
mate  being  both  on  shore.  Clapper  was  left* inaehaqfe 
of  the  cabin,  and  my  friend  Bob,  taking,  opfiatlnliilgf 
by  the  forelock,  had  invited  on  board  a^.nomlBMb^  ; 
cabin-boys,  and  other  apprentices,  from  the^adjiuuig 
ships,  and  spent  the  evening  in  drinking>-&ic<(i  '€ttNH|f 
down  below  I  observed  a  large  party  seatodbbeiliiid 
long  pipes,  and  through  a  cloud  of  tobae<p{>dhdoUi 
just  diacemed  gentleman  Bob,  at  the  hsfad  lof^^llil 
tabloi  in  the  midst  of  a  smutty  song.  >^«HoIloa|d|fl0^ 
UemenT'  I  exclaimed,  "High  life  bdow>i«te^i|l^  ^ 
AU  my  remonstrances  proved  unavailingvto '  etiarillil  | 
cabin  of  these  troublesome  guests,  ualilil  had  JCOidBfr 
scended  {condescended,  mind  tfaatQtfto  driAk^iiil)^Mii 
with  them,  and  until  they  had  seen  the  to^to^  #1^ 
large  case  bottle  of  rum  they  hadputdfaased^il^i^b- 
scription.  I  dreaded  momentarily  tbe^asriii^a|tb0^ 
Captain:  it  was  after  midnight  when  they  dt^partdHt 
and  it  then  took  me  till  near  one,  and  anioejiAvi  hiil 
of  it,  to  escort  the  drunken  young  sdoundtefai'l^  fltflF 
respective  ships,  they  being  too  farigone  totpilot^UaA' 
selves.  But  not  a  word  about  drmmkenn^s^  fttwit  i 
Ned,  thou  wast,  at  least,  three  sheets'  itt  ^^tePMil  \ 
ihygey^;  hnt  I,  in  good  society,  corid^^idt*pi»iaiMy 
h»ve  gott^i  drunk;  for  in  sach  cMM/'<leil?'iit^dlWI 
dnnk  as  much  as  he  pleases,  to^  Me^lAl^  cMiAiir 
phrases,  he  only  becomes  '  a  Utile  fnA^i^iiiltKt' 
mellow'-^^'warmed  with  the  juiee  ■  of  ihe  » jgfiapi^ 
^  half  seas  over' — and,  at  the^^orst,  but  <<^  tt^tde*  iit- 
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toxicated.'     None  bat  the  vulgar  are  accused  of  the 
crime  of  absolute  drunkenness. 

July  20th.  We  have  taken  in  100  tons  of  oak|  and 
been  for  some  days  past  taking  in  pine,  with  a  view  to 
Mow  the  heavier  part  of  the  cargo  at  the  bottom,  thus 
8|ip«raedingy  to  a  certain  degree,  the  necessity  of  taking 
^'ballast;  it  would  be  unwise,  indeed,  if,  like  the 
)eDODg  gents  abovementioned,  we  managed  to  take  in 
INiiB<  cargo  in  such  quantities  and  Tjualities  as  would 
BWflfi  us  top-heavy. 

brrSoaday.  This  morning  I  have  been  ashore  with 
th^  Skipper  (Captain)  to  carry  a  parcel,  and  found 
toe  on  my  way  back,  to  pry  into  the  Roman  CathoKc 
otilliedral,  when,  to  my  great  edification,  I  witnessed 
irigh  mass  celebrated  in  all  its  pomp  and  splendour. 
](|ara  now,  in  conjunction  with  Dennis,  about  to  pre- 
pare a  sumptuous  dinner  for  a  party  expected  on 
k^tad  at  three ;  must  therefore,  reader,  without  deiav. 
Hvii  the  pen  for  the  roUing-pin. 
.f  Night.  After  a  great  bustle  of  preparation,  seven 
9ir  weight  Captains  came  on  board,  with  my  master,  to 
dim^.  Abundance  of  good  things  were  devoured  on 
Ihci  occasion,  and  an  elegant  desert  followed.  I  have 
pwl  dearly  to-day  for  my  last  Sunday  afternoon's 
InUday ;  never  before  having  had  my  bands  so  full  of 
WtQiA*  I  ftm  quite  exhausted.  These  nautical  gents 
(fpafouiid  them)  exact  as  much  homage  and  attend- 
ftltta  as  a  bashaw.  £ach  Captain  was  accommodated 
jujyiib.a  napkin,  and  two  pair  of  nut-crackers — his  own, 
HiHtiaB  artificial  pair.  Thanks  to  my  extraordinary 
iMfili!  I  have  received  great  praise  from  the  guests, 
aii4^?vlwf  B  better,  a  present  of  five  shillings  (about 
9|d.  each !)     This  tends  to  heighten  the  Captaia'i^ 
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good  opiiioa  ot  me,  relyingi  I  suppose,  on  the  judg^ 
ment  of  these  gentlemen,  as  his  empty  bottles'  nMt' 
conviadngly  prove  to  him  that  they  ate,  at  leiist^  ntefr' 
of  taste.    At  six  p.  m«  I  had  the  honoaf  to  serve  thM^ 
with  coffee,  and  at  dark  they  all  staggered  oa  sboiN^' 
(only  '  somewhat  mdlow/)  one  of  the  parQr  klad^ 
undertaking  to  pilot  his  componioms  ta  a  bo«se'6f 
genteel  accommodation.    So,  so,  thought  I,  tiie  ^goobH 
is  clear  for  the  ni^t,  I  shall  see  no  more  of  josy  Ba^  \ 
cbus,  Venus-loving  master  till  late  in  the  morning; .  I' 
hastened  to  clear  away  the  wreck  of  the  entertainment 
intending  to  ask  the  mate's  leave  to  go  ashorer  ali|p| 
visit  Mr.  Clark,  but  discovering  that  the  oook  ail^  \ 
Bob  are  not  aboard,  nor  any  body  else  to  assist  kne  is  j: 
the  important  offices  of  dish- washing,  &c.  I  am  cefitfif  ^ 
pelled  to  remain  on  board.     'Tis  now  a  late  boor,  aatf  J 
I  warrant  I  shall  steep  without  rocking*.  •'•i^i 

*'  And  so,  I  hope»  shall  I"  ejaculated  Strickiaa^ ^ 
"  I  feel  interested  in  the  youth's  adventmres,  I  kmnt)  ^ 
not  wby»  I  shall  endeavour  to  proenre  from  Ifisf^ 
Clark  the  residue."  i 

CHAPTER  XVin.  * 

Loud  howls  the  nsing  storm ;  the  migh^  thunders  rosr  j  . 
Swift  flies  our  boat,  as  still  we  ply  the  lab'riDg  oar.  .)J 

Crack  !  went  the  whip  of  the  condnctear,  tt-aobl 
hero  quitted  Montreal,  before  sunrise.     Peter,  jo^^  i 
ging  on,  on  a  sure-footed  nag  in  the  rear,  and  doetsa^   * 
ing  over  the  reception  he  was  likely  to  meet  with   :' 
fh)m  the  waim  and  plump  widder  at  Quebec^  Us  treHi 
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as  aQticipating;  the  friendly  welcome  be  should  receite 
from  Blackee  and  his  wife.  Strickland,  tboiigh  it 
was  stili  eariy,  breakfasted  at  Point  aux  Trembles, 
and  tiien  pushed  on  for  the  Traverse :  the  which  bar" 
ing  crossed  in  safety,  and  with  coisparative  expedi- 
lioii,  be  turned  to  Peter,  and  with  a  smile,  observed, 
"We  we  now  in  the  latitude  of  cotc-rfwny.'"  "Aye, 
your  Honour,  and  of  dogs  and  ganders.  I  woaldn't 
lay  out  a  penoy  in  Ibe  place,  if  I  was  starving."  "  Not 
if  you  were  just  landed  from  the  Newfoundland 
schooner,  Peter,  and  had  been  fed  a  fortnight  upon 
cod'fisb  V  "I  don't  know.  Sir ;  I  think  I  might  be 
somewhat  tempted," 

At  thin  moment  the  travellers'  ears  were  saluted  by 
SDiKie  melodious  notes,  poured  forth  by  a  Flinch  bugle. 
The  early  musician  was  at  no  great  distance,  and 
sntFered  his  canoe  to  float  passively  down  with  Hie 
current.  As  be  passed  from  solemn  to  cheerful,  and 
thence  to  desponding  notes,  so  rose  and  fell  our  hero's 
spirits.  For  some  minutes  he  listened,  bis  soul  as  it 
were,  wrapped  up  by  the  magic  of  sweet  harmony  ; — 
presently  afterwards  the  author  of  it  was  lost  to  their 
view,  behind  the  shady  trees.  All  else  seemed  still, 
as  if  with  one  consent ;  hushed  nature  listened  with 
delight.  "lam  not  at  a  loss,"  thought  Strickland, 
"for  the  meaning  of  that  beautiful  passage  in  the 
'  Tempest,'  commencing,  '  Wliere  should  this  music 
be  ?— in  air  or  earth?'"  It  had  ceased.  "How 
liked  you  thai?" — turning  to  his  still  listening  domes- 
tic. .  "Defightful!  delightful!  your  Honour. 

""'Music  has  chajTns  (o  smoolli  (saotlie)  tlie  savage  beasl.'" 
"  Bravo!  Peter,  thou  art  becoming  quite  classical; 
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and*   quittiDg  the  methodistiGal  fashiOB   of  mpmfif 
'  7%ti«  said  our  parson/  or,  *  The  panon  of  o«r  tSuge 
used  to  say/ — ^you  qaote  elegant  passages  from  the 
best  authors.     Do  you  spend  much  time  in  trntHa^ 
Peter  ? "     "  Yes,  Sir,  and  much  more  in  ipdKaif.    I 
never  like  to  jump  over  the  hard  wcnrds.     Peihipi 
your  Honour  can  just  tell  me  how  to  spell  iridkfcr?* 
''Is  it  widder,  or  wi-der,  you  mean?**     ''Ah!  iiow»I 
see  your  Honour  is  joking  about  her  rotanditty;  whj, 
I  begin  to  grow  rather  plumpish  myself;  she  aa'tt 
bit  too  fat  for  Peter/'     ''  Oh !  I  perceive,  since  dMNf 
is  a  lady  in  the  case,  'tis  wi-dow  you  mean.    FD  wriH 
it  down  for  thee,  Peter,  that  thy  memory  nuqr  mt 
betray  thee  in  a  matter  of  such  moment ;  and  at  tb 
same  time  would  have  thee  beware  of  widows :  tkf 
are  cunning  rogues,  Peter,  and  one  may  prove  tfi 
much  for  thee/'     "Ah!  your  Honour's  very  kkJL 
Your  advice  puts  me  in  mind  of  the  old  song— 

*  Two  wives  IVe  got  in  the  army : 
But  one  is  too  many  for  me.* 

But  mine,  your  Honour,  is  ' a  widow  indeed/"    " fr 
deed,  is  she?"  archly  replied  Strickland. 

How  long  this  learned  discourse,  on  the  dangtf  ti 
be  apprehended  from  having  any  thing  to  do  wilhi 
widow,  might  have  continued,  we  know  not.  UiAf» 
tunately  for  the  world,  a  sudden  interruption  cat  i 
short;  for  in  a  narrow  angle  of  the  road  theynnf 
with  another  calash,  in  which  two  couple  were  elodlf 
packed ;  one  of  the  females  was  decorated  widi  nUt 
bunches  of  flowers,  tastefully  arranged.  They  provci 
to  be  a  party  of  the  conducteur's  country  friends,  ofl 
their  way  to   a  neighbouring  church,  whither  ^ 
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jouDger  couple  were  proceeding  to  be  married.     On 
^gfmmewing  a  journey  in  Canada,  a  bottle  of  rum  is 
^ynsidered  as  essential  an  appendage  to  the  travelling 
aguipage,  as  a  whip»  the  wheels,  or  indeed  the  horse 
^imsalf.    After  mutual  inquiries  about  the  state  of 
t|l@  roads,  which  the  guides  represented  as  much 
worse  (if  possible)  than  they  really  were,  and  ending 
|n  m  euloghim  on  the  good  qualities  of  their  cattle, 
Strickland's   conducteur    requested    his    friends    to 
^'y^xr^tea  et  prend  une  petite  goutte."     While  they 
|f«^  wiping  their  months,  and  making  cheerful  pre* 
ly^r^ioQs  for  the  expected  treat,  the  poor  Canadian 
HMs  fumbling  among  the  straw  at  the  bottom  of  the 
fE|i)aah  for  the  bottle,  when,  to  his  extreme  mortifica- 
lipO,  he  discovered  the  bottle  uncorked,  and  what's 
morsef  bottom  up ;  upon  which  his  friends,  notwith- 
standing their  disappointment,  set  up  a  loud  laugh, 
and  drove  on.     It  was  highly  diverting,  if  not  edify«* 
lug,  to  hear  the  pious  petitions  he  put  up  in  behalf  of 
tuine  hostess  of  the  Croix  d'Or,  whom  he  honoured 
With  some  epithets  that  beggar  description;  among 
which  Bougruse  and  Chienne^  were. the  most  pro- 
idinent.     This  ridicnlons  occurrence  furnished  Striok- 
kmd  with  food  for  laughter  for  many  a  mile.  "  Surely," 
^iMight  he,  *'  I  am  spell-bound,  or  whence  this  irre- 
rtltible  propensity  to  laugh  ?  when  I  know  it  to  be  so 
Imeongenial  to  the  old  man's  feelings.''    Peter  was 
bit  disposed  to  view  the  accident  in  quite  so  comic  a 
4%bt  as  his  master,  either  from  pure  sympathy,  or 
Woaose-he  had  expected  to  go  snacks  in  the  contents 
of  the  bottle.    They  baited  the  horses  at  Lavaltre, 
tod  here  Peter  and  the  conducteur  made  themselves 

to  ample  an  amends  for  their  late  in]«fortune.  that 
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Strickland  almost  feared  to  embark  with  so  unsteady 
a  pilot.    They  dined  late  at  Berthier^  and  wishing  to 
reach  Riviere  du  Loup  that  evening,  by  dint  of  some 
persuasion,  and  a  little  money,  the  conducteur  coO' 
sented  to  push  on,  leaving  his  own  horses,  and  hiring 
fresh  ones  from  the  innkeeper.     Started  again  on  the 
road,  Peter  bore  no  unapt  resemblance  to  the  hu- 
morous  Sancho  Panza;    but  the  nag   he   bestrode 
agreed  better  with  the  description  of  Kosinante,  tbe 
famed  steed  of  that  renowned  hero,  Don  Quixote,  the 
knight  of  the  rueful  countenance.     The  moon  had 
just  risen,  when  they  crossed  the  bridge  of  the  little 
Riviere  du  Loup,  and  arrived  at  the  door  of  their  old    , 
inn;  and  here  Strickland  was  amazed  by  the  loud   i 
groans  of  Peter.     ''  Oh !  your  Honour,  my  sufferings    ' 
are  horrible.     I  never  rode  so  far  in  one  day  in  mj  J 
life  before ;  what  a  pickle  am  I  in !    Could. the  widder  ^ 
but  now  see  me,  how  would  she  pity  me !    This  is  bat  J 
the  ghost — the  'natomy  of  a  horse — a  bag  of  bones— 
too  hard  and  sharp  for  the  back-side  (I  beg  your 
Honour's  pardon)  of  a  negro,  let  alone  a  man,  and  a 
Christian''    The  poor  fellow  was  so  chafed  in  parti 
which  necessarily  came  in  contact  with  the  horse'f 
back,  or  rather,  the  apology  for  a  saddle,  that  it  wai 
found  necessary  to  assist  him  to  alight,  he  all  the  tiiii0 
exclaiming,  ''Oh!  oh!  your  Honour! — gently!  oh! 
I'd  sooner  travel  barefoot  from  Bath  to  Bethlehea.  F 
So  wretched  a  beast  is  not  worth  cutting  up  for  dogt* 
meat!"    Our  hero  being  constrained  to  leave  Peter 
at  the  inn,  walked  over  to  the  house  of  Mr.  WhiteJ  , 
That  gentleman  rejoiced  to  see  him ;  and  od  beiiy 
made  acquainted  with  his  wish  to  cross  tbe  Lake,  le- 
plied,  ''Sir,  I  have  a  little  sail  fitted  to  my  ewoe; 
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my  son,  and  a  slout  lad  I  have  upoa  the  farm,  shall 
accompany  you ;  I  can  trust  them  to  bring  her  aa£e 
back.  My  boy,  though  but  fourteen,  from  his  fre- 
(juent  excursions  on  the  Lake,  a  fishing,  and  little 
trips  up  our  riyer,  among  the  rapids,  to  gather  berries, 
and  snare  wood-pigeons,  is  as  skilful  as  a  maw,  and 
what  is  more,  as  the  canoe  is  but  small,  is  much 
lighter  than  one." 

Matters  being  thus  arranged  to  our  hero's  satis- 
faction, he  accepted  a  pressing  invitation  to  lodge 
liere  for  the  night,  supped,  took  a  friendly  hand  of 
Cards  with  the  family,  and  at  his  usual  hour  retired 
to  his  chamber.  It  was  one  of  those  sultry  Canadian 
nights,  rendered  more  oppressive  than  a  night  under 
the  tropics,  from  the  absence  of  sea  and  land  breezes. 
The  musquitoes  were  exceedingly  troublesome ;  and 
Strickland,  Dot  feeling  inclined  to  sleep,  walked  to 
the  window.  The  moon  shone  brightly  upon  the  two 
tinued  spires  of  the  church  of  St.  Antoine,  and  gilded 
the  face  of  the  river  with  light  and  beauty.  "  In  such 
a  night  as  this,"  thought  Strickland,  "how  pleasant 
would  it  be  with  a  friend  to  rove  through  the  woods 
and  meadows !  'Twas  on  such  nights  as  these,  I  tra- 
veiled  many  a  delightful  mile  to  woo  my  Mary, — my 
poor  wanderer.  Alas!  where  is  she  now?  Is  she 
from  her  casement, — her  window,  regarding  the  fickle 
moon,  and  thinking  on  her  unhappy  Strickland?  But, 
hark !  I  hear  the  pleasing  sound  of  the  boat-song, 
and  the  regular  splashing  of,the  paddles.  With  such 
3  prospect,  and  music  too,  one  might  almost  fancy 
one's  self  in  the  poets'  famed  Elysium  ;  every  thing 
around  me,  but  the  troublesome  fties,  invites  to  sooth- 
ing melancholy  and  pensive  contemplation.     But  all 
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this  is  eiQpty,  transitory,  fleeting,  like  haman  joys^ 
and  human  friendships.    This  moon,  which  now  sheds 
her  mild  lustre  over  the  face  of  nature,  may,  ere 
morning's  dawn,  be  obscured  by  clouds  and  tempests; 
the  still,  placid  surface  of  that  glassy  stream,  be  agi^  |{ 
tated  into  convulsive  waves;  and  the  wide-spreading 
trees,  which  now  maintain  a  solemn  stillness,  ware 
mournfully  to  the  impelling  storm !     What  depend- 
ence have  we  here?    Ere  morning  dawns,  this  peace- 1^ 
ful  cottage  may  be  enveloped  in  flames  of  fire, — the  i- 
work  of  some  incendiary,  effect  of  accident,  or  stroke  ^ 
of  fire  electric ;  the  sudden  swelling  of  this  little  river  ^ 
may  sweep,  ere  day,  that  church,  this  cottage,  and  ^ 
the  neighbouring  barns,  into  the  bowels  of  yon  pladd 
lake.     What  is  there,  then,  for  man  to  call  his  own! 
Yet,  hark!   a  whisper  softly  answers  my  inquiring 
heart,  and  says, — *  Religion,^ 

*  Religion ! — Providence ! — an  after  state ! 
Here  is  firm  footing, — here  is  solid  rock. 
This  can  support  us :  all  is  sea  besides. 
Sinks  under  us,  bestorms,  and  then  devours. 
His  hand  the  good  man  fastens  on  the  skies. 
And  bids  earth  roll,  nor  feels  her  idle  whirl.' 

**  But  here  on  earth  we  have  duties  to  perform.  I  an 
not  created  for  the  purpose  of  spending  whole  nights 
in  unprofitably  gazing  at  the  moon ;  but  am  engaged 
in  the  important  task  of  rescuing  an  ill-treated  child*] 
from  the  tyrannic  grasp  of  a  ruffian  unde^ — ^to  restore 
him  to  the  arms  of  a  fond  parent,  that  he^  like  the  ivy 
twining  round  the  sinewy  oak,  may  derive  supp<^ 
and  protection  from  his  powerful  shade.  Shall  I  want 
Peter?    I  am  well  armed  in  case  of  necessity;  thes^ 
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pistols  faave  been  well  tried;   tkey  weie  a  prefoit 
from  the  immortal  Nelson,  but  a  few  weeks  after  the 
memorable  battle  of  the  Nile.     Besides,  I  hsTe  given 
Feter  leave.     He  has  his  objects  of  pursuit,  as  weU 
as  I  :  'twere  croel,  then,  to  disappoint  him«     Does 
the  paltry  difference  of  possessing  a  few  more  bits  of 
shining  clay,  make  my  feelings  more  susceptible  than 
:    Us  ?     Or  does  his  want  of  this  world's  goods  depute 
V   to  me  the  right  of  doing  with  him  as  I  please  ?     For* 
'    Ud  it,  Heaven !     Formed  of  the  same  dust,  in  the 
'    tame  image  as  myself,  let  me,  when  I  study  my  own 
prosperity  or  ease,  learn  also  to  consult  the  peace  and 
;   bappiness  of  those  whom  Heaven  has,  for  the  present, 
:Br    placed  beneath  me ;  for  who  can  say,  I  never  shall 
*    kave  a  master?    But,  'tis  time  to  rest  my  weary  limbs 
^r  on  yonder  humble  pallet ;  and  may  to-morrow's  set- 
ting sun  bid  me  its  evening  farewell  many  miles  oi| 
my  way  to  the  American's  cottage  on  the  border." 

<<'Tis  time  to  start,"  thought  Strickland,  as   he 
arose  early — 

<  For  look !  the  morn,  in  russet  mantle  clad. 
Walks  o'er  the  dew  of  yon  high  eastern  hill.' " 

After  breakfast,  he  crossed  over  to  the  main  village 
in  a  wooden  canoe,  while  the  bark  one  was  being  re- 
paired, to  waft  him  over  the  Lake.  At  the  inn  he 
found  Peter,  still  unfit  to  sit  on  horseback ;  and  after 
advising  him  to  rest  there,  and  on  the  following  day 
proceed  to  Quebec,  he  took  a  friendly  leave  of  the 
humorous  fellow,  and  returned  to  Mr.  W.'s,  a  rustic 
bearing  his  valise.  Here  he  was  mortified,  on  disco- 
vering that  the  canoe,  from  having  remained  some 
di^s  on  the  bank,  exposed  to  the  rays  of  the  sun,  had 
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become  leaky,  and  required  a  fresh  daubiog  of  gum, 
ere  she  would  be  sea — or  rather,  faie-worthy.  This 
process,  together  with  dining,  leave-takibg,  &c.,  re- 
tarded his  departure  till  near  four  in  the  afternoon; 
still  was  there  left  suflScient  time  to  make  the  passage 
before  sunset.  A  small  keg  of  water,  two  large 
stones,  and  Strickland's  valise,  were  placeid  on  the 
fore  and  aft  plank  of  the  canoe's  bottom,  when,  with 
Master  White,  and  the  young  labourer,  they  pushed 
off,  amidst  the  kind  farewells  of  Mr.  W.,  and  his  strict 
injunctions  to  the  lads  to  return  early  in  the  morning. 
The  faint  air  of  wind  which  occasionally  ruffled  the 
surface  of  the  river,  was  rather  against  them.  At 
half-past  five  they  entered  the  lake,  and  paddled  up 
along  the  shore,  among  some  sand  banks  and  rushes, 
in  the  slack  current,  to  enable  them  to  fetch  across  to 
St.  Francis.  Thus  far  all  went  on  swimmingly.  The 
lads  then  took  in  their  paddles ;  Strickland  shipped 
the  mast,  hoisted  the  lug,  and  turned  the  boaf  s  head 
towards  the  offing.  Presently  afterwards  the  distant 
thunder  rumbled  solemnly,  on  the  further  side  of  St 
Antoine,  accompanied  by  faint  flashes  of  lightning, 
the  air  being  extremely  sultry.  Strickland  allayed 
the  fears  of  the  elder  lad,  by  assuring  him  (and  that 
with  apparent  truth,)  that  the  storm  was  far  to  lee- 
ward, and  therefore  every  moment  necessarily  in- 
creased its  distance.  At  about  a  quarter  past  six  they 
patoed  close  by  an  immense  raft  of  timber,  upon  which 
there  were  upwards  of  fifty  individuals,  who  seemed 
not  to  apprehend  the  least  danger ;  for  upon  Strick- 
land^s  accosting  them,  they  civilly  wished  him  a  plea- 
sant passage.  Yet,  not  ten  minutes  had  elapsed  «re 
he  was  surprised  to  observe,  nearly  over  th^  head^, 
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an  immense  collection  of  dense  clouds,  rolling 
each  other,  and  whirling  about  with  inconceivable  aud 
terrific  rapidity.  "Out  paddles,  my  boys,  and  pull 
her  round  again!  Lefs  make  to  shore  1"  At  this 
moment,  a  tremendous  gust  of  wind  struck  the  canoe 
with  such  violence,  as  to  make  her  seem  as  if  ready 
to  quit  her  usual  element,  and  traverse  through  the 
air.  "  Down !  down  boys  into  the  bottom  of  the 
boat '.  Fear  not!  If  I  can  but  keep  her  right  before 
it,  we  shall  all  yet  be  safe."  Yet,  Strickland  thought 
not  so.  If  ever  fear  of  instant  death  had  crept  over 
his  undaunted  mind,  it  was  on  this  awful  night ;  for 
night  it  might  already  be  termed — premature  night ; — 
thick  darkness  had  spread  its  awful  mantle  over  the 
waters  of  St.  Peter,  while  astounding  thunder,  nearer 
and  nearer  rolling,  was  attended  by  instantly  repeated 
flashes  of  forked  lightning,  which  seemed  to  hover 
and  corl  round  the  already  torrent- drenched  sail  of 
their  frail  vessel.  "Such  waves  as  these,"  thought 
Strickland,  "I  have  onlv  seen  on  the  Atlantic;  such 
storms,  only  in  the  vicinity  of  Table  Mountain. 
Nought  but  the  rapidity  with  which  we  fly,  prevents 
the  pursuing  billows  from  swallowing  us  up."  "  She'll 
till  before  we  reach  land ! "  exclaimed  the  elder  boy, 
in  the  how  of  the  canoe,  at  every  break,  between  the 
partly  Protestant,  partly  Catholic  prayers  he  put  up 
for  deliverance ;  while  the  younger,  at  every  vivid 
flash  of  lightning,  silently  looked  up,  to  gather  assu- 
rance from  the  countenance  of  Strickland.  The  rain 
poured  down  in  such  torrents,  that  but  a  sliort  time 
would  have  sufiiced  to  sink  them  ;  already  were  they 
half  filled  with  water,  not  daring  to  move,  lest  they 
should  capsize  their  fragile  boat.     Strickland  exerted 
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himself  with  a  long  paddle,  to  keep  her  right  before 
it.  ''Surely/'  thought  he,  ''  the  elements  themselyes 
have  coDspired  against  me,  to  overwhelm  me  with  a 
speedy  destruction — a  horrible  calamity !  I  feel  as  if 
I  was  already  near  the  gates  of  death;  and  these 
boys — Oh !  fell,  fatal  return  for  the  father* s  kindness, 
should  I  be  even  the  unintentional  cause  of  the  soiis 
death.  Alas!  should  he  perish  while  under  mj 
charge,  I,  unprepared  as  I  am,  I  too  must  perish  witk  ^ 
him.  But  surely,  at  the  amazing  rate  at  which  ve  : 
fly,  we  must  now  be  near  the  other  side ;  yet,  going 
right  or  wrong,  we  must  pursue  our  course :  to  yaw 
but  one  point,  right  or  left,  is  certain  death.''  '*  HarkS 
Oh ! — Mercy ! — Great  God  preserve  us !"  A  dread- 
ful clap  of  thunder  now  awfully  burst  over  their  heads, 
and  by  its  accompanying  flash,  he  for  a  moment  dis* 
covered  the  white  spire  of  what  they  supposed  to  be 
the  church  of  La  Baie,  about  two  miles  distant,  and 
rather  on  their  left.  This  sudden  clap  in  a  mom^t 
suspended  the  angry  wind,  and  left  them  in  a  pro- 
found calm,  which  stopped  the  way  of  the  canoe,  and 
rendered  her  still  more  liable  to  be  swamped.  Sbe 
shipped  one  wave.  ''  This  sudden  change,"  though 
Strickland,  (still  possessed  of  coolness,)  ''can  only 
arise  from  a  more  powerful  storm  meeting  with,,  and 
arresting  the  progress  of  this.''  "Round  with  her 
instantly!"  Quick  as  thought  he  and  young  White 
turned  her  head,  while  the  elder  boy  dropped  his 
paddle  overboard,  through  fright;  and  but  a  few 
seconds  had  elapsed  ere  the  canoe  might,  by  the  glare 
of  the  lightning,  be  seen  scudding  agaib  across  the 
lake,  towards  Yamachiche,  or  Point  du  Lac.  Ooe 
hour  of  painful   and   terrific  suspense   passed  ovef 
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them,  in  which  life  and  death  seemed  to  hang  in  equal 
lialance ;  the  thunder  and  lightning  then  seemed  to 
have  exhausted  all  their  force,  while  three  barns,  or 
houses,  in  different  directions,  sent  up  smoke  and 
flames.  It  was  by  this  time  clearer,  and  they  dis- 
cerned the  land  a-head ; — the  canoe  still  flying  before 
the  unsubdued  wind,  presently  afterwards  entered 
a  shallow,  thickly  overgrown  with  reeds  and  rushes, 
whose  friendly  shelter,  as  they  advanced,  defended 
them  from  the  violence  of  the  waves.  Soon  after 
nine,  she  gently  touched  the  shore.  "Thank  Heaven 
we  are  safe  ! "  said  Strickland  ;  "  but  ivkere,  I  know 
nut.  Should  I  have  thought  it  possible  that  any  wind 
could  force  a  canoe  through  so  vast  a  forest  of  thick 
reeds  '.  But  for  them,  we  might  have  been  dashed  to 
pieces  against  the  shore."  "  I  see  we  are  just  above 
Point  du  Lac,"  said  White.  "Let  me  conduct  you 
to  the  inn,  Sir;  it  cannot  be  half  a  mile  distant.  Had 
we  been  driven  in  but  a  short  distance  lower,  we 
should  have  been  wrecked  on  the  large  rocks  and 
stones,  which  extend  out  thence  to  a  considerable  dis- 
tance. Come,  Sir,  let's  onward ;  the  canoe  will  be 
safe,  concealed  among  the  rushes,  till  morning." 
Strickland's  heart  was  too  full  of  gratitude  for  so  mi- 
raculous a  deliverance,  to  say  much  on  the  occasion. 
Miraculous,  I  do  not  hesitate  to  call  it;  for,  in  a  frail 
bark  canoe,  in  thick  darkness,  storm  and  tempest, 
they  had  been  powerfully  impelled  over  a  distance  of 
at  least  thirty  mites,  and  that  guided  too  by  a  man 
totally  unacquainted  with  the  management  of  such  a 
vessel,  and  but  for  whose  prompt  and  wise  decisions, 
they  all  must  have  perished.  Part  of  their  wearisome 
way  on  the  shore  was  through  deep  swamps,  and 
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huttte  'ir*  "Vc^&A^Mi  oat  pfamwHy  iUtofituig  to  fnfte 
iMC  tim  en^&iiL  9ii|ieEs.  lii»  dv  En^&fc  people,  JW: 
-mii  riMC  rim  Fnadi  mat  onLf  kiilfii  ]!!E^hiil  bb  ikM 
^9M(i^l|^iieitc,  fwic  aisii  deHDuvei.  the  ^vatui  port  cf 
^vnr  fi^itf,  wkutUt,  he  sorf^  vasAr  immeik^  tkeiis  m 
U^jh.  The  Ucm  Canarfiwt  nanABs  wfo  kai  taka 
jMii^jfMr  iii*^4^  from  dK  aoaanv  fisfeeni  tokiai  witk  astD- 
iVMfMMMH^y,  itivli^  MHK  (tf  the  BttLiieiciay  (Bcither  Ys- 
fc4i»i^  ivrvr  V/9mti&am^)  hme  inimem  to  Ike  tmlk  ol  all 
fiM9  j«MMl^.  At  trerj  ftok  '^rtUwirtini  ^^ainst  tke 
P'4fffH'f4»,  im  4^mi  a  kok  of  triimqih  towaids  StricUand, 
wh4f,  ih4mfih  r^mtfAelelj  drenciied  and  fiUigiied,  cooki 
tfft  l#m((^  Mt  iaoidy  and  bear  his  country  tliiis  nm 
thwn  ^  li#9  ihirrefme  warmlj  took  ap  the  sobject,  and 
^hn\\$fnffm\  tb«  utranger  as  a  most  notorious  liar. 
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"  And  pray  who  are  you.  Sir?"  replied  he,  "that 
pretends  to  know  so  much  about  the  naval  engage- 
ments which  have  taken  place  in  Europe."  "  I  am, 
Sir,  (though  1  feel  ashamed  to  be  found  in  suck  com- 
pany,) a  Captain  in  the  British  navy ;  but  as  for  ^ou. 
Sir,  you  are  wo  Frenchman,  a  real  Frenchman  pos- 
sesses too  much  good  sense  to  touch  upon  a  subject 
so  much  to  his  disgrace  and  our  triumph;  and  too 
much  politeness  to  utter  in  company  even  a  truth 
that  would  wound  the  feelings  of  a  stranger,  much 
less  then  would  he  spend  a  whole  evening  in  telling 
AawBji^hl  falsehoods."  "  Ha,  ha,  ha!  Captain,  if  I 
beard  aright,  Captain,  I  think  you  said.  Captain,  I 
suppose,  of  that  canoe  which  passed  our  raft;  and 
these  gentlemen,  no  doubt,  (pointing  to  the  lads,)  are 
the  bravf.  Captain^s  crew, — his  ship's  company;  damn 
me,  if  this  doesn't  tickle  ray  fancy,  ha,  ha.  La ! "  Our 
hero  at  once  darted  up,  and  was  about  to  pounce  upon 
the  liar ;  but  was  with  great  difficulty  withheld  by  the 
more  respectable  part  of  the  company;  while  mine 
host,  hearing  the  rank  of  Strickland,  gave  up  his  own 
l>ed,  and  offered  to  take  charge  of,  and  dry  their 
clothes  by  the  fire;  upon  which,  drawing  from  the 
would-be  Frenchman  an  awkward  apology  for  his 
falsehoods  and  abuse,  and  from  his  own  pockets  his 
pnrsc  and  pistols,  our  hero,  with  the  lads,  retired  to 
rest ;  he  fearing  to  leave  them  to  the  mercy  of  the 
drunken  party,  and  also  objecting  to  their  lying  on  the 
floor  in  their  wet  clothes :  they  all  then  turned  in  toge- 
ther, the  lads  quite  naked,  Strickland  himself  having 
borrowed  an  apology  for  a  shirt  from  the  squat  landlord. 
The  greater  number  of  the  troublesome  inmates  of 
the  inn  had  been  upon  the  large  raft,  which,  by  the 
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violence  of  the  storm,  was  broken ;  and,  (as  oar  heri^ 
afterwards  found,)  they  had  reached  the  shore  by 
clinging  to  different  pieces  of  the  timber*     '*  I  hope 
the  fellows  will  not  steal  our  clothes/'  said  Strickland, 
turning  to  young  White.     "  Ah !    Sir,"  replied  he, 
"  if  they  do  that,  we  shall  be  in  a  pretty  pickle,  we 
shall  be  obliged  to  rise  wrapped  up  in  the  blankets; 
but  here  comes  the  landlord  for  the  thing^/'    Mine 
host  silently  gathered   them   up,   and,  wishing  bis 
guests  a  bon  nuit,  departed  with  the  light.     "  I  have  |q 
my  pistols,  'tis  true,"  said  Strickland,  "  but  they  need 
fresh  charging ;  jump  out,  Master  White,  and  see  if 
the  door  is  well  secured."     "  I  will.  Sir.     A  very  in- 
different lock  this.  Captain,  by  the  feel."    "  Place  the 
table  and  chairs,  then,  against  the  door,  that  if  any 
intruders  force  themselves  in,  we  may  have  notice  of 
their  coming."     "  Now  I'm  in  again,"  said  White, 
"  I  shiver  like  an  aspen."    About  *  the  very  loitching 
time  of  night,'  they  were  awakened  by  the  sudden 
falling  of  the  table  and  chairs,  the  door  was  burst 
open,  and  in  stalked  a  long  fearful  apparition,  clad  in 
white,  flourishing  in  his  right  hand  a  bull's  pizzle,  and 
bearing  in  his  left  a  lantern.     Our  hero  had  but  just 
time  to  leap  oat  of  bed,  and  seize  a  certain  utensil 
within  reach,  as  a  weapon  of  defence,  ere  another  un- 
couth being,  covered  with  hair,  and  with  a  pair  of  im- 
mense horns,  limping  in — seized  the  white  spectre  by 
the  throat,  and  nailed  him  to  the  ground.  This  friend- 
ly ghost,  thought  Strickland,  seems  to  be  more  power- 
ful than  his  adversary,  I  must  therefore  second  his 
motions,  at  the  same  time  advancing,  he  discharged 
the  contents  of  the  aforesaid  utensil  full  in  the  face  of 
ghost  the  first,  who  lay  on  his  back  gasping  for  breath# 


OR,  A  TRIP  TO  CANADA.  301 

The  Doise  soon  brought  all  the  inmates  of  the  inn  to 
the  scene  of  confusion,  when  Strickland  jumped  into 
bed  to  hide  bis  callow  condition,  while  the  horny- 
pated  demon  threw  off  a  bullock's  hide,  and  in  a  fit  of 
laughter,  exhibited  to  Strickland's  astonished  eyes, 
the  identical  figure  of  Peter  Philpot,  admirer  extra- 
ordinary of  the  plump  widder  Brown.  *'  Are  you  not 
a  pretty  scoundrel  to  play  me  this  trick  ?"  said  Strick- 
land.  **  Trick,  indeed !  well,  I  admire  that ;  why,  I 
came  but  just  in  time  to  prevent  others  from  playing 
yon  a  trick.  Your  Honour  must  know,  that  in  the 
afternoon  I  heard  of  a  calash  going  to  Three  Rivers ; 
says  I  to  myself  says  I,  better  get  a  cheap  lift,  Peter 
Philpot,  than  hire  a  calash,  as  your  Honour  knows 
that  my — my  hinder  parts  are  too  tender  to  ride  on 
horseback."  "  Damn  your  hinder  parts.  Sir,  to  the 
point  at  once ;  and,  d'ye  hear,  landlord  ?  let  the  room 
be  cleared  of  every  body  else  instantly ;  pretty  treat- 
ment this  {or  a  gentleman!"  Here  the  rogue,  who> 
had  laid  snugly  concealed  under  his  white  mantle, 
attempted  to  crawl  out  on  his  hands  and  knees, 
"  Gently,  gently ;"  exclaimed  Peter, 

**  Whither,  O  wanton,  would  you  be 
Half  so  happy,  half  so  happy  as  with  me  V* 

(at  the  same  time  chirupping  to  his  finger,  like  the 
girl  in  the  Padlock ;)  "  I  must  insist  upon  your  un- 
covering ;"  so  saying,  Peter  seized  the  sheet,  and  with 
one  tug  rending  it  in  twain,  the  Baron  Munchausen 
—or  liar  in  chief  of  the  raftsmen  stood  full  confessed 
to  view.  "  And  now,  Messhear,  I  must  also  insist 
upon  exercising  upon  yourself  the  formidable  wea- 
pon  you    brought   to   belabour    my   master's    hide 
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with."  Peter  at  once  laid  about  him  so  nimbly,  thai 
he  cleared  the  room  in  a  trice ;  the  disappointed  gfaost 
screamiDg  and  groaning',  and  the  rest  of  the  party  torn* 
bled  out  convulsed  with  laughter.  "  There,  your  Ho- 
nour, I  have  secured  the  door;  me,  a  pretty  scouudrel, 
and  play  tricks  indeed  !  Lord  bless  your" — "  Come, 
come,  Peter,  I  perceive  that  what  you  have  done  is 
purely  in  my  defence ;  you  had  better  plank  it  here 
till  daybreak',  and  now  tell  me  bow  came  yon  here! 
and  let  the  story  be  somewhat  short;  you  know  how 
I  mean."  "  Let  me  alone  for  that,  your  Houonr. 
Well,  as  T  was  a  saying, — I  said  to  myself  says  I; 
Peter,  you  will  soon  have  a  large  family  to  provide 
for,  '  Your  sous  will  grow  up  like  young  planks, 
(plants,)  and  your  daughters  like  the  polished  coroen 
of  the  temple,'  it  behoves  you,  therefore,  to  be  careful, 
Peter  Philpot."  "Well,  well,  go  or."  "I  will.  Sir; 
but  doesn't  your  Honour  think  I  reasoned  wiseltfT' 
"  Most  sagely ! — but  pray  go  on."  *'  Well,  Sir,  I  drove 
a  hard  bargain  with  a  queer-looking  Canadian,  who  had 
a  long  tail,  to  take  me  to  Three  Rivers,  and  just  as  we 
reached  this  door  the  storm  was  coming  on,  so  sayi 
1  to  myself,  better  pig  in  here  for  the  night,  Peter; 
so  I  bustled  in,  looking  big,— appearance  is  every 
thing,  your  Honour.  But  excuse  nie,— your  Honour 
must  excuse  me, — -were  I  to  be  flayed  alive  for  it,  I 
must  laugh. — What  a  rum  figure  you  cut  when  I 
came  in, — you.  Sir,  with  the  member-mug  and  the 
pillow  before  ye — -and  the  ghost  with  the  lantern  and 
the — -Ha,  ha,  ha!  Oh,  Lord,  gemiui!  1  shall  burst— 
my  poor  sides  are  a  cracking — Ha,  ha,  ha!" — "Come, 
Sir,  avast  there  t  no  impudent  prating ; 
service  you  have  rendered  me  licences  yon 
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pertinent;  proceed,  I  say.  Sir."  "Yes,  jonr  Honour, 
certainly  I  will;  but  I  thought,  when  the  light  ? 
here,  I  saw  two  other  heads  peeping  out  from  under 
the  blankets,  some  female  strangers  wlilch  you  havt 
charitably  taken  in ;  Ha,  ha,  ha ! — but  nobody  can 
say  that  P.  P.'s  a  tell-tit" — "  By  heaven,  Peter,  trifle 
not  with  me  in  this  manner,  or  I  shall  jump  out  of 
bed,  naked  as  I  am,  and  give  you  a  taste  of  the  pizzle 
you  but  now  flourished  so  ably."  "  Yes,  yes,  Sir,  I 
will;  well  then,  not  being  able  to  get  a  bed,  I  hor- 
mwed  of  the  landlord  a  pillow,  and  with  the  bullock  s 
hide  I  saw  hanging  up  in  the  yard,  made  me  a  bed  in 
one  corner  of  the  kitchen.  The  storm  whistled  upon 
the  thatch;  his  Honour's  safe  over  the  herring-pond, 
said  I  to  myself,  or  wouldn't  he  catch  it  sweetly  ?  To- 
wards eight  or  nine  I  heard  a  large  party  clamouring 
at  the  door  to  get  in  ;  better  take  possession  of  your 
qnarters,  Peter  Philpot,  said  I  to  myaelf,  or  you  will 
get  nothing  to  rest  your  hinder,  that  is,  (your  Ho- 
nour,) your  bones  upon  but  the  bare  boards."  "  Well, 
you  laid  down."  "  Let  me  alone  for  that,  and  slept 
soundly  too — till  about  an  hour  ago,  when  I  was 
awoke  by  two  or  three  fellows  talking  about  a  Captain 
in  the  navy,  who  had  been  banged  abont  in  a  canoe, 
and  was  gone  to  bed  in  the  house.  This  must  be  my 
master,  says  I,  but  to  myself,  your  Honour, — I  un- 
booked my  ears  and  listened  'tentively;  presently  1 
heard  one  feller  roll  over  his  straw  towards  another, 
and  say,  '  this  sheet  will  do,' — '  pizzle  in  the  yard,' 
The  villains  are  going  to  whallop  my  dear— (I  did  say 
dtar)  master,  said  I  to  myself,  and  toss  him  in  a  sheet, 
perhaps  duck  him  in  a  horse-pond — or" — "Go  on;" 
peevishly  interrupted  Strickland.     "  Presently  after- 


r 


304  THE    FUGITIVES;  , 

wards,  the  '  lonff  one'  and  two  others  got  up,  mutter- 
ing something  about  a  purse  well-lined.  They  then 
lighted  a  candle  by  the  fire,  placed  it  in  a  lanteni. 
and  I  heard  them  go  out  at  the  back-door. — Going  to 
act  the  ghost,  thought  I,  and  frighten  his  Honour  out 
of  his  poor  wits ;  but  I'll  out-ghost  them.  As  fast  oa 
the  state  of  my  backs — that  is,  my  bones  would  permit, 
I  huddled  on  the  bullock's  bide,  and  had  but  just  time 
to  get  in  at  the  heels  of  the  white  ghost,  his  two  com- 
panions behind,  taking  to  their  legs,  as  thof  the  devil 
had  kicked  them,  as  soon  as  they  saw  me."  "  That  is, 
as  soon  as  they  saw  your  horns,  Peler ;  but  enough, 
you  have  done  bravely,  now  to  sleep,  they'll  hardlj 
venture  to  visit  us  again  this  morning." 

On  rising,  StricklaDd  went  to  his  window,  it  looked 
out  upon  the  lake ;  the  sun  shone  brilliantly  on  its  still 
ruffled  bosom,  the  waves  as  it  were  gladly  dancing  to 
reflect  his  welcome  rays.  WJio  would  imagine,  thought 
he,  that  its  beautiful  surface  was  but  last  night  the 
scene  of  such  terror  and  dismay?  On  demanding 
from  the  landlord  an  explanation  of  the  last  night's 
outrage,  he  discovered  that  the  raftsmen  had  de- 
camped before  daybreak,  without  beat  of  drum,  leav- 
ing mine  host  minus  the  chief  part  of  the  reckoning, 
Two  calashes,  bound  different  ways,  stood  at  the 
door;  by  the  one  he  started  Peter  on  his  journey, 
with  a  handsome  present  for  his  fidelity;  and  by  the 
other  he  forwarded  a  letter  to  Mr.  White,  to  allay 
the  anxiety  he  must  have  laboured  under  for  their 
safety.  These  affairs,  and  the  time  necessarily  taken 
up  in  proceeding  through  the  mud  to  the  canoe,  oc- 
cupied him  till  eleven  o'clock.  But  for  the  mast 
pearing  above  the  rushes,  'tis  probable  they  had 


OR,   A   TRIP   TO   CANADA.  806 

round  her  near  so  soon.  As  the  wind  had  fallen,  so  had 
the  water  receded  to  its  usual  level,  leaving  the  canoe 
grounded  on  a  sloping  bank.  The  boys  at  once  fell 
to  to  bail  her  out,  after  which  they  carried  her  to  the 
water,  jumped  in,  and  pushed  on  for  a  place  about 
half  a  league  lower,  on  the  bank  of  the  river,  whence 
it  is  usual  to  cross  to  Nicolet.  They  then  hoisted 
sail.  **  When  I  look  upon  this  great  sheet  of  water 
upon  our  right,"  said  Strickland  to  young  White, 
"  and  think  of  the  late  fearful  storm,  I  can  hardly  be- 
lieve it  possible  that  this  little  ark,  this  nutshell,  could 
have  twice  crossed  it,  or  nearly  so,  and  then  have 
borne  us  to  a  place  of  shelter.  The  river  is  here,  I 
should  think,  not  three  miles  wide ;  half  an  hour  will 
suffice  to  bring  us  to  its  opposite  bank,  do  you  return 
the  same  way,  nor  venture  again  to  cross  the  lake, 
the  weather  is  still  unsettled.  Yonder,  I  see,  is  a 
•chooner  on  shore,  and  far  as  the  eye  can  reach,  both 
upwards  and  downwards,  are  scattered  innumerable 
fneces  of  timber,  and  other  too  evident  marks  of  the 
late  boisterous  weather." 

On  reaching  Nicolet,  the  party  repaired  to  the  inn, 

and  had  just  made  a  hearty  lunch,  when  they  observed 

the  whole  village,  young  and  old,  making  their  way 

to  the  river,  shouting,  '*  Un  homme  noyer,  un  homme 

Doyer !"    Strickland  and  the  two  lads,  following  the 

general  stream,  made  the  best  of  their  way  to  the 

river's  brink,  and,  close  to  their  canoe,  observed  a 

erowd  of  people  gazing  with  idle  curiosity  over  each 

other's  shoulders  at  the  body  of  a  drowned  man  just 

brought  in.    Had  this  been  all  the  matter,  though  a 

Mokmn  one,  it  would  have  interfered  but  little  with 

the  proceedings  of  the  Captain,  as  from  the  late  wea^ 
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ther,  nothing  less  could  have  been  expected.  He 
pressed  forward  in  agony  to  view  the  body,  coDceiving 
it  possible  that  it  might  be  Barnard  himself  who  had 
thus  perished  in  crossing  St.  Peter's,  to  search  oat 
and  rescue  his  boy.  To  his  great  joy  he  discovered 
that  his  fears  were  groundless.  I'll  write  him  word 
to  remain  at  Montreal,  thought  he,  and  send  the  letter 
across  by  the  boys.  "  But  alas !  White,  White,  thej 
are  destroying  the  canoe!"  'Twas  now  too  late  to 
prevent  the  accident.  The  crowd,  which  was  im- 
mense, pressing  on  each  other's  backs,  those  outside 
had  clambered  upon,  and  into  their  little  ark,  (to 
catch  a  glimpse  of  the  dead  man,)  and  completely  f- 
broke  it  to  pieces.  ''  What, — what  shall  we,  or  at 
least  you  do  now  ?"  exclaimed  the  mortified  Strick- 
land to  his  companions,  "  not  a  canoe  or  boat  of  any 
description  is  to  be  seen  here.  Yonder,  full  a  mile 
distant,  and  making  for  Point  du  Lac,  I  perceive 
a  canoe,  the  one,  I  suppose,  which  brought  in  the 
corpse." 

By  this  time  almost  as  great  a  crowd  had  collected 
round  Strickland,  they  heard  his  exclamations,  and 
perceived  his  distress,  but  from  their  little  know- 
ledge of  English,  divined  not  the  cause.  Some 
said,  "  II  est  san$  doute  son  frere !"  some,  '^  Pauvre 
malheureux !"  others,  *'  Ne  pousse  pas,  respectez 
son  dolettr !"  Meanwhile,  a  respectable  elderly  man 
invited  Strickland  to  follow  him.  By  him  he  was 
conducted  into  A  well-built  log-house,  and  our  hero 
related  to  him  his  difficulties  in  French.  An  English- 
man would  have  smiled  to  see  the  hospitable  Cana- 
dian's shrug  of  astonishment,  accompanied  by  an  em- 
phatic   '*  Mon    Dieu!    est    il    possible?"    when    he 
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iearnt  how  the  Captain  had  been  buffeted  about  on 
the  lake.     *'  Prend  patience !"  *'  Take  patience,  Sir," 
continued  be,  ''  all  our  canoes  and  boats  went  yester- 
day to  Three  Rivers'  Market,  and  I  hope  put  back  last 
night  to  avoid  the  effects  of  the  storm ;  and,  unfortu- 
nately, the  ferry  barge  is  out  of  repair.  In  an  hour,  at 
furthest,  some  of  our  boats  will  return,  when,  I  have  no 
doubt,  you  may  either  purchase,  or  hire  one."   **  Here, 
Francis!"  turning  to  his  son,    ''make  haste!    run 
down   to   the  river,,  and   bring  up  the  two  young 
strangers;  and  do  you.  Sir,  be  seated,  and  consider 
yourself t  as  I  consider  yoa,  at  home ;  if  you  have  any 
luggage,  make  free,  send  for  it,  all  shall  be  free  and 
welcome  under  the  roof  of  Antoine  Picotte.     I,  my- 
self, have  been  a  traveller  for  the  north-west  company, 
and  know  well  what  it  is  to  be  taken  aback  on  a  lee 
shore."     Strickland,  gratefully  thanked  the  stranger, 
and  the  two  lads  having  reached  the  house,  he  sent 
the  elder  to  the  inn  for  his  valise,  and  profiting  by  his 
kost's  hospitality,  he  spread  out  its  contents  in  the 
garden  to  dry.  The  party  were  all  comfortably  dining, 
:  then  they  heard  that  two  canoes  had  arrived.     Our 
,  kero  finished  his  dinner  with  expedition,  and  hasten- 
*  iQg  down  to  the  river,  for  eight  dollars  purchased  an 
I  excellent  canoe,  with  three  paddles,  though  without  a 
'  ttil(as  indeed  they  all  generally  are.)     He  then  saw 
Us  two  companions  embark,  after  first  praising  and 
nswarding  the  late  intrepidity  of  master  White.     He 
anxiously  followed  them  with  his  eye,  until  they  were 
;  oat  of  fflght,  and,  as  he  judged,  near  to  Point  du  Lac. 
I  Thii,  then,  thought  he,  is  so'  far  settled  to  my  satis- 
ftction,  and  the  letter,  I  have  directed  George  to  put 
IB  the  post  on  the  other   side,  if  Barnard  has  not 
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alreadj  kit  Hontresd,  vill  detaiD  liim   then,  dll  be 
hean  fDrtfa^  from  me. 


CHAPTTB  XIX. 

Each  DDwaid  Mqi  biings  doubt  and  danger 
Yet  (tin  mj  quairel'i  juit — whal  need  I  fear 

Ketusmkd  to  the  house  of  his  eDtertaintf, 
expressed  a  wish  to  proceed  to  St  Francis  that 
nooD.  The  courteous  Autoiae  soon  brought  to  luB 
a  Bourgeois,  who  prooiised  to  call  for  him  in  half  •■ 
hour  (which,  by  the  by,  he  made  an  hour  of.)  The 
interim  our  hero  spent  io  IVesh  charging  his  pist^ 
aod  in  re-packing  his  valise,  in  which  operatioas  be 
was  cheerfully  assisted  by  Antoine,  and  his  son  Lonii. 
On  takiog  leave,  the  Captain  endeavoured  to  thrat 
into  the  hand  of  the  younger  Picotte  a  dollar,  whidi 
be  obstinately  refused.  "  He  were  no  son  of  the  old 
traveller  Picotte,"  said  the  father,  "  if  he  accepted 
payment  for  exercising  the  rights  of  hospitality  to- 
wards a  stranger."  "  Nicolet  is  some  miles  astern, 
observed  Strickland  to  himself,  as  he  wrapped  his 
cloke  more  closely  round  him,  "  i  have  caught  acoWr 
and  the  evenings  begin  to  get  chilly ;  would  that  I 
was  safe  returned  fromi  this  journeying,  and  had 
possession  of  the  boy  I  seek.  The  moon  is  rising, 
the  lake  looks  like  an  immense  mirror.  Why.  0 
moon !  should  thy  bright  face  always  remind  me  o< 
my  lost  Mary!  Why  have  I  not  with  me  some  sym- 
pathising companion,  to  whom  I  could  unbosom  my 
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thoughts?  This  conducteur  is  an  idiot;  crack!  goes 
his  whip,  slowly  moves  the  crazy  vehicle,  and  briskly 
puffs  he  at  his  pipe.  But  these  are  the  comforts  of  tra- 
velling, exposed  as  you  are  to  danger  all  day,  and  in 
this  almost  uninhabited  country,  not  knowing  where 
you  shall  lay  your  weary  head  at  night.  I  like  not 
the  unsuccessful  commencement  of  this  journey." 

It  was  rather  late  when  the  Captain  arrived  at  St. 
Francis,  after  a  journey  of  about  fourteen  miles.  His 
first  affair  there,  was  to  hire  a  man  with  a  good  horse 
and  calash,  by  the  day,  to  proceed  towards  the  Sti^s, 
by  way  of  Sherbrooke.  Having  arranged  every  thing 
for  an  early  departure,  he  retired  to  rest.  He  turned 
and  turned  upon  his  tumbled  bed,  looked  back  on 
past  joys,  by-gone  days  of  bliss,  reviewed  and  weighed 
the  actions  of  his  younger  days;  nor  fell  asleep  till 
after  midnight. 

''Tired  nature's  sweet  restorer — ^balmy  sleep; 
He,  like  the  world,  his  ready  visit  pays 
Where  fortune  smiles  I  the  wretched  he  forsakes  f 
Swift  on  his  downy  pinions  flies  from  woe. 
And  lights  on  lids  unsullied  with  a  tear.*' 

The  young-eyed  day,  with  rosy  cheeks,  peeped 
smiling  through  his  lattice,  when  the  hoarse  voice  of 
the  conducteur  summoned  him  to  arise,  "  Aux  route ! 
A.UX  route.  Monsieur!  il  est  deja  fort  tard !"  Strick- 
land lost  not  a  moment  in  obeying  the  welcome  sum*' 
Dions.  Leaving  his  valise  at  the  inn,  he  pocketed  his 
{nstols,  and  a  change  of  linen,  and  then  jumped  into 
the  carriage.  Smack !  went  the  whip,  as  they  whirled 
idong  the  banks  of  thci  riyer  St.  Francis.     Less  than 
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half  an  hour  brought  them  to  the  Indian  village,  which 
consists  of  a  few  miserable  log-houses,  and  a  larger 
building  of  the  same  description,  which  our  hero  took 
to  be  a  place  of  worship.  A  person,  thought  he,  might 
almost  fancy  himself  transported  to  another  countr;. 
The  little  ha  If- civilized  children  of  their,  perhaps,  still 
less  civilized  parents,  wanton  round  my  calash;  will 
not  my  pockets  furnish  them  with  a  few  coppers  ?  Let 
me,  at  least,  gladden  the  hearts  of  some  hamau  beiop 
my  wearisome  pilgrimage.  "  There !  there,  mj 
dears!"  I  am  repaid,  ivell  repaid,  thought  be,  thrir 
dark  wild  eyes  shoot  forth  expressive  rays  of  deligbt. 
while  their  grateful  smiles  exhibit  to  my  view  the 
tinest  teeth  I  ever  beheld.  These  Indians,  ihougb 
poor,  seem  a  free,  happy  people,  while  I  am  restless, 
discontented,  and  miserable.  Oh!  if  I  conld  bet 
forg'et  the  past,  fain  would  I  be  one  of  them — hont, 
fish,  and  war  among  them,  and  after  the  labours  of  a 
scorching  day,  sit  down  before  the  door  of  mj  peaceful 
hut.  and,  with  my  dark  partner,  watch  our  children 
gambol  on  the  green.  Harvest  is  not  here  all  in :  d> 
yet  some  Indian  corn  waves  high,  the  golden  wheat 
bows  down  with  gratitude,  and  yields  the  labourer  a 
rich  return  for  all  his  toil.  Here  no  proud  landlord 
knocks — here  no  keen  tytbingman,  or  hard  exciseman, 
worms  from  the  happy  Indian's  home  his  little  crop ; 
enough  for  him,  he  suffers  Adam's  curse.  How  dif- 
ferent is  the  lot  of  others  ?  Ask  the  English  peasant, 
the  little  farmer,  who  sweats  indeed,  nor  sweats  alone 
tor  himself  and  his,  hut  for  his  richer  neighbours.  His 
little  sheaf  convulsed  with  many  a  shock,  when  al! 
have  had  their  shake,  what  more  is  left  him  than  Ibe 
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iiraw?  Bnt  why  this  waste  of  words?  The  Indian 
bas  neither  parsons,*  lawyers,  nor  tax-gatherers,  ergOt 
the  Indian  most  be  happy.  Bot  I  am  almost  ashamed 
of  my  thoughts,  not  at  peace  with  myself,  I  war  with 
others.  All  these  individuals,  whose  presence  I  have 
described  as  the  cause  of  misery,  under  certain  restric- 
tioDS,  are  beneficial  (but  one  may  have  too  much  of  a 
good  thing.)  How  sweet!  how  soothing  in  the  hour 
pf  affliction,  when  the  pulse  beats  low,  and  the  stmg- 
gling  soul  irresolutely  flutters  'twixt  time  and  dread 
eternity,  to  have 

'<  Beside  the  bed,  where  parting  life  is  laid, 
(With  sorrow,  guilt,  and  paio,  by  tarns  dismayed), 
A  reverend  champion  stand.** 

**  With  such  a  clergyman  as  Goldsmith  has  described 
(and  many  such  I  know  there  are),  who  would  refuse 
to  share  his  meal?  to  such  an  one  who  would  refuse  to 
pay  a  tithe  I  But  is  it  for  the  village  curate  that  we 
toil?  Ask  lordly  bishops,  deans,  and  rectors.  Tis 
Dot  alone  to  lodge,  to  feed,  to  clothe,  the  houseless, 
hungry,  naked  poor,  we  labour,  for  that,  indeed, 
would  he  a  duty  and  a  pleasure  ;  but  'tis  for — but  I 
am  done  with  the  subject,  thought  Strickland,  my 
cash  is  at  a  low  ebb,  and  heaven  knows  how  soon  I 
may  have  to  do  mys6(f  with  overseers,  churchwardens, 
vestry  clerks,  select  Vestries,  and  God  knows  whom ; 
I  most  not  offend  them :  '  they  are  all  honourable 
m^i.'  Aliens  conducteur,  marchons  plus  vite!"  Such 
was  the  train  of  ideas  the  sight  of  an  Indian  village 
had  called  up  in  the  mind  of  Strickland,  and,  as  a 

*  Those  Indians  who  have  embraced  the  Romish  &ith,  certainly 
OQotiibate  their  mite  towards  the  support  of  their  priests ;  but  in 
the  diape  of  voluntary  gifts,  not  titiiet. 
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faithful  historian,  I  am  bound  to  narrate  them.  As- 
tonishing' thoughts !  woDderful !  that  such  absurd  re- 
flections should  enter  into  the  miud  of  an  enlightened 
man;  we  may,  reader,  I  think,  vithout  mistake,  con- 
clude that  Strickland  was,  for  the  moment,  to  all  in- 
tents and  purposes,  downright  mad.  For  what  Eng- 
lishman,  in  his  sober  senses,  is  there,  who  would  not 
delight  to  see  in  what  splendour  and  magniticeDce  our 
worthy  prelates  ride  about ;  and  who  would  not,  also, 
feel  himself  aggrandized  by  reflecting,  "  All  this,  / 
pay  for;"  and  what  man,  let  me  ask,  is  there,  in  full 
possession  of  all  bis  faculties,  who  could,  for  a  mo^ 
ment,  imagine  that  any  port  of  the  rate  collected 
for  the  poor  ever  found  its  way  into  the  pockets  of 
select  vestrymen.  Inc.  ? 

The  road  being  but  little  beaten  and  the  country 
hilly,  it  was  two  io  the  afternoon  before  they  reBched 
Drummondville,  distant  about  twenty-four  miles;  ben 
they  dined  and  rested  the  horse,  and  by  the  advice  of 
the  conducteur  {as  they  were  about  to  travel  throof^ 
a  country  still  less  inhabited)  laid  in  some  provjaiMi 
and  liqueur,  together  with  some  provender  for  tin 
horse.  The  guide  examined  his  tobacco  pouch,  and 
tried  bis  materials  for  striking  a  light. 

Drummondville  is  but  an  infant  and  almo.st  excliH 
sivelj  a  Protestant  settlement,  and  according  to  the 
conducteur's  account  not  likely  to  become  a  ¥erT 
thriving  place,  the  soil  being  barren  and  sandy,  whicb 
disadvantage  had  already  induced  many  of  the  persons 
who  attempted  to  settle  here  to  remove  to  other  parts 
of  the  country. 

About  two  leagues  down  the  river  is  a  saw- 
near  to  which  reside  a  few  thriving  settlers, 


1  saw-mill.    I 
rs,  who.J^| 
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addition  to  planting  and  sowing,  are  profitably  occu- 
pied in  catting  down  timber,  sawing  it  into  plank,  and 
rafting  it  down  to  Quebec.  They  also  make  a  few 
pot  and  pearl-ashes. 

Leaying  this  place,  the  way  led  for  nearly  two 
leagues  through  a  thick  wood  ;  sometimes  it  was  with 
much  difficulty  that  they  traced  it.  The  dark  foliage 
of  the  lofty  trees  hid  from  their  eyes  the  face  of 
heaven,  and  reflected  a  sombre  shade  on  the  almost 
impervious  underwood.  The  afternoon  was  sultry, 
and,  except  when  a  slight  gust  of  wind  shook  the 
melancholy-looking  trees,  not  a  sound  was  to  be 
lieard.  Strickland  felt  oppressed,  he  imagined  that 
for  want  of  a  sufficient  circulation  of  the  air  he 
breathed  a  stagnant,  damp,  unwholesome  atmosphere. 
Not  a  note  of  a  singing-bird,  thought  he,  can  I 
hear, — a  solitary  squirrel  here  and  there  hops  from 
branch  to  branch,  but  for  whose  wanton  gambols,  I 
coald  almost  imagine  that  myself  and  Jean  were  the 
only  living  creatures  existing  in  this  wild,  solitary 
eoantry!  Having  happily  again  emerged  into  day- 
light, they  stopped  hard  by  the  wood  side,  at  the  house 
of  a  Mr.  P. ;  here  they  remained  but  a  short  time> 
resolving  if  possible,  to  reach  the  village  of  Shipton, 
iistant  twenty  miles,  that  night.  Our  hero  would 
Bun  have  treated  himself  with  a  cup  of  tea,  but  none 
^re  was  to  be  obtained  but  bush  tea,  which  the  fo- 
»Bt3  yield  in  abundance,  and  in  great  varieties  :  this, 
vith  a  little  sugar,  is  far  from  being  unpalatable,  and 
s  reckoned  extremely  wholesome.  There  are  several 
rarieties  of  plants  used  as  tea,  by  the  Indians,  and 
aven  by  the  Canadians  themselves,  among  which  are 
llaiden-hair,  or  as  it  is  sometimes  called.  Gold-thread, 
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^v.  Grow  —nag  the  whole  compaav,  to  put  so  many 

Am  utmigrff,  "  Ihat  to  you  it  may  seem  «o;  but  I  am  a 

■iHf  ■■  liemx  vUck  voold  have  beea  otherwise  te- 

dMi.  hj^  MwitMg  with  some  other  gentleman,  witb 

^M*  ti  iiMHimi      can  it  seem  strange   then.   Sir, 

lh«t  I  akndd  ngle  Mt  tod  for  that  purpose,  when  I 

MkJilB  tki<  tWn  B  ■»  Other  m>/  geolleman  in  the 

•fcb  tin*  is  bat  m  tnTcUi^  that  might  be  profilaU; 

^^ja/tV^  ^  KBHiFfe:  wk»  a  company  are  jnmbled 

^^^^bpr  »  a  «*iBe  coMh  (tkoagh  by  the  way,  /  gene- 

^^^^^Bm^  1  gacss.  vtA  HT  own  horses)  the  greater 

^^^^Bwtf  Ike  jaatj  is  passed  in  silently  estimating 

&fsMriaikehttMBeaftl»kist  stage  do  thev  :>' 

a  >i[Mt  ffiBiTii:   ikea  on  dightiog  they  regret 

l^lk^b»««rcwt.Sir.    Those  aie  your  pistoU 

H         lrilriiiHi> &!'— M riiIt-  "  Come. Sir, heres  Yoar 

■       kMfekwiRU^iMsAMv  tkBoider;    shalljusi 

■       aMvm«alkBSh^a^Wwitk7ciaa«aiDinatwink 

■       (fc»Jw«;  ifcM  Wai'i^  nmai  th»  room,  be  observed 

H        ■wfcMwtt  «»— »VIIH  fcfc»wirii»cowelyiniact 

■      ««>»U.«,a.a  1.  mt  »>»  mmfiti  Ikt  aextdm. 

P       ~II*;Mta«WB:*    -Kw>^.>- wu  ll»  Ki- 

lts   -W^tt..M  W^Ti>k<»  jnlpae 

•wr    -»Mj.alIk>.«e.lkfa<snfa>owof  > 

l^Taakm  Ikt  has.-    Ba«  Ike  hudliad  iDiv  > 

OfMl  ck.  Im  <r>k..  «<>«."  I  <isli.  G»illi<oM 
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could  meet  with  somebody  that  does  knov  him,  he  has 
been  here  three  or  four  times  and  pays  like  a  gentle- 
man ;  but  what  puzzles  me  is,  that  when  he  calls  he's 
g'oiug'  down;  he  starts  to  go  down;  a  day  or  two  after 
he  calls  again,  he's  still  going  down,  mais  par  Christ ! 
I  never  see  him  going  up;  there  is  but  one  road  that 
I  know  of,  how  then  can  he  get  back  ?  There  is  no 
other  inn  within  twenty  miles  in  any  direction,  so  that 
one  would  think  that  he  must  call  here."  "  Mum," 
said  an  old  Canadian,  who  had  not  yet  taken  any  part 
in  the  conversation,  "  he  says  he's  going  down,  par 
Dieu  !  take  my  word  for  it  he's  going  up."  At  the 
same  time  expressively  placing  his  fore  finger  under 
his  left  ear,  jerking  it  upwards,  and  imitating  the 
shriek  or  groan  supposed  to  accompany  the  most  im- 
portant operation  of  the  '  finisber  of  the  law.'  "  Ho- 
nesty  needs  no  disguise,  I  saw  him  at  La  Baie,  not 
three  months  ago,  be  now  looks  twenty  years  older; 
but  mind  !  Tve  said  nothing ;"  bowing  his  head  on  bis 
hand,  and  pretending  to  doze. 

Here  the  stranger,  with  grace  and  confidence,  again 
glided  into  the  room,  drew  bis  chair  nearer  to  Strick- 
Ifttid,  sat  down,  and  observed,  in  a  friendly  tone,  "But 
for  you.  Sir,  I  should  have  passed  a  most  uncomfort- 
able evening,  I  reckon,  among  these  uncultivated  rus- 
dcs;  had  you  been  travelling  towards  the  St.  Law- 
KDce,  I  might  have  presumed  to  calculate  upon  hav- 
ing your  valuable  company  on  the  road.  I  travel 
purely  for  information's  sake :  here.  Sir,"  laying  on 
the  table  before  Strickland,  a  pocket  book,  "  here 
are  some  remarks  I  have  made  on  whatever  I  thought 
interesting.  Nay,  Sir,  no  ceremony,  let  mebeg^  you 
are  welcome  to  peruse  them,  or  make  extracts.    That 
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man  in  the  stable,  wIm)  does  not  speak  our  language, 
is  jDor  servant  or  guide,  I  guessV     ^*  He  is  the 
latter.  Sir.''     '*  I  start  early  in  the  morning;  so  do 
you,  I  presume?"   Without  waiting  a  reply,  he  arose, 
wished  our  hero  a  good  night,  and  calling  for  the 
landlord,  was  shown  to  his  chamber.     From  the  con* 
ducteur,  Strickland  learnt,  that  the  stranger  drove  a 
vahiable  fleet  blood-mare;  and  had  also,  in  his  light 
and  elegant  carriage,   a  superb  bridle  and  saddle. 
''  Yon  sleep,  I  understand,"  said  the  Captain,  "  ia 
the  bay-loft :  keep  a  watchful  eye  over  the  traveller, 
and  should  he  depart  ere  I  rise  in  the  morning,  satisfy 
yourself  as  to  whether  he  travels  upwards  or  down; 
and  if  any  thing  happens  in  the  night,  do  not  fail  to 
tap  with  your  whip  at  yon  chamber  window.     Be  vi- 
gilant !  be  cautious !  I  like  not  the  appearance  efiim 
intrudii^  stranger,"  thought  Strickland,  as  he  retired 
to  his  chamber.   "  It  is  yet  early,  let  me  see  what  in* 
formation  or  amusement  his  book  contains."  He  reads, 
— *  Bears  are  not  so  plentiful  in  Lower  Canada  as  io 
Upper,  there  the  forests  are  much  infested  with  them; 
as  I  never  met  with  one  myself  during  my  travds  h 
this  country,  I  shall  insert  some  information  I  have 
received  concerning  them,  from  an  old  English  ser* 
jeant.     Englishmen  sometimes  speak  truth,'  (Thanks 
for  the  compliment,  thought  Strickland,)  *  and  on  his 
veracity  I  think  I  can  depend.     He  relates,  that  in 
travelling  he  perceived  a  bear  at  about  one  hundred 
and  fifty  paces  distance,  upon  which,  flattering  him* 
self  that  the  animal  had  not  seen  him,  and  knowing 
that  the  enemy  was  much  stronger  than  himself,  like 
a  prudent  soldier  he  resolved  to  decamp. as  expedi-' 
tiouslyas  possible.    His  antagonist,  however,  per-r 
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could  meet  with  somebody  that  does  know  him,  he  has 
been  here  three  or  foar  times  and  pajs  like  a  gentle- 
man ;  but  what  puzzles  me  is,  that  when  he  calls  he's 
going  dawn;  he  starts  to  go  down;  a  day  or  two  after 
he  calls  ag^ain,  he's  still  going  down,  mais  par  Christ ! 
I  never  see  him  going  up;  there  is  but  wm  road  that 
I  know  of,  how  then  can  he  get  hack  ?  There  is  no 
other  inn  within  twenty  miles  in  any  direction,  so  that 
one  would  think  that  he  must  call  here."  "  Mum," 
said  an  old  Canadian,  who  had  not  yet  taken  any  part 
in  the  conversation,  **  he  says  he's  going  down,  par 
Dieu  !  take  my  word  for  it  he's  going  up.**  At  the 
same  time  expressively  placing  his  fore  finger  under 
his  left  ear,  jerking  it  upwards,  and  imitating  the 
shriek  or  groan  supposed  to  accompany  the  most  im- 
portant operation  of  the  *  finisher  of  the  law/  "  Ho- 
nesty needs  no  disguise,  I  saw  him  at  La  Bale,  not 
three  months  ago,  he  now  looks  twenty  years  older ; 
but  mind !  Fve  said  nothing  ;*  bowing  his  head  on  his 
band,  and  pretending  to  doze. 

Here  the  stranger,  with  gprace  and  confidence,  again 
glided  into  the  room,  drew  his  chair  nearer  to  Strick- 
land, sat  down,  and  observed,  in  a  friendly  tone,  "  But 
for  you.  Sir,  I  should  have  passed  a  most  uncomfort- 
able evening,  I  reckon,  among  these  uncultivated  rus- 
tics; had  you  been  travelling  towards  the  St.  Law- 
rence, I  might  have  presumed  to  calculate  upon  hav- 
ing your  valuable  company  on  the  road.  I  travel 
purely  for  informatioris  sake :  here.  Sir,"  laying  on 
the  table  before  Strickland,  a  pocket  book,  **  here 
are  some  remarks  I  have  made  on  whatever  I  thought 
interesting.  Nay,  Sir,  no  ceremony,  let  me  beg;  you 
are  welcome  to  peruse  them,  or  make  extracts.    That 
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man  in  the  stable,  who  does  not  speak  our  laDguage, 
Is  your  servant  or  guide,  I  guess !"  "  He  is  the 
latter.  Sir,"  "  I  start  early  in  the  morning;  so  do 
you,  I  presume!"  Without  waiting  a  reply,  he  arose, 
wished  our  hero  a  good  night,  and  calling  for  the 
landlord,  was  shown  to  his  chamber.  From  the  con- 
dncteuT,  Strickland  learnt,  that  the  stranger  droTea 
rahiable  fleet  blood-mare;  and  had  also,  in  his  light 
and  elegant  carriage,  a  superb  bridle  and  saddle. 
"  Yon  sleep,  I  understand,"  said  the  Captain,  "  u 
the  hay-loft :  keep  a  watchful  eye  over  the  travellar, 
and  should  he  depart  ere  I  rise  in  the  morning,  satiijj 
yourself  as  to  whether  he  travels  upwards  or  down; 
and  if  any  thing  happens  in  the  night,  do  not  fail  to 
tap  with  your  whip  at  yon  chamber  window.  Be  ii- 
j^ilaut !  be  cautious !  I  like  not  the  appearance  ef  tWi 
intruding  stranger,"  thought  Strickland,  as  he  retinJ 
to  his  chamber.  "  It  is  yet  early,  let  me  see  what  in- 
formation or  amusement  his  book  contains."  He  reads, 
— '  Bears  are  not  so  plentiful  in  Loieer  Canada  as  in 
Upper,  there  the  forests  are  much  infested  with  them; 
as  I  never  met  with  one  myself  during  my  travels  in 
this  country,  I  shall  insert  some  information  I  have 
received  concerning  them,  from  an  old  English  Ser- 
jeant. Englishmen  sometimes  speak  truth,'  (Thankee 
for  the  compliment,  thought  Strickland,) '  and  on  hit 
veracity  I  think  I  can  depend.  He  relates,  that  in 
travelling  he  perceived  a  bear  at  about  one  hundred 
and  tidy  paces  distance,  upuu  which,  flattering  him- 
self that  the  animal  hod  not  seen  him,  and  knowing 
that  the  enemy  was  much  stronger  than  himself,  lik^ 
a  prudent  soldier  he  resolved  to  decamp  as  espedi- 
tionsly  as  possible.     His   antagonist,   however,  per- 
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ceivedy  and  followed  him  at  nearly  as  great  a  speed 
as  a  dog  would  have  done.  The  seijeant  swimming 
well,  soused  plump  into  a  large  pond,  but,  unfortu- 
nately, found  that  his  pursuer  gained  greater  advan- 
tage over  him  in  swimming  than  in  running.  On 
landing,  finding  himself  fatigued,  and  flight  unavail- 
-iog,  he  posted  his  back  against  the  largest  tree  he 
«oiild  meet  with,  and  had  just  time  to  arm  himself 
with  a  long  knife,  ere  the  bear  was  close  upon  him. 
At  the  distance  of  about  six  paces,  the  huge  brute 
reared  himself  on  his  hind  legs,  and  darting  suddenly 
forward,  endeavoured  to  grasp  his  intended  victim  by 
the  shoulders ;  but  the  sergeant,  being  a  tall,  active 
man,  sprang  up  a  little,  elevating  his  arms,  when  the 
bear  seized  him,  together  with  Uie  tree,  rather  below 
the  armpits,  leaving  his  arms  at  liberty.  Had  the 
•toe  been  somewhat  less  in  girth,  the  powerful  pressure 
of  the  animal's  paws  would  have  caused  instant  death : 
as  it  was,  finding  the  tree  an  impediment  to  lus  man- 
oeuvre, he  pressed  his  breast  with  great  force  against 
the  belly  of  the  man,  at  the  same  time  squeezing  him, 
by  drawing  together  the  joints  of  his  fore  legs ;  he 
•then  made  a  sudden  push  with  his  head  towards  the 
serjeanfs  throat,  when  the  latter,  dexterously  stoop- 
ing on  one  side,  buried  his  knife  deep  in  the  bowels  of 
Us  formidable  adversary,  which,  groaning  aloud,  fell 
Kfeless  at  his  feet. 

'  When  a  bear  climbs  a  tree  in  pursuit  of  a  man, 

the  best  way  to  escape  is  to  drop  from  the  extremity 

of  a  moderate  sized  branch  to  the  ground,  upon  which 

the  animal,  not  being  able  to  descend  in  any  other 

*  way,  will  come  down  the  trunk  of  the  tree,  hind  fore- 
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most ;  then  be  ready  to  stab  him  Id  the  quarter  ere 
he  reaches  the  grouDd. 

*  Wolves  are  seldom  seen  on  the  main  contiiient 
below  Montreal,  though  I  am  told  that  many  of  the 
islands,  particularly  Anticosti,  abound  with  them.  It 
k  well  known/  continues  the  American  traveller,  *  ihii 
the  British  army,  during  our  glorious  struggle  for  in- 
dependence, was  followed  by  immense  troops  of  them, 
whose  dreadful  bowlings  were,  no  doubt,  an  unpleasant 
accompaniment  to  the  privations  it  experienced  in  the 
dreary  wilds  and  forests  of  Canada,  for  we  took  special 
care  that  they  should  not  penetrate  far  into  the  States, 
I  g^ess.  It  seems  that  these  ferocious  beasts  prefer 
English  flesh  to  any  other  carrion,'  (Thankee  again, 
thought  Strickland,  this  fellow's  impudence  amuses 
me,)  'seeing  that  they  tore  up  the  dead  bodies  from 
the  grave ; — that  is  to  say,  when  we  gave  the  rascals 
time  to  bury  their  dead. 

*  A  singk  wolf,  unless  very  hungry,  will  scarce  ever 
dare  to  attack  a  man,  without  the  man  shews  fear,  by 
flying ;  the  wolf  then  shrewdly  calculates  what  sort  of  a 
pretty  considerable  coward  he  has  to  cope  with,  and 
acts  accordingly.  These  animals  possess  great  instinct, 
and  generally,  when  in  troops,  provide  a  sort  of  cen- 
tinel,  who,  when  he  perceives  a  man,  by  a  howl  fi^ 
miliar  to  themselves,  assembles  the  whole  troop,  whidi 
fall  to,  with  voracious  appetites,  and  speeddy  devour 
him,  looking  round  again,  I  reckon,  pretty  keenly,  to 
spy  out  another  victim.  The  wolf  is  not  so  expert  at 
climbing  a  tree  as  the  bear,  and  when  he  discovers  a 
man  taking  shelter  in  one,  contents  himself  with  watcb- 
ing  at  the  foot  of  it,  until  fatigue  or  hunger  causes 
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bis  prey  either  to  fall  or  come  down.  In  thb  caae» 
'tis  a  trial  betwten  the  two,  as  to  which  can  fast 
longest.  Sometimes  the  keen  appetite  of  the  wolf 
overcomes  his  patience,  and  he  decamps  in  search  of 
other  food,  leaving  the  half-starved  man  to  descend 
and  shift  for  himself. 

'  Lake  St.  Peter's,  and  most  parts  of  the  grand  river, 
at  the  proper  season,  abound  with  excellent  shad, 
which  are  pretty  good  eating  when  smoked,  I  guess. 
Their  approach  is  always  indicated  by  immense  quan- 
tities of  flies;  hence  called  shad-tHes,  and  which  are 
sometimes  sufficiently  numerous  to  darken  the  air; 
and  have  often  been  seen  on  the  banks  of  the  river, 
like  the  froth  cast  upon  the  sea-shore  by  the  waves  of 
the  ocean.  They  are  a  long  slender  fly,  measuring  in 
length  about  seven-eighths  of  an  inch ;  genus,  species, 
kc.  to  deponent  unknown.  They  have  two  wings,  and 
but  one  head.'  (Sublime  and  accurate  description! 
thought  Strickland.) 

'  Upper  Canada  abounds  with  snakes,  the  most  for- 
midable of  which  are  the  rattle-snake,  the  hoop,  and 
tke  black  snake.  The  bite  of  the  first  is  generally  fol- 
lowed by  speedy  death.  The  only  certain  remedy  is, 
to  instantly  cut  out  the  part  bitten;  and  if  it  be  a 
limb,  in  most  cases,  immediate  amputation  is  advisa- 
ble, the  deadly  venom  of  the  reptile  spreading  like 
wildfire  through  the  veins.  An  instance  of  this  was 
exhibited  a  few  years  ago,  about  eighteen  miles  below 
Upper  York.  Three  men  were  mowing,  one  of  whom 
was  at  some  distance  from  the  other  two,  when  the 
lattle  of  a  snake  was  heard  very  near  him ;  his  com- 
panions called  aloud  to  warn  him  of  his  danger,  but 
lie  carelessly  replied,  *'  I'll  cut  him  with  the  scythe.'' 
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Presently  he  exclaimed,  "  0  Lord,  I  am  bit!"  The 
bite  was  io  the  ancle  ;  and  while  ond  of  his  comrades 
rau  for  a  surgeon,  the  foot  began  to  swell  and  tnm 
black,  when  the  wounded  man,  with  astonbbing  for 
titude,  saved  his  life,  by  hacking  ofl'  the  leg  with  hu 
scythe.  On  the  surgeon's  arrival,  he  dressed  the 
stump,  and  in  a  short  time  a  perfect  cure  was  per- 
formed. Bat  the  most  curious  part  of  the  circuo- 
stance  is  that,  when  about  an  hour  and  a  half  had 
elapsed  from  the  time  of  the  accident,  the  other  two 
men  proceeded  to  bury  the  amputated  limb,  they,t« 
iheir  astonishment,  discovered  that  it  was  not  onlj 
black  all  over,  but  full  of  longitudinal  splits,  and 
abounding  with  maggots.'  By  this  time  Strickland 
was  half  asleep,  and  his  candle  nearly  consumed,  bt 
therefore  retired  to  rest. 

Early  in  the  moming  be  arose,  and  on  entering  tie 
stable  the  first  thing  he  observed,  was  the  absence  af 
the  stranger's  horse;  "  He  departed,"  said  the  oos- 
dactenr,  "  before  day-light;  and  just  before  he  went, 
I  beanl  a  rustling  noise:  when  descending  from  the 
hay-loft,  I  found  him  with  a  lantern  near  my  horse;  it 
appeared  as  though  he  had  been  examining  his  feel, 
or  doing  something  which  be  should  not,  for  on  per- 
ceiving me,  he  sidled  over  towards  his  mare,  in  con- 
fusion." "All  this  is  strange!"  said  Strickland,  "if 
not  suspicious,  Jean.  Saw  yon  which  way  be  took?" 
"  I  watched  him.  Sir,  and  by  the  faint  dawning,  sa« 
him  mount  yon  hill,  pushing  forwards  towards  St- 
Francis."  "You  have  done  well,  conducteur!  'lis 
early  for  breakfast;  I  am  informed  there  is  a  house 
at  the  traverse,  six  miles  distant ;  while  /settle  the 
reckoning,  do  you  harness  the  horse ;  but  let  me 
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at  him."  I  am  glad  to  find,  thought  Strickland,  that 
whether  the  American  intended  it  or  not,  the  beast 
baa  sustained  no  injury.  "  Bonne  voyage.  Monsieur! 
Bonne  voyage!*'  exclaimed  Boniface,  at  the  door  of 
his  castle,  while  our  hero  and  his  g^ide  drove  off  from 
the  inn  at  Shipton. 

.For  a  mile  or  two  they  travelled  in  silence ;  after 
which  Strickland,  addressing  himself  to  the  conduc- 
teur,  said,  '*  We  must  try  to  dine  at  Sherbrooke,  and 
that  earhf  too,  Jean ;  it  is  but  twenty-four  miles  from 
Shipton:  the  roads  seem  better,  and  the  country 
about  here  rather  more  thickly  inhabited.  This»  I 
suppose,  is  the  Traverse.  I  can  hardly  believe  that 
we  have  performed  the  distance  in  so  short  a  time." 
"  What  hoa!  house !  house  there,  I  say.  Confound 
these  people, — ^'tis  near  eight  o'clock:  it  seems  as 
though  they  intended  to  sleep  till  the  resurrection 
gun  fires.  But  I  had  forgot — perhaps  they  do  not 
speak  Bkgliih.  Hoa,  a  la  maison — dit-don — ouvrez 
la  porte."  ''Who's  there?*'  replied  a  gruff  voice; 
"  we  don't  parley- voo  here,**  **  Travellers — we  want 
to  be  ferried  across.  Let  us  in,  if  you  please/' — 
"  Come,  come,  no  hurry,  Sir :  you'll  give  an  old  man 
time  to  put  his  breeches  on,  I  suppose."  **  Most 
certainly."  In  the  course  of  a  few  minutes  Strickland 
and  his  guide  were  admitted.  "  You  lie  late,  old 
gentleman."     ''  We  were  up  late  last  night.  Sir. 

The  d d  smugglers  expect  to  be  ferried  over  at 

all  hours.  I  heartily  wish  I  had  been  at  old  Nick 
when  I  first  took  this  place."  **  You  had  better," 
said  Strickland,  **  defer  that  wish  till  colder  weather  ; 
I  should  think,  from  what  I  have  heard  of  your  win- 
ters here,  a  man  might  almost  be  tempted  to  desire  to 
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Spend  his  Christmas  holidays  in  a  wanner  climate." 
"  In  Wales,"  said  the  grumbling  old  man,  "  one 
mi^ht  keep  a  turnpike-gate,  and  lay  in  bed  and  pnll 
it  open  with  a  string."  The  Captain  laughingly  in- 
quired, "whether  he  could  collect  the  toll  by  the 
same  contrivance?"  "  As  for  that.  Sir,  (scratching 
his  head,)  I  wasn't,  d'ye  see,  just  thinking  about  it." 
Finding  no  fire  in  here,  the  travellers  hastily  swal- 
lowed some  cold  grog,  ate  a  snack,  and  jumped  inlo 
the  ferry-boat.  When  about  half-way  across  the  Si, 
Francis,  Strickland  inquired  of  the  boatman,  whether 
he  had  been  called  up  before  in  the  course  of  (be 
morning,  to  convey  any  other  passengers  across  ?  On 
being  answered  in  the  negative,  and  also  leamtD|; 
that  there  was  no  other  ferry  for  some  miles,  either 
upwards  or  downwards,  be  felt  satisfied  that  the  Ame- 
rican could  not  be  on  the  road  before  them.  Arnvei 
at  the  other  bank  of  the  river,  our  hero  regretted  to 
find  that  two  hours  bad  been  spent  in  waking  the  old 
man,  embarking  and  disembarking  the  horse  and 
calash,  and  effecting  the  Traverse.  "  Now,  Jean," 
said  he,  "  let's  push  on  for  Sherbrooke."  The  coun- 
try presented  a  wild,  mountainous,  and  desolate  ap- 
pearance, without  trace  of  cultivation.  "  Rest  thon 
here,  (thought  Strickland,)  my  trusty  well-tried  pis- 
tols. Robbers  or  no  robbers,  ye  are  not  bad  com- 
panions. Either  that  American  is  a  robber  or  smng- 
gler ;— or  both.  I  fear  not  one  man  ;  but  may  he  not 
be  connected  with  a  gangi"  "  The  roads  are  good." 
exclaimed  Jean,  with  an  air  of  satisfaction,  as  he 
cheerfully  drove  over  a  wooden  bridge,  and  entered 
the  little  romantic  village  of  Sherbrooke. 
It  was  about  mid-day  when  they  drew  up  to 
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ino ;  and  here  tlie  Captain  was  snrfoiiiided  bj  a  poaw 
of  little  squalid  beggars,  some  in  French,  others  in 
English,  soliciting  an  alms.    ''Alas!  (thought  Strick- 
land,) even  here,  I  see,  wretchedness,  porertj,  and 
rags  are  to  be  found."    It  being  necessary  to  rest  the 
horse,  our  hero  bespoke  a  dinner,  amusing  himself  in 
the  interim  by  strolling  about  the  place.     It  consists 
of  but  few  inhalntants,  though  a(  that  few  abore  one- 
half  are  Protestants,  partly  British,  partly  Americans. 
It  may  seem  strange  to  you,  reader,  that  this  part 
of  the  country  is  not  described  as  exhibiting  more  of 
the  traits  of  open  war;  but  it  is  no  less  true  than 
strange,  that,  except  in  the  immediate  neighbourhood 
of  the  scene  of  action,  (Upper  Canada,)  every  thing 
remained  almost  as  tranquil  as  during  a   time  of 
profound  peace.    The  war  having  been  carried  on 
almost  exclusively  by  the  troops  of  both  nations  actu- 
ally engaged  in  it ;  while  the  Canadians  and  Ameri- 
cans, who  were  not  actively  employed  in  it,  continued 
mute  and  anxious  spectators  of  the  conffict.    Travel- 
lers from  the  neighbouring  States  frequently  journeyed 
for  miles  into  Canada,  while  the  Canadians  as  often 
pursued  their  business  within  the  boundary  of  the 
States.     This  was  a  mutual  convenience,  and  as  such 
was  winked  at  by  (if  even  known  to)  the  authorities 
who  led  the  contending  parties.     It  is  a  well  known 
foot,  that  many  Americans  resided,  during  the  whole 
war,  within  the  supposed  boundary  of  Canada ;  and 
it  is  probable,  that  many  Canadians  and  British  took 
the  liberty  to  trespass  in  like  manner  on  the  soil  of 
the  enemy. 

A  stream  or  gully  of  water  runs  through  Sher- 
brooke,  which  serves  to  turn  a  grist  and  saw  mill : 
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the  banks  of  the  rivulet  are  exceedingly  steep ;  man; 
of  the  bouses  are  built  close  upon  their  edge.  A 
great  deal  of  laud  appeared  cleared  in  the  neighbour' 
hood ;  and,  as  far  as  the  Captain  could  judge,  Hut 
soil  is  excellent,  and  the  general  appearance  of  the 
place,  (if  we  except  the  beggars,)  indicative  of  in- 
creasing  prosperity. 

Returning  to  the  iun,  several  strangers  bad  arrived, 
while  two  carriages  of  American  construction  stood  at 
the  door.  "  The  spot  I  seek  {thought  he)  must  be 
about  fifteen  or  twenty  miles  further.  1  shall  make 
no  inciuirieG  here;  for  should  Hastie  by  any  meaw 
receive  notice  of  my  approach,  he'll  yet  elude  mj 
grasp."  It  was  near  three,  and  dinner  some  time 
over,  ere  Jean  pronounced  the  horse  fit  for  the  road : 
then  taking  leave  of  the  village,  with  a  beating  hean 
he  proceeded  onwards.  For  a  mile  or  two  they  per- 
ceived here  and  there  a  house;  but  the  further  thev 
went  the  more  desolate  the  country  became,  as  thongh 
uo  one  cared  to  fix  bis  habitation  in  a  spot,  as  it  were 
neither  under  the  protection  of  England  nor  America.* 

They  travelled,  to  Strickland's  mortification,  bnl 
slowly.  It  was  considerably  after  five,  when  thej 
espied  a  little  neat  cottage  on  the  left.  It  is  rather 
diSerent  from  the  style  of  Canadian  houses,  tbongbl 
he.  Can  we  now  have  crossed  the  border  ?  I  re- 
gret that  I  did  not  inquire  at  Sherbrooke.  "There 
is  a  calash  at  the  door,  Jean :  let  us  drive  up  ami 

*  The  lines  or  boundary  between  Canada  snd  ihe  Stales  ire 
not  yet  marked  out.  Stricliland  liere  supposes  himself  lo  be  in  the 
disputed  territory;  but  the  author  has  reason  to  think,  thai  wh»t  K 
generally  called  the  Uues,  lie  at  a  greater  distance  fcwn  Sherbfootf 
than  the  Caplsii 
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fiiake  some  iuqairies ;  it  is  bat  little  out  of  our  way.'' 
Unfortanately,  in  tarmng  off,  o?er  a  roagli  piece 
of  road,  the  korse  stambled,  and  broke  a  shaft  of  the 
carriage.  **  What  shall  we  do  now,  Jean  I"  exclaimed 
the  Captain.  **  We  had  better.  Sir,  tie  the  horse  to 
this  tree ;  you  can  walk  in  and  rest,  while  /  borrow 
an  axe,  and  step  into  the  wood  and  cat  a  piece  of 
tiaiber ;  in  a  short  time  I  shall  be  able  to  knock  np 
something  that  will  serve  as  for  a  shaft,  antil  we  can 
have  a  suitable  one.  Oar  hero  soon  reached  the 
door ;  Jean  following  closely  at  his  heels.  The  only 
inmates  appeared  to  be  a  wrinkled  old  woman,  of  ex- 
tremely forbidding  aspect,  and  a  stoat,  ferocioas  look- 
ii^  yonth  of  aboat  eighteen,  apparently  ready  for  any 
mischief:  at  the  table,  qnaffing  ram  and  sprace,  and 
picking  the  bones  of  a  cold  fowl,  sat  the  traveller, 
wbose  calash  was  at  the  door.  He  ate  in  haste ;  at 
first  regarding  Strickland  with  evident  alarm;  bat 
the  frank  appearance  and  friendly  manner  of  the 
latter  soon  dispelled  the  stranger's  apprehensions. 
''  Excuse  me.  Sir,"  said  he,  ''  for  having  exhibited 
some  symptoms  of  fear  and  distrust  when  you  en- 
tared  ;  I  am  a  Jew,  as  yon  may  guess,  and  on  my 
way  to  visit  a  friend  at  Three  Rivers.  This  is  the 
first  time  I  have  been  in  this  part  of  the  country ; 
and  I  am  credibly  informed,  that  the  road  for  several 
miles  back  is  infested  by  a  newly  formed  gang  of 
robbers :  I  have  travelled  the  last  fifteen  miles  with 
speed,  and  in  continual  fear ;  nor  would  I  have  halted 
here,  but  that  the  beast  and  I  were  almost  famished ; 
I  have  seen  several  suspicious  ill -looking  fellows 
•aboat ;  bat  driving  on  furiously  vit  a  pistol  cocked  in 
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my  hand,  the  honest  folks,  if  I  met  any,  must  bavfl 
taken  me  for  a  madman^while  the  tieves  seemed 
afraid  to  approach  me.  I  like  not  this  house,  as  I 
hope  to  be  saved,  nor  the  tooks  of  that  old  voman." 

"  I  feel  much  obliged  to  you.  Sir,  for  your  intel- 
ligence, though  it  certainly  gives  me  some  alarm; 
but  I  am  on  an  affair  of  such  importance,  that  I 
cannot,  must  not  turn  back."  Here  the  Jew  laid  hii 
hand  on  his  pockets,  and  commenced  gathering  np 
the  remains  of  his  repast;  while  Strickland  was  abont 
to  ask  the  old  woman  some  questions.  "  Let  hei 
alone,"  said  the  Jew,  "  she  will  do  you  no  coot — and 
you  will  only  betray  your  ignorance  of  the  countrisfa." 
The  Captain  followed  his  advice.  "  Ten  miles,"  said 
the  Jew,  as  he  proceeded  to  the  door,  "  ten  niUes,  I 
think  you  said,  to  Sherbrooke ?"  Our  hero  answered^ 
"  Yes."  At  this  moment  a  smart  young  officer  rode 
by.  "  I  vish,"  said  the  Jew,  "  he  vas  going  mj 
vay."  Strickland  glanced  his  eye  towards  him ;  bnl 
lie  rode  too  fast  to  enable  him  to  observe  more  than 
that  he  was  dressed  in  the  uniform  of  one  of  the  States. 
The  Hebrew  threw  a  shilling  on  the  table,  and  taking 
leave,  mounted  his  calasb,  and  drove  off  at  full  speed. 

On  returning  to  his  seat,  the  Captain  observed  the 
shilling  still  lying  on  the  table.  "  What  can  this 
mean?"  thought  he.  "  She  seems  to  be  miserabh 
poor,  and  yet  regards  not  the  traveller's  gift  an) 
more  than  if  it  was  but  a  button.  All  is  not  right 
here;  all  is  not  as  it  should  be;"  casting  a  scniti- 
nizin  glance  around  him,  "  that  old  woman  watcbet  ! 
my  every  look  !  What,  in  the  name  of  Heaven,  cm  f 
detain  the  conducteur  so  long  in  the  wood  ?     Surdy, 
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by  this  time  be  and  the  stripling  might  have  cat 
down  wood  enough  to  build  a  calash !  Can  A^  be  a 
traitor  ?  Beset  as  I  am  with  dangers  on  every  side, 
I  snspect  all  men.  For  myself  I  heed  not;  but  to  be 
deprived  of  the  pleasure  of  rescuing  the  poor  kid- 
napped boy!  By  Heaven,  it  must  not  be.  I'll  still 
push  forward.'*  At  the  same  time  cheering  himself 
by  repeating  his  favourite  motto : — 

"  Thrice  is  he  arm*d  who  hath  his  quarrel  just.'' 

A  tedious  hour  and  a  half  had  elapsed,  ere  Jean 
returned  with  a  suitable  piece  of  wood ;  he  then 
entered  both  sweating  and  swearing :  '<  What  noiD> 
jnon  bon  homme/'  said  Strickland,  ''  has  happened 
to  thus  ruffle  your  temper^  and  what  detained  you  Y* 
**  This  boy/'  said  he,  **  either  purposely  hid  the 
axe,  or  accidentally  lost  it  in  the  wood,  and  I  have 
spent  the  greater  part  of  the  time  in  looking  for  it;— ^ 
to  tell  you  the  truth.  Sir,  (drawing  near  and  whis*? 
pering)  I  like  not  this  house,  these  people,  nor  this 
country ;  and  but  that  I  engaged,  and  still  wish  to 
serve  you,  the  blessed  Virgin,  (crossing  himself), 
knows  that  I  would  rather  turn  back — but  lef  s  away 
<— atlons.  Monsieur ;  I  can  make  this  do]  for  a  shaft." 
Strickland's  suspicions,  not  to  say  his  alarm,  in<r 
creased ;  yet  he  endeavoured  to  appear  composed  and 
unsuspecting  before  the  old  woman.  ''  Poh,  poh ! 
Jean,"  said  he,  smilingly,  "  do  not  be  apt  to  spy  out 
dangers  where  there  are  none.  Here,  my  good  wo- 
man, is  half  a  crown  for  you,  for  the  trouble  I  have 
put  you  to,  and  one  for  yoif,  my  smart  young  fellow." 
The  cottagers,  who  had  began  to  seem  uneasy,  looked 
more   composed,  and  the  old   harridan  herself  had 
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even  the  civility  to  thank  the  Captain  for  his  bouni 
Less  than  a  quarter  of  an  hour  sufficed  to  fix  th( 
temporary  shaft,  when  our  hero  deliberately  jump 
in  to  the  calash,  and  they  drove  off. 


CHAPTER  XX. 


Thank  Heav'n !  at  length  I've  reach'd  the  prize  I  sought, 
Though  dangers  throng*d,  and  robbers  cross'd  my  path. 

By  this  time  it  was  fast  ver^ng  towards  dusk,  an 
the  excessive  heat,  with  the  darl,  lowering  appeal 
ance  of  the  atmosphere^  indicated  the  approach  of  i 
thunder-storm.  Jean  applied  his  whip  more  brisk^ 
and  ever  and  anon  directed  his  apprehensive  eyti 
towards  the  heavens.  Both  travellers,  for  upward! 
of  an  hour,  remained  silent ;  the  reflections  of  eaol 
being  far  from  pleasing.  At  length  Strickland  sai 
that  the  conducteur  began  to  fidget  about  in  his  se^ 
and  grow  very  uneasy.  **  I  feel  little  less  so  myseKl 
thought  he,  **  I'll  enter  into  conversation  with 
with  a  view  to  cheer  him  up  and  beguile  the 
moments."  But  this  Jean  prevented  him  from  dok 
by  suddenly  breaking  out  into  a  ''  Pour  Ts 
Dieu  \  (or.  For  the  love  of  God),  Sir,  where  are 
going  to  ?  It  grows  dark ;  a  storm  is  at  hand, 
for  miles  over  this  wilderness  I  see  not  a  human 
tatiou.*'  ''  Fear  not!  take  heart,  Jean,  but  a 
miles  further  there  is,  there  must  be,  a  cottage, 
cottage  I  seek ;  but  whether  we  find  it  or  not,  m 
will  endeavour  to  put  up  for  the  night  at  the  MP 
house  we  meet  with.    I  liked  not  that  last  house  tt^ 
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more  than  jou  did,  nor  would  I  have  lodged  there  on 
any  accouut.  Come,  my  boy,  push  on,  less  than  an 
Ikour  will,  I  trust,  see  us  in  safety ;  there  is  yet  a 
drop  in  the  bottle.  Driuk  !  no  ceremony,  ve  are 
equals  in  danger!  Drink,  mon  bou  homme,  and  pass 
the  flasV  to  me."  "  This  is  very  comforting,  and 
warms  one's  inside,"  said  Jean,  as  he  corked  the 
bottle,  and  was  restoring  it  to  its  place.  At  this  mo- 
ment they  were  at  once  enveloped  in  profound  dark- 
ness, an  awful  thunder-cloud  burst  over  their  heads, 
and  the  rain  poured  down  copiously.  The  horse 
no  longer  needed  the  whip;  but  plunging  forward, 
whirled  them  along  with  amazing  speed.  Crack  went 
the  thunder,  peal  after  peal,  while  flashes  of  dreadful 
lightniug  succeeded  each  other  in  rapid  succession. 
For  a  considerable  time  the  horse  gallopped  on,  they 
knew  not  whither,  when  Strickland  cried  out  "  Halt ! 
I  spy  a  cottage  on  the  right."  Jean,  in  attempting  to 
arrest  the  progress  of  the  storm- frighted  beast,  turned 
the  carriage  a  little  out  of  the  track,  when  one  of  the 
wheels  coming  in  contact  with  a  tree,  it  overturned, 
pitching  the  Captain  and  his  guide  with  violence  into 
tie  road,  the  horse  at  the  same  time  stopping.  Some 
minutes  were  spent  in  getting  up  the  carriage,  when 
Strickland  tying  the  horse  to  a  tree,  stole  softly  to- 
wards the  cottage  door,  drawing  Jean  cautiously  after 
iim,  and  whispering,  "  Say  not  a  word  for  your  life ! 
there  are  robbers  about.  Let  us  Jirst  see  who  are 
<titbin."  Clash  went  another  clap  of  astounding  thun- 
ler.  "  Heaven  defend  the  benighted  traveller!" 
Exclaimed  a  young  female  voice  within,  "  and  preserve 
ny  dear  father  from  the  peltiogs  of  this  pitiless 
itorm."     Strickland  peeped  through  the  broken  case- 
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ment,  and  observed  a.  young  maid  pressing  closer  to 
a  frugal  fire,  while  her  mother  added  an  emphatic 
"  Amen'.  May  heaven  defend  him!  child,"  conti- 
nued she,  "  for  upon  his  fate  depends  your  own,  and 
that  of  your  poor  brothers,  whose  little  appetites  are 
craving  for  that  support  which  it  is  not  in  my  power 
to  give  them.  Hark!  the  deep  thunder  nearer  roUi,  I 
and  nought  pervades  the  forest's  settled  gloom  bat  I 
lightning's  transient  glare.  Your  poor  father,  too—  ' 
alas !  doomed  as  he  is  to  wander  forth,  while  others 
rest,  to  seek  a  scanty  pittance  for  his  famished  babes! 
'tis  too  much,  my  Adelaide,  a  greater  weight  of  woes 
presses  on  me  than  I  am  able  to  bear."  "  Can  the 
head  of  such  a  family  be  a  robber?"  thought  Strick- 
land ;  "  but,  hush !  'tis  the  voice  of  the  daughter," 
"  Cheer  up,  dear  mother,  nor  give  way  to  doubt ;  that 
Providence,  who  delights  to  protect  the  innocent,  aod 
feed  the  hungry,  will  not  forget  us.  Ere  long  mj 
father  will  return,  then  let  us  raise  the  fire  to  dry  bis 
weary  limbs."  "  Alas!  my  dear,  'tis  past  his  usual 
hour ;  the  storm  with  double  fury  rages  :  Hark  !  how 
the  cold  rain  beats  on  our  shattered  roof:  haste 
and  remove  the  boys  ere  they  get  wet ;  but  do  it 
softly,  lest  they  awake  to  a  sense  of  those  wants  their 
unhappy  mother  cannot  satisfy,"  "  Knock,  Jean; 
knock  gently,"  said  Strickland  ;  "  though  but  a  poor 
shelter;  here,  at  least  we  have  nothing  to /ear."  The 
Captain  still  kept  at  his  post;  while  Jean,  anxious  to 
get  in,  thumped  loudly  at  the  battered  door,  "  Harkl* 
said  the  mother,  "  what  means  that  dreadful  knock- 
ing at  the  door  ?  haste  child  and  see  ;  but,  iio,  I'll  go 
my«e//^ -perhaps  'tis  the  banditti  of  the  forest;  if'*»l 
why  let  them  come ;  we  have  nought  to  lose  but  life. 
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ind  that  is  scarcely  worth  the  keeping."  "  Nay,  dear- 
eat  mother,  do  not  go  ;— again  they  knock — the  door 
flies  open,"  Ou  seeing  Jean  enter,  the  elder  female 
drew  back  from  him  with  dignity  and  reserve,  while 
Strickland,  now  entering,  said,  "  Fear  not,  good 
woman,  not  for  worlds  would  we  harm  thee  or  thine. 
My  carriage  was  upset  not  many  paces  from  your 
door ;  I  seek  but  a  shelter  by  your  friendly  fire,  a 
temporary  refuge  from  the  fury  of  the  contending 
elements."  The  dame  was  not  backward  in  paying 
every  civility  to  her  guests;  expressing  her  sorrow 
that  poverty  prevented  her  from  entertaining  them  in 
a  manner  more  agreeably  to  her  feelings.  Strickland 
drew  from  his  pocket  a  cake,  which  he  divided  be- 
Iweeo  the  boys,  who  were  now  awake,  and  crying  for 
bread  ;  he  also  sent  Jean  out  for  the  provision  basket 
and  liquor,  and  shared  with  tbe  wretched  family  a 
plentiful  meal.  But  what  was  to  be  done  with  the 
poor  Itorse  ? — neither  shed  nor  other  shelter  was  here 
to  be  obtained ;  and  though  the  thunder  and  light- 
ning bad  ceased,  it  still  rained.  "  Alas!"  said  the 
poor  cottager,  "  it  was  not  always  thus  with  ns;  but 
Doe  short  month  ago  we  could  have  accommodated 
JOB  well.  The  owners  of  a  neighbouring  cottage" — 
"  There  is  then  another  cottage  near?"  eagerly  in- 
terrupted Strickland.  "  There  is,  Sir,  to  our  sor- 
low.  Until  the  present  people  had  it,  we  lived  in 
peace  and  harmony  -.  these  new  comers  offered  to 
buy  our  house  and  little  stock,  which  Stephen  refused 
'"  icW  ;  since  then,  all  has  gone  wrong  with  us;  our 
-  -wood  has  been  stolen,  our  crop  destroyed;  and, 
Kiiven  forgive  me,  when  I  think  they  are  not  guilt- 
less of  the  deed.     To  add  to  our  distress,  the  neigh- 
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bourbood  is  infested  with  banditti,  wlio  have  stolen 
our  horse  and  cow,  and  fired  the  stable  ;  and  bat  for 
the  rain  which  fell  in  torrents  on  that  awful  nt^t,  we 
had  not  now  a  home  wherein  to  bide  our  wretched    / 
heads.     Poverty  too  has  driven  my  husband  to  sas^   | 
ciate,  why  need  I,^hide  it '. — it  is  no  fault  of  his — to    ' 
herd  with  smugglers.    This  night  I  await  his  comiog, 
and  hope  success_has  crowned  bis  arduous  labours: 
we  wish  but  to  amass  a  little  money,  and  then  re-    . 
move  to  some  far  distant  spot."     "  Know  you  asght  j 
of  the  inmates  of  that  cottage  V  asked  Strickland.        I 
"  But  some  few  months  ago  it  was  purchased  bj   ' 
an  American,  who  kept,  and  still  keeps,  much  com- 
pany.    He  afterwards   brought  home  an  old  mad- 
woman, whom  we  suppose  to  be  his  mother ;  within 
these  few  weeks  too,  a  till,  black-whiskered  English- 
man has  taken  up  his  abode  there  also."    "  Speak. 
my  good   woman,   speak! — are    there  not   yet    more 
thsin  these?"     "Adelaide  says  she's  sure  she  saw  a 
pretty  boy."     "  'Tis  he!  tis  he!  the  man,  the  boy  I 
seek!"  exclaimed   the  Captain,  "  I  come  to  seek  the 
child,  direct  me  but  to  the  cottage  t"     Here  the  poor 
woman  evinced  alarm ;  perhaps  she  feared   she  bad 
said  too  much  respecting  her  unwelcome  neighbours. 
"  Surely,  Sir,"  said  she,  "  you  must  well  know  tliem. 
and  the  spot,  or  how  found  you  the  way  to  this  cot- 
tage ?  you  are  miles  from  the  highway  which  links  the 
border  countries!"   "Can  it  be ^o*si6/e  then?  gracious    i 
Heaven!"  said  Strickland,  "  that  thou  hast  sent  this    , 
storm  to  drive  our  affrighted  horse  into  the  very  track 
leadingto  the  placelsought? — It  wiMsf. O Providence,    . 
inscrutable  Providence,  it  must  be  so ! — Be  not  alarmed, 
good  woman,  I  am  anything  but  a  friend  to  the  in- 
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mates  of  that  cottage — anything  hut  a  foe  to  yon : 
show  me  to  the  spot;  the  weather  clears  up,  and  here 
is  money  to  relieve  your  present  wants :  I'll  call  again." 
Repairing  to  the  door,  the  timid  mooD  peered  slily 
out  between  the  retiring  clouds,  as  through  a  curtain, 
as  if  to  see  what  mischief  wiod,  lightniog,  thunder, 
and  fast-falling  rain  bad  done.  "  'Tis  well,  good 
dame,  I  thank  you,  it  seems  but  fifty  paces  distant." 
"Nor  is  it  more.  Sir;  but  betwixt  us,  and  it,  a 
raging  torrent  pours;  you'll  follow  close  the  beaten 
track,  which  winds  and  turns,  until  it  brings  you  to 
the  cottage  door:  good  night!  Heaven  speed  your 
journey  tliilher,  and  send  you  safe  away  again." 
Jumping  into  the  calash,  while  Jean  willingly  untied 
his  drenched  beast,  our  hero  heard  the  artless  Adelaide 
exclaim — "  There  now,  mother!  did  I  not  say  that 
God  would  feed  the  hungry?  and  He  will  yet, 
I'm  sure,  preserve  the  innocent — will  restore  to  our 
expecting  arms  my  poor  father."  The  wind  still 
vhistled  mournfully  among  the  branches  of  the  tall 
dark  trees,  which  every  time  they  shook,  profusely 
besprinkled  the  anxious  travellers  with  the  water  col- 
lected on  their  leaves.  "  Doucement!  drive  gently, 
Jean,  and  give  me  time  to  think ; — -we  are  near  some 
water-fall,  I  hear  it  plainly  dashing  down  from  rock 
to  rock.  It  seems  a  mysterious  melancholy  night,  a 
certain  chillness  irresistibly  creeps  over  rae ;  but  as  my 
errand  is  just,  so,  I  hope,  will  heaven  defend  me. 
Sleep  not,  Jean,  but  be  ready  to  start  again  at  the 
first  word ;  we  are  full  in  view  of  the  cottage  I 
sought:  should  there  be  danger,  be  valiant,  act 
towards  me  a  man's  part ;  and  if  my  attempt  succeeds, 
double  oav  sli«U  be  vour  reward.     But  what  do  I  see? 
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a  figure  clothed  in  white,  and  that  a  femah  too,  just 
gliding  from  the  rear  of  the  cottage,  and  stealing  forth 
as  if  to  meet  us — Halt !  Jean,  she  wants  to  i^eak  !** 
She  looked  round  her  with  caution,  while  a  mooD- 
beam  settling  on  her  pallid  features  discovered  a  few 
loose  locks  of  venerable  g^ey.  Elevating  her  fore- 
finger, as  if  to  command  silence,  she  broke  oot  in  a 
low,  though  mild  tone — 

^'Though  cloth*d  in  woman's  garb  and  fonn, 
I  bear  the  soul,  the  heart,  and  mind  oiman; 
Mad,  wandering  Maig*ret  Brown,  I*m  called. 
From  house  to  house  my  well-known  name  is  bawl'd* 
When  infant's  muling,  dainty,  or  perverse. 
Refuse  the  pap,  cry  loud,  and  scratdi  the  muse; 
Tis  by  my  name,  that  pow'rfui  ms^c  spell. 
Their  cries  they  soothe,  4heir  angry  passions  quelL 
'  Hush !  hush  1 '  says  nurse,  ^  nor  fright  the  peaceful  town, 
Here  comes  to  whip  you,  mad-brain'd  Marg'ry  Brown!* 
Yet  am  I  not  so  mad  as  they  pretend  to  think, 
Nor  am  I  e'en  so  far  as  madness*  fearful  brink. 
Lo !  here  I'm  plac'd  the  way-worn  traveller  to  snaie. 
Yet  bid  you  of  ycm  cottage,  and  its  fiends  beware  I" 

Here  the  mysterious  female  raised  her  voice;  her 
limbs  became  more  ayitated.  and  while  her  ^ 
beamed  with  more  than  common  fire,  she  contimii 
with  warmth  and  trepidation — 

"  Btware  /  shut  not  your  wakeful  watching  eye, 
Lest  danger,  robbery,  or  death  be  nigh ;  ' 

Put  off  dull,  drowsy,  unsuspecting  deep, 
Your  wakeful  eyelids  watching  keep. 
But  for  one  hopeful,  tender,  rosy  boy, 
Would  I  with  fire  the  baneful  nest  destroy — 
Root  out  with  mighty  hand  the  horrid  crew, — 
That  deed^  brave  stranger,  Margery  leaves  to  yon. 
Adieu !  wait  but  a  moment,  till  I'am  safe  witfam  the  ddoi^ 
And  then,  own  not  for  worlds^  that  e'er  we  m«t  befove." 
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So  sayiDgy  with  almost  supernatural  baste  she  glided 
round  the  cottage,  and  was  at  once  lost  to  their  view. 
'*  If,  as  I  am  informed,  there  are  but  two  to  meet/' 
thought  Strickland,  **  the  odds  is  on  our  side — one  friend, 
it  seems,  we  have  within  the  garrison  ;  I've  gone  too 
far  to  think  of  drawing  back — Drive  boldly  to  the 
cottage  door,  Fll  jump  out  and  knock/'     "  Who's 
there?''   called  out    a    voice  within.     "Travellers! 
friend,  we  seek  a  shelter  for  the  night !"     ''  Come 
io,  and  welcome !"      "  What  boa !    Marg'ry,  Marg'ry 
Brown,  I  say  ;  I've  called  you  once  before !  I  calcu- 
late you  were  taking  a  pretty  comfortable  nap,  or 
singing  mad  sonnets  to  the  sickly  moon."     Certainly, 
tlioaght  Strickland,  I  have  heard  that  voice  before, 
lot  where,  I  cannot  call  to  mind.     Here  the  aged 
fcmale  entered,  and  cast  a  look  of  well-feigned  asto- 
aishment  at  Strickland.     **  Fetch  out  another  log,  old 
woman!  bring  out  some  wine  and  brandy,  and  the 
Mpper;  meanwhile,  I'll  to  the  stable,  and  assist  the 
fpnde/'     *'  With  your  permission,  1*11  follow,"  said  our 
llero;  to  this  his  host  appeared  to  agree  with  some 
Vriuctance.     "  An  eijfAZ-stalled  stable,  to  a  little  house 
Bke  Mis,"  thought  Strickland,  ''I'm  in  a  den  of  thieves; 
tflere  is  but  one  horse  here  besides  our  own."  Here  Jean 
whispered,  '*  The  blood  mare  !^*    "I  know  then  whose 
^est  I  am:  happily  for  us,   his  comrades  must  be 
CMit  on  some  excursion ;  in  every  manger  I  perceive 
the  remains  of  chaff  and  oats;  not  many  hours  ago 
this  place  was  full  of  beasts."     "  We  keep  a  roomy 
Md>le,  Sir,'*  observed  the  American,  "  as  inns  are 
had,  and  few  about  the  country,  we  often  entertain  a 
Moodier.'*'    "  Rub  down  the  horse,"  said  Strickland, 
*'aad  throw  him  down  a  truss  of  hay  to  munch,  when 
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he  has  ate  all  his  oats,  and  then  hasten  in  to  sapper^ 
Jean."  "  Oui,  oui.  Monsieur!"  "Now,  Sir,"  said 
the  officious  host,  **  perhaps  H  may  please  ye  to  walk 
in,  ere  this  the  supper's  ready."  *'  Sit  down.  Sir— 
here's  to  ye!  and  success  to  the  Borderers!"  (sings.) 

"The  glasses  sparkle  on  the  board. 
The  wine  is  ruby  bright." 

**  How  like  you  this.  Sir  ?  some  of  the  right  sort,  I 
calculate ?"  "It  is  excellent.  Sir,  and  so  are  yonr 
viands;  you  have  other  lodgers.  Sir,  I  suppose, 
besides  yourself  and  that  old  woman  ?"  "I  have,  bat 
not  at  home — a  Mr.  Hastie,  a  countryman  of  youn, 
I  take  it;  I  expect  him  instantly.  But  pull  off  your 
cloak.  Sir:  let  me  place  your  arms  in  yonder  cup- 
board (you're  now  with /rien&,)  pray  hand  them  me." 
**  Not  so.  Sir,"  answered  Strickland,  "if  you  please 
I'll  leave  them  in  my  belt,  I  am  accustomed  to  take 
them  with  me  to  my  chamber.*'  ''  Just  as  you  please, 
Sir — but  here's  your  man."  "  Seem  not  afraid,  but 
eat  with  cheerfulness,"  whispered  Strickland — ''Sir?' 
interrupted  the  American;  the  which  interrogative; 
the  Captain  thought  it  inconvenient  to  hear,  tor  tonh  i 
ing  to  his  host,  he  said,  "  Where,  Sir,  is  my  guide  to 
sleep?"  "  He  sleeps.  Sir,  in  the  stable,  than  wbick 
we  have  no  other  place  to  lodge  him ;  old  Margf'i; 
shall  give  him  some  clean  sheets  and  bed-clothes." 
Confound  this  Argus,  thought  Strickland,  he  watches 
my  every  motion  ;  how  shall  I  prevent  this  separation! 
how  caution  the  poor  fellow  not  to  sleep  ?  This  craflj 
knave,  I  am  persuaded,  understands  French.  *'  Yonll 
not  pull  off  your  clothes,  Jean,  the  nights  are  raw  f 
**  I'll  not.  Sir ;"  and,  as  if  he  divined  his  master's 
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thoughts,  he  added,  **  I  shall  not  sleep  much,  I  think, — 
nor  never  do,  when  far  from  home."    "  Come!  come  !** 
said  the  American,  "  here  is  the  old  woman  with  the 
bed-clothes  and  the  lantern ;  you  can  make  jour  bed 
in  any  comer  you  like  best/'     ''  Bon  nuit.  Monsieur ! 
boQ  nuit !"  After  a  short  paase,  the  Captain  observed, 
*'  It  grows  late.  Sir,  with  your  permission  I'll  retire 
—but  hark  I  I  hear  horses  at  the  door,"  at  the  same 
time  jumping  up  towards  it.     "  By  Heaven,  Sir  !'* 
eiclaimed  the  robber,  snatching  one  of  Strickland's 
pistols,  **  you  stir  not  hence  t*'  A  violent  struggle  for 
the  pistol  ensued  ;  it  went  off  with  a  loud  report,  and 
in  rushed  Long  Tom  ;  who  for  a  moment  seemed  as  if 
entranced.     "  WluU!   Captain  Strickland  here!   of 
all  men,  one  only  excepted,  the  very  man   I  never 
again  desired  to  see ;  but  sit  down.  Sir,  no  violence  is 
intended,  and  was  it  so,  resistance  would  be  vain.** 
Strickland  resumed  his  seat,  still  firmly  grasping  his 
remaining  pistol.     At  this  moment  he  heard  the  cries 
of  a  boy,  in  one  of  the  upper  rooms.     Hastie  instantly 
called  the  old  woman,  and  whispering  to  her,  sent  her 
Wf  stairs.    All  this  was  but  the  work  of  a  moment,  and 
Strickland,  turning   to   him,   said,    "  Surely,  if  *  no 
^lence  is  intended,'  what  mean  these  arms  ?    these 
^mtrageous  proceedings?''     "We  live  upon  the  bor- 
ers. Sir;  oar  trade  is  smuggling;  perhaps  you  think 
ms  something  worse,  by  G — d!  then  be   it  so;  but 
Soever  comes  beneath  this  roof,  may  eat  and  drink, 
«nd  sleep,  but  must  say  nothing;  I'll  see  you  safe  to 
Mat  myself,  you  then  may  bar  your  door  and  sleep  in 
safety  ; — had,  profligate  as  I  am,  Tom  deals  not  yet 
in  murders ,-— to-morrow  you  may  go  in  peace ;    but 
mmd!    I  expect  yon  will  pledge  your  honour,  Sir, 

Q2 


310  THE    FUGITIVES; 

never  to  divulge  what  passes  here :  I  guess  your 
errand ;  but  how  you  was  directed  to  this  remote  spot, 
Heaven  only  knows  1  The  boy  you  seek  is  safe,  and 
with  my  daughters  at  Montreal.'' — "'Tis  false!  false 
as  hell !  but  now  I'm  sure  I  heard  his  cries  within 

ise  walls." — "  Hold  !  Sir — peace  I  say !  you  talk 
too  loudly!  bear  in  mind,  that  whatever  I  may  pur- 
pose, I  cannot  answer  for  my  companions.  Take  my 
advice  (I  teil  you  for  your  good),  and  ere  the  rest  enter 
retire  to  rest.  1  have  my  reasons  for  keeping  that 
boy,  Dor  shall  he  ever,  while  I  live,  again  behold  his 
father;  fthis  is  my  just  revenge!  Did  he  not  steal 
from  me  the  affections  of  my  much  loved  parents! 
did  he  not  marry  the  object  of  my  early  choice? — but 
no  more,  I'll  hear  no  more.  Sir,  on  this  subject:  pain- 
ful recollections  are  working  me  up  into  a  fit  of  mad- 
ness, so  much  so,  that  I  cannot  even  answer  for  the 
boy's  life ;  in  this  house  he  is  not;  this  I'll  swear !  so 
spare  your  pains."  "  Would  not,''  said  Strickland, 
"  a  handsome  ransom,  such  as  would  enable  yon  to 
live  a  life  of  peace  and  ease!" — "  No  more.  Sir,  not 
for  crowns,  would  I  give  him  up '. — come.  Sir !  thi& 
way,  if  you  please! — Captain  Strickland,  E  esteem 
your  valour,  and  respect  yonr  motives.  I  pledge 
myself  you  are  in  safety  here,  only  remain  silent :  good 
night !  the  door  has  strong  fastenings !" 

"  Great  God !  am  I  ever  to  be  tantalized  thus," 
thought  Strickland ;  while  in  an  agony  of  grief  he 
flung  himself  into  a  chair;  "I'll  bo(  to  bed;  I'll  sit  and 
watch,  perhaps  I  yet  may  hear  a  cry,  or  discover  somf 
other  clue  to  the  child's  hiding  place;  he  is  here, 
I'm  sure,  nor  has  there  yet  been  time  to  remove  him 
far ;  this  window  commands  a  view  of  the  onlv  road 
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lioHing  from  the  house.  The  moon  shines  bright; 
here  then  let  me  sit  and  watch."  Two  tedious  gloomy 
hwirs  passed  without  his  hearing  a  single  sound,  save 
that  now  and  then  he  fancied  he  heard  the  low  voices 
of  men  below,  as  if  in  consultation.  At  length,  over- 
fowered  with  sorrow  and  fatigue,  he  resolved  to  lie 
down  in  his  clothes,  and  leave  his  candle  burning.  In 
inming  down  the  sheets,  an  object  met  his  astonished 
ejes — "What's  this,  great  powers?"  said  he,  "a 
Uood-stained  paper?  and  writing  on  it  too." 

*'  I  heard  your  voice  below — I  have  no  ink — in  the 
shed  next  to  the  stable,  there  you'll  find  me  locked — 
hwe  not  a  moment — seven  or  eight  more  robbers  will 
be  here  to-night.  R.  B." 

**  Thank  heaven,  they  are  not  yet  come,"  thought 
Strickland.  *'  Would  that  I  had  seen  this  paper 
momer.  Til  drop  from  the  chamber  window :  no  one 
watches  without — all  is  silent — solemn  as  the  grave. 
This  then,  I  think,  must  be  the  shed."  He  gently 
lapped  at  the  door,  whispering,  "  Are  you  there,  Ro- 
bert?" "  Yes,  dear  Sir,"  joyfully  answered  the  expect- 
ing boy ;  ''  but  my  uncle  has  the  key."  "  Is  there  no 
dumney,  no  aperture  by  which  you  may  escape?" 
**  Not  any.  Sir.  I  have  loosened  two  screws  of  the 
lock ;  apply  your  shoulder  smartly  to  the  door,  I  think 
'twill  open."  "  I  know  not  what  to  do,  child ;  we  shall 
abrm  the  house."  "  Heed  it  not.  Sir — do.  Sir — do — 
before  they  overtake  us,  we  shall  reach  the  other  cot- 
t^^ ; — I  know  a  shorter  way ; — haste.  Sir !  for  mercy's 
sake;  I  hear  the  distant  trampling  of  their  horses' 
ieet"    Bang  weai  the  door!     '* This  way!  this  way. 


Sir !"  exclaimed  tbe  intrepid  bov — "  follow  me ;"  at  the 
same  time  darting  along  with  the  rapidity  of  an  ar- 
row. They  heard  the  house  in  motion,  aad  the  foot- 
steps of  pursuers,  but  had  no  time  to  look  behind. 
"  Haste,  haste,  Sir  I  they  are  close  at  hand ; — upon  our 
heels."  Here  they  reached  the  torreot,  over  which 
was  placed  an  old  slippery  tree  to  serve  as  a  bridge. 
"  Cross,  Sir;  dear  Sir,  cross ;^fear  not,  you  see  I 
am  over  safe."  At  infinite  peril  Strickland  followed 
him ;  and  as  he  stepped  off  the  bridge  the  American 
stepped  on.  At  once  our  hero  faced  about,  exclaiming, 
"  Fly,  my  boy!"  and  firing,  wounded  bis  pursuer,  who 
tnrned  back.  At  this  moment  the  Captain  was  joined 
by  a  stranger,  who  fired,  and  wounded  Hastie  ere  he 
reached  the  bridge ;  while  the  other  robber,  darting 
on  it,  was  nearly  half  across,  with  a  loaded  pistol  in 
each  hand,  Strickland  aod  his  frieod,  dow  left  un- 
armed ;  when  tbe  latter,  at  this  critical  moment,  seiz- 
ing the  end  of  the  tree  with  all  his  might,  dislodged  it 
from  the  torrent's  brink;  down!  down  it  fell!  and 
with  it  fell  the  robber  too,  full  thirty  feet,  into  the 
foaming  cataract,  which  raged  beneath!  " 'Tis  well!" 
breathlessly  exclaimed  Strickland,  "yet  like  I  not, 
tfiis  deed  of  blood."  "  Nor  I,  Sir,"  said  the  stranger, 
"  but  had  he  not  fallen,  either  i/ou,  or  /,  or  both,  had 
breathed  our  last."  "  But  who  am  I  to  thank  for 
this,  so  timely  aid?"  "  1  am.  Sir,  the  owner  of  yon 
cottage:  the  father  of  those  children  you  so  kindly 
fed :  the  husband  of  that  wife  whose  wants  you  cha- 
ritably relieved.  Hearing  on  my  return,  that  you  was 
gone  to  tbe  cottage,  and  knowing  more  of  its  inmates 
than  T  ever  dared  to  tell  my  wife,  I  resolved  to  fol- 
low you,  and,  in  case  of  danger,  lend  my  aid ; — but. 
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lively  I  hear  groans  beneath?  The  robber  yet  lives T 
—"  Oh,  haste  then!"  said  StrioklaDd,  "  fetch  a  rope, 
and  lower  me  down  the  torrent,  we  yet  may  save  him." 
In  a  few  minutes  Stephen  returned  with  a  long  rope, 
and  fastening  one  end  round  Strickland's  middle,  took 
the  other  to  a  tree,  and  lowered  him  gently  down : 
"Softly,  Sir!  take  time;  should  the  whole  gang  ap- 
proach (and,  hark !  I  hear  them  near  the  cottage)  you 
have  nought  to  fear:  here  come  my  trusty  friends, 
well  armed,  my  fellow  smugglers,  and  at  their  head, 
your  boy ;  all,  all  is  safe."  On  reaching  near  to  the 
bottom,  all  was  here  so  dark,  and  the  foaming  of  the 
waters  such,  that  he  could  neither  hear  nor  see. 
"  What,  ho!"  cried  he  with  all  Lis  might,  "  Is  any 
body  here  alive  ? — No  answer,  and  yet  metbinks  I 
bear  a  groan.  Speak !  if  you  live,  and  let  me  help 
yon  out."  "  Oh,  ohi  your  help  is  late— too^ — late, 
alas !     I  die.     But,  oh  1  that  voice — that  dreadful 

voice — Strick ,  Strickland   is  it  ?    forgive !   for" 

.     A  solemn  silence,  interrupted  only 

by  the  mournful  falling  of  the  waters,  ensued.  "  His 
gnilty  soul  is  lied !"  exclaimed  the  astonished  Strick- 
land, "  and  is  perhaps  already  rendering  its  sad  ac- 
count, at  the  dread  tribunal  of  Omnipotence!  Myste- 
rious Providence !  that  1  should  thus  be  led  to  hear 
the  last  groans  of  my  ottce  friend,  the  seducer  of  my 
much  loved  Mary.  What,  hoa  I  above !  pull  up  there." 
"Aye,  aye,  Sir!  here's  plenty  of  hands  at  the  rope." 
"Thanks,  thanks,  friends,  all  further  aid  below  is 
useless :  by  day-light  we  will  come,  and  if  we  find  the 
corpse  give  it  a  decent  bnrial."  He  is  now  no  more, 
thought  he,  and  be  all  malice  buried  in  his  grave. 
"  Come,  my  boy;  come  little  once  lost,  but  now  found 
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sheep ;  but  a  few  days  more,  and  I  shall  place  yoa  in 
the  arms  of  a  kind  and  wealthy  parent."  ''  I  know 
no  parent,  Sir,"  replied  the  youth ;  '*  my  father  left 
me  young ;  I  cannot  recollect  him  ;  and  when  I  find 
him,  shall  I  love  him  more  than  I  do  you?  Oh,  no, 
dear  Sir!  indeed  I'm  sure  I  shall  not."  Here  the 
jB^ateful  boy  burst  into  a  flood  of  tears.  "  What 
trouble,"  continued  he,  "  have  I  not  put  you  to?  Yon 
saved  my  life  in  sickness — instructed  me — and  now 
have  risked  your  life  to  snatch  me  from  my  uncle." 
'^  Enough,  enough,  Robert!  to  all  that  I  have  done, 
you  are  truly  welcome :  but  see,  we  are  at  the  cottage 
door."  A  blazing  fire  shed  a  cheerful  gleam  around 
as  the  whole  party  sat  before  it ;  while  the  smuggi^v 
drew  from  their  greasy  wallets,  provisions  of  the  best 
in  great  abundance,  and  opened  wide  their  stores  of 
silks  and  teas.  The  merry  toast  went  round,  and  all 
seemed  cheerful,  except  our  hero,  who,  though  truly 
grateful  for  the  boy's  and  his  own  deliverance,  still 
felt  sorry  for  the  blood  the  night's  afiray  had  spilt,  and 
anxious  for  the  fate  of  Jean.  I  must,  thought  he, 
beg  the  assistance  of  these  sturdy  fellows,  to  searck 
my  poor  conducteur  out,  and  liberate  him.  He  im- 
mediately made  the  proposition,  and  the  whole  party 
started  up  to  join  him,  but  were  spared  the  trouble  of 
a  journey  by  the  entrance  of  the  very  man  they  weie 
about  to  seek.  "  'Tis  well  that  thou  art  come,  moD 
bon  homme :  but  how  didst  thou  escape?  come,  let 
us  have  thy  tale?"  '*  I  was  preparing  to  lie  down  in 
the  stable,  when  two  horsemen  arrived  and  entered, 
doubly  armed  ;  at  that  moment  I  heard  the  report  of 
fire-arms  in  the  cottage,  and  snatching  up  a  pitchfork 
I  was  about  to  rush  to  your  defence ;  one  stranger  left 
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me  quickly,  while  the  other  preseoting  a  pistol  to  my 
head,  eommaDded  me,  on  pain  of  death,  to  stand. 
He  stood  watching  over  me  nearly  half  an  hour,  and 
was  then  joined  by  his  comrade,  and  the  American 
with  whom  I  left  you.  After  blindfolding  me,  they 
led  me  cautionsly  through  many  doors,  and  down 
some  steps :  at  length  I  heard  them  open  a  strong 
door;  and  having  thrust  me  in,  they  double  locked  it, 
and  retired,  exclaiming  in  French,  'You  may  mow 
undo  the  bandage,  but,  if  you  value  your  life,  be  si- 
lent,' On  uncovering  my  eyes  I  found  myself  in  a 
little  cell,  a  lamp  burning  by  me,  some  straw  in  a 
corner,  and  on  an  oaken  table  store  of  food.  This 
sight  somewhat  restored  me  to  myself;  how  long  they 
mean  to  keep  me  here,  thought  I;  I  know  not;  'tis 
plain,  however,  that  they  do  not  intend  to  starve  me. 
I  truly  told  you.  Sir,  that  1  should  sleep  but  little, 
nor  did  I.  About  two  hours  or  something  more  had 
elapsed,  when  I  heard  the  house  in  great  confusion, 
and  soon  afterwards,  through  a  grate,  espied  the  old 
woman  descending  with  a  key,  and  in  her  hand  a  lamp ; 
she  spoke,  but  my  ignorance  of  English  prevented  me 
from  understanding  her:  she  then  beckoned  me  to 
follow  her; — in  haste  we  ascended  to  the  stable;  she 
assisted  me  to  harness  the  horse ;  I  linked  him  to  the 
carriage,  while  I  beard  firing  in  one  direction,  and  the 
trampling  of  horses'  feet  approaching  from  another. 
My  conductress  jumped  in,  and  drove  me  quickly 
round  to  a  place  at  some  distance  from  the  back  of 
tke  cottage;  then  motioning  for  me  to  remain  still, 
she  suddenly  quitted  me.  I  heard  a  party  arrive  on 
horseback,  and  shortly  after  the  groans  of  wounded 
men ;  1  trembled,  lest  any  one  from  a  back  window 
q3 
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should  observe  rae ;  but,  when  more  than  half  resolved 
to  fly  in  any  direction  rather  than  remain  longer  io 
such  a  state  of  alarm  and  suspense,  the  old  female 
again  joined  me,  and  pointing  to  this  cottage,  beckoned 
me  to  drive  off," 

"  How  much,"  said  Strickland,  "  are  we  indebted 
to  that  kind  and  highly  conrageous  woman '  I  am 
sick  at  heart  while  I  reflect  upon  the  risk  she  has  run. 
Can  I  sit  here  in  peace,  and  take  my  rest,  while  she 
is,  perhaps,  this  moment  paying  a  fatal  forfeit  for  the 
services  she  has  rendered  me."  "Be  composed,  I  pray 
Sir,"  said  Robert,  "  my  uncle  and  the  gang  are  so 
fully  persuaded  of  poor  Margery's  madness,  (so  well 
she  feigns  it,)  that  I  lay  ray  life  they  will  not  so  much 
as  suspect  her.  Moreover  it  will  perhaps  be  late  in 
the  morning  before  they  discover  his  absence."  "Stay 
where  you  are,  Sir;"  said  Stephen's  hospitable  wife, 
"here  you  are  in  safety;  rest  till  to-morrow  night  sets 
in,  for  then  my  husband  and  his  friends  will  quit  this  spot 
for  Lake  St.  Peter's.  Go  you  with  them ;  not  a  man  is 
there  among  them,  well  I  know,  who  will  not  bravely 
hazard  his  life  to  guard  you."  "  We  will,  we  will!" 
responded  all.  "  Mj  friends,  I  truly  thank  you ;"  said 
Strickland,  "  but  sure  we  all  mow  need  rest.  I  think 
Tou  said,"  turning  to  the  wife,  "  when  I  was  here  be- 
fore, that  your  cottage  afTorded  but  one  sorry  bed ;  not 
on  any  account  will  I  deprive  you  of  it.  Here  in  this 
corner,  on  my  cloak,  (now  dried,)  I'll  place  the  sleepy 
hoy,  and  take  my  station  near  him  beside  your  flre. 
Lie  down,  Robert,  my  hoy,  and  sleep  in  peace;  I'm 
near  at  hand  to  guard  you."  "  Good  night,  heaven 
bless  you.  Sir !  I  feel  no  danger  while  you  are  near." 
"Thou   doest  well,"  said  Strickland,  after  a  short 
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pause,  "  to  offer  up  thy  eveniug,  or  rather  midnight 
thanks  to  Him  who  has,  and  will  still,  I  trust,  con^ 
tinue  to  watch  over  both  of  us."  Would  that  I  could 
but  also  find  my  oum  lost  child,  thought  Strickland. 

The  smugglers,  vigilant  and  cautious,  agreed  to 
watch  by  turns  without  the  door.  The  wife  and  child- 
ren then  retired  to  rest,  and  the  remainder  of  their 
party>  with  one  exception,  contentedly  spread  their 
ooats  and  laid  their  weary  limbs  upon  the  floor.  Poor 
Stephen  only,  the  smuggler  from  necessity,  the  child 
of  circumstances,  unhappy  and  distressed,  respectfully 
drew  his  chair  nearer  to  our  still- waking  hero,  while 
the  others  snored  aloud.  "  See,  Sir,"  said  he,  *'  how 
calmly  and  contentedly  my  partners  sleep ;  habit  has 
reconciled  them  to  their  dangerous  and  unlawful  pro- 
fiBssion,  the  profession  perhaps  of  their  choice,  while 
J,  the  forced*to-be,  unwilling  smuggler,  cannot  close 
my  eyes.  How — ^when  shall  I  become  again  the  pru- 
dent, industrious  little  farmer  I  was  six  weeks  ago  V 
"Fear  not,'*  said  Strickland,  "rest  to-night  in  peace; 
the  fatigues  of  the  last  few  eventful  hours  call  loudly 
for  repose ;  to-morrow,  perhaps,  I  may  be  able  to  de- 
vise a  plan  whereby  you  may  quit  your  precarious 
way  of  life ;  having  already  the  desire  to  amend,  be 
quite  assured  the  means  are  to  be  found — Good  night !'' 
Bain  sprinkles  on  the  casement,  thought  he,  but  hea- 
ven be  praised,  I  am  housed,  have  found  the  boy  I 
sought,  and  humble  though  my  shelter  be,  it  is  amidst 
friends: — Stephen's  case  deserves  my  serious  consi- 
deration, he  merits  it,  I  owe  him  much,  perhaps  even 
life  itself. 
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CHAPTER  XXI. 

The  raging  flames  mount  high,  the  burning  cottage  £dls, 
And  one  sad  penitent  to  heaven  for  mercy  calls. 

It  was  a  dark  and  gloomy  mom  when  Strickland 
awoke.     What!  thought  he,  the  shoald-be-watchfiil 
centinel  asleep! — and  all  besides  fast  locked  in  tempo- 
rary death.    Then  'tis  time  I  looked  about  and  took 
a  turn  to  watch  myself.     The  boy  still  sleeps ;  sleep 
on  sweet  boy !  how  beauteous  is  the  sight  of  sleeping 
youth,  when  joined  with  rosy  health  and  white-robed 
innocence  ?     But  what  means  this  crimson  glow — this 
more  than  common  light  which  beams  still  brighter 
through  the  lattice  ?  The  moon  has  long  retired  to  rest, 
and  late  as  it  is,  the  struggling  sun  not  yet  has  power   ^ 
to  break  the  morning  mist ;  I'll  out  and  see. — '*  Awake,   i 
arouse !  what  is  it  I  behold?  yon  cottage  is  in  flames; 
— the  wounded  man  and  poor  old  Margery ;  up,  up, 
I  say,  and  let  us  to  the  spot,"    The  whole  party 
alarmed,  and   some   still  half  asleep,  quickly  gain 
the  plat  before  the  door,  and,  snatching  up  their  arms, 
swiftly  bend  their  way  to  cross  the  torrent  by  the    I 
longer  road.     "  Now  a  chimney  falls !  see,  see !  the    I 
sun  breaks  forth  ;  and  swiftly  winding  up  yon  hill,  on 
horseback  mounted,  behold  the  robbers,  on  one  stout    • 
horse  rides  two ; — while  on  yon  bdnk,  it  is — it  is  poor    , 
Margery,  there  she  stands  exultingly  to  watch  the 
burning  ruin."     Speedily  the  party  reached  the  spot; 
Strickland  and  young  Barnard  bent  their  steps  to- 
wards old  Margery ;  seizing  her  by  the  willing  hand,    | 

he  thanked  her  for  her  kindness  to  himself,  the  boy,    j 

i 
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and  Jean.  "  Has  any  life  been  lost  V*  asked  be. 
"  Not  one ; — all  have  retired  in  safety,  and  mean  not 
to  return ;  tbe  wounded  robbers  are  but  slightly  hurt ; 
this  packet  I  was  to  deliver  to  you,  Sir."  As  the  old 
woman  appeared  quite  exhausted,  the  Captain  recom- 
mended her  to  the  care  of  Dame  Bussel,  who  kindly 
conducted  her  home.  In  the  mean  time,  an  explo- 
sion of  gunpowder  took  place,  the  last  vestige  of  the 
bandits'  cot  was  hurried  high  in  air,  and,  as  the  burn- 
ing fragments  fell,  they  burnt  and  bruised  several  of 
Ae  smuggler's  party.  "  This  is  indeed  a  day  of  joy," 
smd  our  hero,  who,  with  young  Barnard  slowly  bent 
Us  steps  towards  the  dread  spot  over  which  once 
ilood  the  slippery  bridge.  "  Here  Robert,"  said  he, 
"  let  us  pause  awhile,  and  see  whether  we  can  espy 
Ae  body  of  the  unfortunate  who  last  night  met  his 
death.  The  water  gushes  clearly  down,  I  see  to  the 
bottom  of  the  fall  distinctly,  and  yet  discern  no  traces 
of  him.  Has  he  become  the  prey  of  wolves,  or  have 
the  waters  washed  him  far  beyond  my  reach  ?  Is  this 
dien  the  fearful  end  of  ingratitude^  thought  Strick- 
land, while  he  shuddered  at  the  reflection.  "  Let  us 
go  ronnd,  Robert,  here  we  can  do  no  good ;  the  tree 
I  see  has  fallen  but  half  way  down,  still,  still  it  forms 
a  sort  of  bridge  below,  there  will  it  rot.  Alas ;  as  the 
Ivee  and  the  man  have  fallen,  so  must  they  lie.  Truth 
itoelf  hath  said,  'There  is  no  repentance  in  the  grave.' 
The  smoke  still  ascends,''  said  Strickland,  as  they 
walked  towards  Stephen's  cottage. 

The  Captain  found  Margery  by  the  cottage  fire. 
"  Well,  Sir,"  said  she,  "  you  have  got  the  boy.  Last 
night,  when  their  second  leader  fell,  the  other  two, 
wounded  and  disheartened,  returned ;  their  captain. 
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the  American,  was  bat  slightly  injured.     The  other 
seven  about  the  same  time  arriving,  wished  at  once 
to  speed  them  hither  and  take  a  full  revenge.     '  Not 
so,'  said  the  Englishman,  '  I*m  sorely  hurt,  that  ball 
which  grazed  my  head  went  nigh  to  take  my  life,  oar 
refuge  is  discovered,  and  so  is  our  way  of  living; — oh ! 
help  me  to  depart :  do  you  and  I  retire  far  from  this 
fatal  spot ;  not  many  hours  are  like  to  pass,  {wild  as 
the  place  is,)  ere  the  stern  hand  of  justice  will  reach 
us ;  what  then  will  be  the  scene  ? — a  scene  of  blood. 
We  have  enough ;  let  us  divide  the  spoil ;  mount  the 
horses,  seek  the  road  and  separate,  each  man  to  save   < 
himself,*     To  this  they  all  agreed.     While  they  were  ! 
employed  in  rummaging  their  cave,  I  dressed  poor 
Hastie's  wound :  with  tearful  eyes  he  thanked  me, 
exclaiming,  *  Alas !  I  fear  I*m  wise  too  late.     I  feel     i 
most  faint,  fetch  me  a  pen  and  ink.'     How  much  he    ^ 
wrote,  or  what,  I  know  not;  but  on  delivering  the     ^ 
packet  to  me,  he  said,  '  This  deliver,  on  your  life,  to     J 
Captain  Strickland,'  (making  me,  at  the  same  time, 
a  handsome  present.)     '  I  go, — be  sure — to  be  a  bet- 
ter man,  the  hand  of  heaven  is  plainly  against  me;     j 
but  oh !  my  brother,  at  length  I  have  done  you  jus-    1 
tice.*     Here  a  violent  quarrel  took  place  among  the    j 
others  about  the  division  of  the  plunder,  when  snd-    .] 
denly  the  flames  broke  out,  and  all  agreed  that  it  was 
best  to  fly  with  what  they  could,  and  halt  at  a  conve- 
nient spot  to  settle  their  disputes.    'Those  cows,*  (said 
Hastie,)  *  and  that  horse,  and  all  this  lumber  which  we 
cannot  take,  we  had  better  give  to  him  we  robbed/ 
Then  seizing  a  card,  he  wrote  Stephen,  and  bid  me 
nail  it  to  a  box.     The  house  was  now  too  hot  to  hold 
us.     I  removed  the  chest,  tied  up  the  horse,  and  then 


OR,   A  TRIP  TO   CANADA.  351 

was  called  to  help  the  repentant  robber  to  his  horse. 
He  rode  behind  another  man ;  I  have  skill  in  wounds. 
Sir,  and  am  sure  he  will  survive.  Ah  !  had  you  but 
heard  his  groans, — but  seen  his  piteous  looks,  you 
would  indeed  say,  *  truly  he  is  a  penitent.^  *' 

"  The  restitution  of  this  poor  cottager's  property  by 
your  uncle,*'  said  Strickland,  ''argues  well,  my  Robert: 
this  one  deed  is  preferable  to  twenty  thousand  high* 
flown  words,  which  breathe  a  lip  repentance."  Here 
the  youth  burst  into  tears.  ''  Dry  up  those  tears, 
which  w.ell  become  your  eyes,  and  speak  the  feeling 
heart,"  continued  our  hero;  "you  have  rather  cause 
to  rejoice.  It  is  almost  certain  that  your  uncle  yet 
will  live — ^live  to  be  restored  to  peace  of  mind,  to  peace 
with  God,  and  peace  with  man.  How  should  we 
pause — how  should  we  reflect,  when  tempted  to  de- 
viate from  the  safe  and  salutary  path  of  rectitude ! 
But  let  us  to  the  garden,  and  there  inspect  the  con- 
tents of  this.  The  hand  which  wrote  this  letter  surely 
trembled— ^shook  exceedingly." 

"  Strickland  and  Heaven — happily  for  me,  ye  have 
conquered !  I  feel  as  though  another  man.  Oh ! 
kow  have  I  abused  the  best  of  talents !  Conduct  the 
boy  in  safety  to  his  father,  and  with  him  the  enclosed. — 
I  can  no  more ; — my  time  is  short.  Joy  beams  upon 
my  heart  at  the  resolution  I  have  taken  to  amend ; 
kow  much  more  will  it  do  so,  when  I  put  the  resolu- 
tion into  practice  ?     Farewell ! 

"  No  doubt  for  ever, 

**  The  repentant 

**  T.  Barnard. 
"  N.  B.  Stephen  may  rest  secure ;  none  of  us,  I 
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am  snre,  will  ever  return  again  to  barm  him.  There 
is  money  in  the  chest — may  it  perish !  Dear,  injured, 
patient  Robert,  pray  forgive  me-pray/* 


i) 


**  Heaven  send  him  help,  to  pnt  his  wise  resolves  in 
practice ! "  said  Strickland.  *'  But  where  are  bis  wife 
and  children,  Robert?"  "  He  sent  them  on,  Sir,  to 
the  States,  whither  he  himself,  no  doubt,  intends  to 
go."  "I  have  yet  another  question  to  ask  him,** 
thought  the  Captain ;  "  but  cannot  put  it  now.  Is  it 
pride,  or  what,  that  prevents  me  from  asking  him 
whether  my  Mary  was  ever  a  tenant  of  that  wretched 
hovel  l "  On  again  entering,  he  found  Dame  Bussel 
rummaging  over  the  contents  of  her  newly-acquired 
chest.  He  sat  down  beside  her,  and  read  to  her  the 
postcript  of  Hastie*s  letter.  '*  I  am  glad  to  hear  it, 
Sir,"  said  she;  '*and  see,  I  have  found  a  purse! 
This  cottage,  miserable  as  it  is,  was  the  dear  home  of 
a  beloved  mother :  I  wish  to  live — to  die  within  its 
walls ;  and  as  no  church-yard  is  near,  to  be  interred 
beneath  the  old  pear  tree  in  the  garden.  Stephen 
will,  I  am  sure,  remain  at  home,  work  all  the  winter, 
stock  our  little  garden,  till  our  land,  and  repair  our 
dwelling ; — with  cash,  a  friend,  our  enemies  fled,  aod 
health  and  strength  to  toil,  we  yet  may  thrive.  Here's 
many  things.  Sir,"  continued  she,  "  within  this  chest, 
of  use  to  me  and  mine,  though  of  little  worth  to  men. 
These  muslins  will  make  dresses  for  my  daughter. 
Lo!  here  are  ear-rings,  and  a  watch.  Ran!  Ade-  a 
laide,  my  dear ;  fetch  down  the  little  box  in  which  I 
keep  my  baubles,  and  the  lady's  keepsake."  Quick 
as  thought  the  obedient  maiden  stepped  up  stairs,  and 
soon  returning,  placed  upon  the  table  a  small  morocco- 
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coTered  box.  "  F?e  store  of  nic-nacs  here,  yea  see ; 
«nd  when  I  die,  my  girl,  they  will  all  be  years. 
Look,  Sir  1  I  believe  you  never  saw  such  work  as  this 
before."  The  Captain  dropped  the  object  from  his 
kand,  and  sat  in  mute  astonishment.  It  was  a  pin- 
cushion, most  beautifully  worked  in  gold  and  silver, 
uid  in  its  centre  ornamented  with  a  large  M.  S. 
"Some  water! — Stephen ! — Adelaide ! — Quick !  quick 
I  say ;  the  gentleman  is  ill."  *'  Nay,  Dame,"  said 
Strickland,  "  be  not  alarmed.  How  came  you  by  this 
euhion  ?  Quickly  tell  me ;  but  let  us  be  alone^ 
,  Stephen  and  his  daughter  retired.  ''  That  ctutiion, 
,  Sir?— but  why  all  this  agitation?"  ''I'll  tell  you. 
Dame :  it  is  the  work  of  a  much-loved,  long-lost  sis- 
tiTt — of  one  whom  I  am  come  to  Canada  to  seek." 
**  Yon  cottage,"  replied  the  matron,  "  is  destroyed, 
and  the  robbers  far  from  hence ;  I  therefore  need  no 
longer  keep  the  secret  Some  three  months  past,  late 
on  one  blusterous  night,  barefooted,  and  with  hair 
dishevelled,  a  lady,  unattended,  knocked  loudly  at 
our  door.  She  had  fled,  she  said,  from  the  other  cot- 
tage. I  took  her  in,  lent  her  my  shoes,  and  having  a 
widow  lady  here  on  a  visit,  gave  up  to  them  my  bed. 
Stephen  was  gone  to  Sherbrooke.  During  the  night, 
my  friend  the  widow,  and  the  stranger,  so  well  ar- 
nmged  their  matters,  that  early  in  the  morning  the 
Cnrmer  departed  in  her  gig,  and  took  the  owner  of 
this  cushion  with  her.  The  stranger,  when  about  to 
foit  our  threshold,  sadly  said,  '  I  have  no  wealth  : 
accept  this  trifle ;  and  when  you  gaze  upon  it,  reflect 
that  it  is  the  gift  of  one,  at  length  returned  to  virtue* 
I  asked  no  return  for  the  trifling  favour  I  had  con- 
fiarred ;  bat  it  was  in  vain  I  refused  the  g^ft.     I  have 


354  THE    FUGITIVES; 

never  heard  from,  nor  seen  the  lady  since ;  but  my 
friend's  address  I  can  give  you ;  in  this  box  I  have 
her  card:  perhaps  she  herself  can  tell  you  more." 
''Thanks!  Madam,  thanks!  This  is  indeed  a  gift; 
yet  speak  not  of  what  has  passed  between  us,  as  yoa 
value  me."  The  Captain,  then  rising  from  his  seat, 
hurried  forth  into  the  neglected  garden,  to  conceal  his 
emotions.  "  I  am  doubly  paid,"  thought  he,  "  for 
travelling  here.  With  this  kind  widow, — with  this 
friendly  lady,  (now  that  my  Mary  has  left  the  semi- 
nary at  Montreal,)  she  doubtless  finds  a  peaceful  re- 
fuge." Here  he  was  interrupted  by  Jean.  "The 
day  advances.  Sir ;  we  have  not  much  time  to  spare, 
to  get  to  Sherbrooke  to-night ;  so,  please  you,  let  us 
journey  on :  I  have  had  so  many  causes  for  alarm, 
that  I  long  again  to  see  my  peaceful  home."  "It 
shall  be  so,  Jean ;  put  in  the  horse ;  I  long,  as  muck  _ 
as  you,  to  reach  St.  Francis ;  nor  need  we  now  await 
an  escort.  But  ere  I  enter,"  thought  he,  "  let  me 
once  more  look  upon  the  card  : 

'  Madame  Renvoyze, 

*  Trois  Rivieres.' 
*'  This  is  fortunate  :  I  meant  not  to  cross  the  lake  : 
with  Robert ;  and  from  Point  du  Lac,  Three  Riiteis  \ 
is  but  nine  miles.  But  here  comes  my  little  proteg^.  j 
How  sad  he  looks !  What  now,  my  boy  ? — what  j 
means  this  gloom?"  "  I  thought,  Sir," — ** Thought  ^ 
what,  Robert?"  '*  I  thought  that  I  had  done  some-  \ 
thing  to  offend  you.  Sir.  I  stopped  but  a  moment  at 
the  door,  and  when  about  to  follow  you  in,  the  cot-  \ 
tager  rudely  desired  me  to  remain  without, — fold  me 
that  you  wished  to  be  alone.  But  sure  you  did  not, 
could  not  wish  to  be  alone  from  m«."     "  Indeed,  my 
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boy,  I  did.  I  had  at  that  moment  private  business,  and 
vou  were  banished  from  rav  thoughts.  When  I  am  of- 
feuded,  Robert,  I'll  lell  you  plainly ; — but  see,  the  horse 
is  at  the  door ;  we  have  nought  to  do  but  to  depart, 
and  join  your  father.  1  am  sure  he  longs  to  see  you."' 
"  Forgive,  Sir,"  said  the  youth,  "  my  foolish  fears." 
Ere  Strickland  could  reply,  Stephen  joined  them. 
"  I  hope.  Sir,"  said  he,  "  you  do  not  mean  to  qtiit 
onr  house  so  soon  ;  (for  house  I  now  may  call  it).  But 
for  you.  Sir,  I  still  might  live  the  vagrant,  night-bird 
smuggler.  Our  dinner  is  ready,  stop  and  dine.  You 
are  miles  from  the  high  road,  or  any  inn.  Thanks  to 
your  well-timed  visit  and  to  t/ou,  I  have  again  a 
horse;  and  after  dinner  I  will  ride,  and  guide  you  into 
the  proper  track."  "  Yourproflered  services,  friend," 
said  our  hero,  "  I  thankfully  accept.  We  will  also 
take  a  cheerful  dinner  with  you.  Come  in,  my  boy. 
Aye,  now  jou  smile,  and  look  just  like  yourself  You 
have  had  your  days  of  sorrow ;  hence  come,  I  hope, 
your  years  of  joy."  Seated  at  the  well-stocked  board, 
oar  hero  saw  with  joy,  peace  and  content  sit  smiling 
on  his  hostess'  brow.  "  Stephen  will  leave  us — quit 
our  joyous  trade,"  exclaimed  a  partner  in  the  smug- 
gling line ;  "  We  blame  him  not." 

"  He  has  a  wife,  has  children  dear, 

Would  stay  at  home,  and  see  all's  right. 
He's  prmnis'd  us  a  welcome  here, 
Come  we  by  day,  or  come  by  nighL 
His  health  let's  drink  in  claret  clear- 
Let  prl  or  boy  stili  crown  each  year. 
Your  health  too,  stranger,  let  us  drink. 
Till  Bacchus  makes  our  peepers  blink  ; 

^^  We  wish  you  well,  most  truly  so  ; 

^^^  Whaie'et  you  do — where'er  you  go." 


I 
I 
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"  Thanks,  my  poetical  friend,"  said  Strickland. 
"  Ah !  Sir,"  said  Stephen,  "  wait  hnt  till  he  has  emp- 
tied another  bottle,  and  he'll  rhyme  you  as  fast  as 
horses  gallop."  "  Bnt  we  cannot  wait,"  said  the 
CaptaiD ;  "  myself  and  the  condncteur  feel  a  wish  to 
jog  it  onwards.  I  fear  I  have  already  quaffed  too 
deeply.  Good  bye !  my  friends ;  and  if  ye  needs 
must  smugglers  be,  success  and  wealth  attend  yon." 

After  a  delightful  ride  of  about  six  miles,  through 
wild,  mountainous  and  forest  land,  they  reached  the 
main  road.  "  Here,"  said  Stephen,  "  you  must  have 
turned  off  fo  reach  our  cottage.  You  see  the  track  is 
narrow,  and  so  little  frequented,  as  to  be  scarce  per- 
ceptible by  daylight.  How  your  horse  bore  you  in 
safety  along  it,  during  the  last  night's  storm,  is  to  me 
a  wonder,  Sir,  In  some  parts  fallen  trees  lie  more 
than  half-way  across  the  path  ;  and  in  one  part  I  ob- 
served, by  the  traces,  you  passed  within  a  foot  of  the 
edge  of  a  fearful  ravine,"  "  I  see  my  deliverance," 
said  Strickland,  "  and  feel  grateful ;  but  had  you  not 
better  now  turn  back  ?"  "  I  have  time  to  go  a  little 
further.  Sir."  On  passing  the  cottage  where  our 
hero  had  met  the  Jew — "  That  cabin,  on  the  right," 
said  Stephen,  "is  kept  by  some  in  league  with  the 
departed  robbers  ;  but  from  tbem  you  have  nought  to 
fear,  Sir,  now.  They  must  seek  another  calling." 
Here  Stephen  reluctantly  took  his  leave ;  and  after 
many  farewells,  summing  up  all  by  exclaiming  with 
warmth,  "  Two  hours'  ride  will  bring  you  safe  to 
Sherbrooke ;  and  remember,  should  you  ever  again  be 
travelling  this  way,  Stephen,  and  all  that  is  bis,  are 
pledged  to  make  you  welcome."  Dusk  had  already 
set  in,  when  our  three  travellers  drove  up  to  the  inn 
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at  Sherbrooke ;  when  Robert,  feeling  sleepy,  and 
Strickland,  exhausted  from  his  last  night's  exertions 
and  want  of  rest,  they  supped  early  ;  and  retiring  to 
the  only  bed  the  house  afforded,  slept  this  night  in 
peace  and  safety;  while  the  poor  condncteur  was 
content  to  take  up  his  quarters  in  the  hay-loft. 

"  Slow  broke  llie  Ujhl,  and  sweet  brealhed  ihe  mom," 
when  Strickland  awoke  from  his  slumbers  at  dawn. 
"  See,  see!  my  boy,"  said  he,  "the  glorious  sun 
already  tinges  with  beauteous  light,  the  summits  of 
jon  lofty  bills.  Let  us  prosecute  our  journey.  Ho, 
condncteur,  'au  route,  au  route.''  "  Tout  et  prfit, 
Monsieur;  aliens,  allons,  au  chemin."  "  Come,  my 
man,  jump  in,"  said  Strickland,  "  our  carriage  is  well 
stored  with  choice  provision,  we'll  lose  no  lime,  but 
breakfast  on  the  road."  The  chearful  Jean  smacked 
loud  his  ponderous  whip,  and  hummed  a  lively  strain  ; 
while  the  party  whisked  over  the  old  bridge  of  Sher- 
brooke. "  This  night,  condncteur,  if  nought  occurs 
to  interrupt  our  progress,  we  sleep  not  far  from  Lake 
.St.  Peter's  ;  at  any  rate  I  hope  to  take  to-morrow's 
breakfast  at  your  house ; — your  wife  will  joy  to  meet 
your  safe  return ;  the  little  prattlers  too,  (I  think  you 
said  you  bad  children?)" — "  Oui,  oui,  Monsieur." 
"  Will  crowd  around  your  knees,  eagerly  pluck  your 
coat,  and  strive  who  first  shall  snatch  the  kiss  of  love," 
"His  wife!  his  c/iiWren ,'"  thought  the  bereaved  Cap- 
tain. "  Why,  why,  am  /,  without  a  wife,  without  a 
child,  to  bid  me  welcome  back?  But  hope,  thou  little 
flatterer!  dear  deceit!  thou  whisperest  to  my  soul, 
'  It  will  not  always  be  so  ;  you  will  find  your  wife 
safe  lodged  at  that  same  widow's,  whose  card  yon 
cherish.'    Barnard  can  have  no  further  cause  to  stay 
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at  Montreal ;  I  will  write  him  word  to  meet  me  at 
Three  Rivers ;  and  should  I  find  my  Mary,  my  lost, 
though  much-sought  Mary,  theref  we  will  all  travel 
to  Quebec  together ;  Graham  is,  by  this  time,  on  his 
passage  out.  Drive  on,  my  boy ;  nor  let  us  lose  a 
moment — we  lunch,  you  know,  at  Shipton."  Shortly 
after  this,  the  travellers  reached  the  foot  of  a  steep 
hill,  whose  sides  and  summit  were  thickly  covered 
with  lofty  trees,  when  Strickland  and  Robert  got  oat 
to  walk  up  it.  "  Far  on  the  left,"  said  the  former, 
''  I  espy  an  Indian  camp.  See  where  the  smoke  high 
mounting  into  air,  points  out  their  little  wigwams ;  it 
is  a  pleasing  sight ;  their  presence  seems  to  say,  that 
*  rude  and  uncultivated  as  all  appears,  as  far  as  the 
eye  can  reach,  this  earth  is  trod  by  other  feet  than 
ours.'  What  is  man  without  society?  Oar  first  pa- 
rent, Adam,  needed  an  helpmate  for  him ;  nor  was  it 
an  Eden,  a  paradise,  in  which  he  dwelt,  until  his  kind 
Creator  formed  one.  Robert,  I  trust  you  read  your 
Bible,  child?"  '*  I  do.  Sir."  "  Tis  well."  After 
a  short  pause,  he  asked,  "  Row  feel  you,  boy?  Art  , 
thou  happy  in  thy  recent  change  ?"  **  Most  happy,  i 
Sir ;  and  most  grateful  too  to  you  who  have  caused  J 
it."  ''  But  tell  me,  child,  how  has  passed  your  time 
since  you  left  Hare  Island  ?  I  traced  you  there,  and 
heard  of  your  proceeding  to  its  further  side."  "  I 
have  led.  Sir,  as  you  may  guess,  a  very  so  so  life. 
Early  the  next  morning  we  sailed  from  thence,  and  j 
passed  close  by  the  Falls  of  Montmorenci,  near  U> 
which  my  uncle  found  a  little  creek,  into  which  he 
put  the  boat,  and  covered  her  with  reeds  and  rushes: 
then  taking  lodgings  at  a  cottage  near,  we  there  re- 
mained some  days,  during  which  his  mind  seemed  ill 
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at  ease.  One  night,  in  baste,  be  packed  ap  all,  and 
got  out  the  boat.  The  tide  ran  upwards :  the  cathe- 
dral bell  tolled  the  hour  of  midnight  as  we  passed 
Quebec.  Proceeding  slowly  onwards,  an  hour  after 
daybreak,  we  were  overtaken  by  a  little  schooner, 
bound  to  the  village  of  St.  Francis ;  she  took  us  on 
board,  where  we  found  two  passengers  that  had  leflt 
the  Venus.  The  next  day  we  all  landed.  Here  we 
remained  but  one  night ; — I  recollect  it  well ;  uncle 
was  cross,  and  beat  me  with  a  whip,  saying,  '  But 
for  thee,  unlucky  boy,  I  need  not  fly  from  place  to 
place.'  But,  Sir,  the  carriage  waits  upon  the  hill, 
and  the  driver  beckons  us  to  follow,  let  us  walk  faster ; 
bat  I  had  forgot  your  legs  are  not  so  young  as  mine ; 
— ril  carry  your  cloak.  Sir,  do,  pray  let  me.  I  have 
learnt  in  the  woods  to  run  and  jump  about,  till  few,  I 
am  sure,  can  beat  me.  When  poor  old  Margery  and 
I  were  left  at  home,  I  used  to  chop  and  fetch  her  in 
the  wood :  she  was  kind  to  me.  Sir,  and  J,  ungrate- 
fid'like,  hasted  away,  nor  bid  her  once  *Good  bye.'*' 
''  That  was  certainly  an  omission,  Robert.  Elderly 
people,  in  particular,  look  for  those  little  attentions 
from  youth,  and  feel  highly  gratified  when  they  re- 
eeive  them.  Haste  must  plead  your  excuse ;  but, 
however,  she  purposes  to  travel  to  Quebec  by  the  first 
opportunity,  and  has  promised  to  call  at  Mr.  Clark's, 
where  your  father  and  I  lodge.  But  step  in,  my  boy. 
Yonder  I  see  Shipton."  On  just  entering  the  latter 
place,  the  unfortunate  shaft,  which  all  along  had  crack- 
ed and  strained,  gave  way.  "  Employ  a  man,"  said 
SMckland,  **  to  thoroughly  repair  it ;  perhaps  it  will 
be  better  to  buy  a  new  pair  at  once ;  attend  to  it, 
Jean,  while  we  walk  in.     This  might  have  been  done 
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last  night  at  Sberbrooke."  At  the  door  of  the  inn, 
the  landlord  met  our  hero.  *'  What,  Sir,"  said  he, 
"  you  are  safe  returned. — Saw  you  the  robbers?" 
"  You  knew  then  that  there  were  robbers,  did  you! 
then  why  not  have  told  me  so,  when  I  passed  this  way 
before  V  "  Simply,  Sir,"  said  Boniface ;  **  because 
I  did  not  then  know  it,  nor  do  I  now.  I  only  heaid 
it  from  a  travelling  Jew,  who  passed  but  yesterday; 
and  they,  you  know,  so  lie  through  thick  and  thin, 
their  word,  like  them,  is  but  of  little  worth."  '*  Your 
prejudices.  Sir,  stick  closely  to  you ;  a  little  travd, 
perhaps,  woujd  rub  them  off; — learn  that  for  once, 
although  a  Jew,  the  man  spoke  truth.  But  I  have 
better  tidings  for  you.  They  have  left  the  country; 
from  a  distance  I  observed  their  flight,  and  saw  the 
burning  ruins  of  their  late  retreat.  This  information 
you  may  safely  rely  on  ;  unless,  indeed,"  said  he  with 
warmth,  **  you  think  a  protestant,  a  heretic,  as  great 
a  liar  as  a  Jew."  "  I  thank  you.  Sir;  and  firmly 
believe  your  intelligence  :  the  post-boy  is  now  in 
the  stable,  about  to  travel  downwards ;  I'll  baste  and 
drop  a  line  to  some  friends  living  on  the  road ;  who 
may,  perhaps,  feel  some  alarm."  ''  'When  starts  be, 
Sir?"  said  Strickland.  ''  Immediately;  but  he  dearly 
loves  a  drop ;  set  but  a  full  decanter  before  him, 
glass  or  no  glass,  I'll  warrant  I  detain  him  till  I  have 
written  my  letters."  "  Furnish  me  too  with  writing 
materials,"  said  our  hero.  '^  I  will  seize  this  oppor- 
tunity to  write  myself.  What  shall  I  say  ?"  thought 
be.  ''  Shall  I  state  at  once  that  we  are  upon  the 
road  to  meet  him  ?  No,  no ;  the  joyful  news  would 
burst  so  suddenly  upon  his  ravished  soul,  that  even 
death  itself  might  follow  it. — I'll  word  it  thus : 
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''  Dear  Barnard, 
"  I  have  found  your  brother — found  him  repent- 
ant— willing  at  length  to  do  you  justice;  your  child  is 
not  with  him,  but  from  the  clue  he  gave  me,  I  hope 
you  will  recover  him  in,  or  fiear  Three  Rivers.  I 
have  heard  some  tidings  too,  which  intimately  concern 
myself.  You  had  better  give  our  lodgings  up  at 
Montreal,  our  game  lies  lower.  I  cross  to  Point  du 
Lac ;  call  at  the  inn  there ;  if  I  have  then  passed,  I 
will  leave  a  note  where  you  may  find  me  at  Three 
Rivers;  but  if  I  have  not  called,  pray  there  await  my 
coming.  Cheer  up !  a  brighter  day  I  trust,  awaits  us 
both.     Farewell — in  haste. 

"  Your  more  than  ever  cheerful, 

"Strickland. 

"Shipton,  Sept.  1813." 

From  the  post  boy,  Strickland  learnt,  that  if  the 
weather  offered  no  impediment  to  cross  the  Lake,  the 
letter  would  reach  Montreal  late  on  the  following  night. 

Soon  afterwards  poor  Jean  entered,  quite  grieved 
and  disconcerted.  *'  What  has  now  fallen  out  amiss  V 
said  Strickland.  "  The  man.  Sir,  proceeds  so  slowly 
with  his  work,  that  I  fear  the  carriage  will  not  be 
ready  before  sunset." — "This,  Jean,  is  most  mortifying 
information ;  but  what  can  we  do  ?  we  must  even  wait 
the  fellow's  time."  There  will  be  time  enough,  thought 
Strickland  to  dine ;  having  communicated  his  wishes 
to  the  landlord,  he  turned  to  Robert,  who  thus  con- 
tinued  his  recital: 

"We  staid.  Sir,  at  St.  Francis,  as  I  said  before,  one 
night.  In  the  morning  my  uncle  and  his  fellow  tra- 
vellers hired  a  cart  to  convey  themselves  and  luggage, 
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and  late  that  night  we  reached  this  very  bouse ;  and 
here  we  met  the  American  you  saw  at  the  cottage, 
which  was  his  own :  my  uncle  sat  up  late  in  close  dis- 
course with  him,  drank  pretty  freely,  nor  did  he  awake 
till  late  next  morning.  Our  fellow  travellers,  vexed 
at  the  delay,  murmured,  and  talked  of  turning  back. 
'  I  see  no  lands  this  way  worth  having,'  said  the  one; 
'  I  like  not  Long  Tom  nor  his  new  companion,'  mat- 
tered the  other.  We  reached  Sherbrooke  eairly  that 
evening ;  the  American,  in  farmer's  dress,  continuii^ 
with  us,  my  uncle  having  ridden  all  the  day  in  his 
calash.  In  the  morning,  the  other  Englishmen  took 
their  leave,  to  again  cross  the  Grand  Biver,  and  settle 
on  the  other  side  ;  my  uncle  all  but  beat  my  aunt  for 
wishing  to  return  too.  *  You  fool,'  said  he,  *  you 
know  not  what  is  for  your  good ;  this  gentleman  pos- 
sesses land,  a  house  too,  in  which  we  may  all  lodge, 
and — but  why  do  I  waste  time  in  words  ?  you  know  my 
determination,  and,  woman,  I  mean  to  .be  obeyed*^ 
That  afternoon  we  reached  the  cottage.  Not  man; 
days  had  passed,  in  constant  quarrels,  before  my  annt 
persisted  in  her  resolution  to  quit  the  place ;  with  my 
uncle  I  accompanied  her  some  miles  towards  the 
States.  He  gave  her  money,  and  promised  to  send  her 
more :  we  all  wept  at  parting.  I  loved  my  aont 
and  cousins,  and  am  sure  that  my  uncle  loved  theip 
too.  The  last  words  I  heard  my  aunt  say,  were,  *  You 
are  so  perverse,  you  will  have  your  own  .way ;  in  no 
distress  would  I  ever  consent  to  leave  you,  but  abide 
with  robbers,  and  be  their  servant  too,  I  cannot ;  may 
you  never  have  sad  cause  to  repent  this,  Thomas ; 
make  up  your  mind  to  come  with  me,  sure  some  honest 
means  of  living  may  be  found ;  but  even  rather  let  us 
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beg  than  steaV  He  turned  from  her  in  anger,  ex- 
claiming '  Good  bye,  I  say,  you  know  I  have  already 
made  up  my  mind.' 

''Time  passed  but  wearily  with  me  after  I  had  lost 
my  aunt.  Several  ill-looking  felllows  resorted  to  the 
cottage  every  night,  and  twice  or  thrice  a  week  they 
rode  out  at  dusk,  and  seldom  returned  till  daybreak. 
The  American  whom  they  called  their  Captain,  used 
to  travel  about  disguised  as  a  farmer,  a  merchant,  or 
^  oflScer,  and  return  with  information  to  the  rest, 
when  any  suitable  victim  was  travelling  that  way." 
In  answer  to  a  question  put  by  Strickland,  Xlobert 
answered,  "  No  one  that  ever  I  knew  of,  was  robbed 
at  home ;  I  had  full  liberty  to  range  a  mile  or  two, 
with  a  caution  never  to  approach  our  neighbour's  cot- 
tage. The  day  after  my  aunt's  departure  they  brought 
home  poor  Margery,  employed  her  as  their  cook,  dis- 
coursed of  all  their  affairs  freely  before  her,  (supposing 
her  mad,)  and  telling  her,  that,  if  ever  travellers 
called  while  they  were  out,  to  treat  them  kindly,  and 
detain  them  if  she  could  till  their  return.  Two  hours 
before  you  reached  the  cottage  the  captain  rode  home 
in  haste,  dressed  as  an  officer ;  my  uncle  and  the 
secQnd  captain,  an  Englishman,  were  then  from  home." 
(My  once  lieutenant,  my  ungrateful  friend,  thought 
Strickland.)  '*  He  sent  the  others  out  to  way-lay  and 
rob  you  on  the  road ;  how  they  missed  you  I  know 
not."  "  Guilt,  my  boy,"  said  Strickland,  *'oft  defeats 
its  own  purposes ;  had  they  remained  at  home,  I  had 
surely  been  robbed,  perhaps  piurdered  ;  but  proceed, 
child."  "  Margery  heard  their  plans,  and  whispered 
as  she  conveyed  me  up  to  bed,  *  Let  them  but  bring 
him  here,  and  be  he  whom  he  may,  /will  defend  him; 
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I  will  spoil  their  sport.'  When  you  arrived,  she  by 
uncle*s  orders,  took  me  down  a  back  flight  of  stairs, 
and  locked  me  io  the  shed,  and  also  by  my  directions, 
placed  the  paper  in  your  bed  ;  you  doubtless,  know, 
Sir,  what  I  used  for  ink." 

At  the  conclusion  of  Master  Barnard's  narrative,  the 
landlady  entered  and  laid  the  cloth.     Two  smoking 
fowls,  with  suitable  appendages,  decked  the  board; 
when  Strickland,  hastening  to  the  door,  called  out, 
**  What,  hoa !  mon  conducteur,  come  in  and  dine  with 
us,  we  drank  freely  together  when  in  danger,  so  let  us 
dine  together,  now  that  we  are  in  safety, ^'     Jean,  de- 
voutly crossing  himself,  sat  down  to  meat.     After  a 
cheerful  meal,  the  travellers  discovered  that  the  iron- 
work of  the  new  shaft  was  still  far  from  completed. 
"  The  afternoon  looks  dark  and  lowering,"  said  Jean, 
''  not  much  unlike  the  appearance  which  preceded  the 
other  night's  storm ;  I  think.  Sir,  we  had  better  remain 
for  the  night :  we  shall  be  able  to  reach  St.  Francis  in 
good  time  to-morrow  evening."  To  this  proposition  the 
Captain  agreed — "Perhaps it  is  best," thought  he,  "for 
Barnard,  if  he  speeds,  may  now  reach  Point  dn  Lac 
almost  as  soon  as  we.    His  poor  Robert  once  delivered 
into  his  hands,  I  then  can  prosecute  my  aton  affair 
with  less  incumbrance.''     ''  Hark ! "  said  our  hero, 
towards  evening,  "  the  rain  already  falls — Robert, 
you  are  but  thinly  clad,  my  boy,  you  need  a  coat; 
think,  if  it  rains  to-morrow,  you  cannot  go  without 
one !  yet,  rain  or  no  rain,  time  presses,  I  must  push 
on."     '*  Sure,  Sir,"  replied  the  alarmed  youth,  "you 
would  not  think  of  leaving  me." — "  No,  indeed:  I've 
been  too  far  to  find  thee,  boy ;  we  never  part  until  I 
have  placed  you  in  the  hands  of  the  only  man  to  whom 
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I  would  give  yoa  ap:  our  hmdlord  has  got  a  son 
about  your  size,  firom  him,  perhaps  we  may  procure 
a  coat  or  cloak ;  111  call  him  iu.*^ — On  learning  the 
Captain's  wishes  the  landlord  soon  produced  two  coats ; 
Strickland  purchased  the  better  one,  and  turning  to 
Robert,  said,  **  It  is  but  of  common  stuff,  my  boy, 
such  as  is  worn  by  farmers'  sons,  but  never  heed  its 
quality,  it  will  shelter  you  from  cold  and  wet ;  if  all  is 
right  within^  it  is  but  of  minor  importance  how  we  look 
unthout.^^  **  It  is  good  enough.  Sir,  better  indeed 
than  I  have  yet  been  used  to  wear ;  and  though  my 
parent  is  wealthy,  why  shoold  his  riches  make  me 
proud  ?  Sir,  I  thank  you.''  The  time  passed  rather 
heavU^  until  the  hour  of  rest ;  Strickland,  though  an 
old  sea-captain,  was  but  little  used  to  smoking,  yet 
whiled  away  the  time  in  conversation  with  his  little 
intelligent  companion  and  his  pipe.  The  early  morn- 
ing saw  them  on  their  way  to  Drummondville :  there 
they  rested  full  an  hour,  took  lunch,  and  then  pushed 
forward  for  SL  Francis. 

The  sun  was  fast  retiring  to  the  bosom  of  the  deep, 
when  they  passed  the  Indian  village.  *'  I  spy  my 
little  cot,  my  peaceful  habitation,''  exclaimed  the 
oyeijoyed  conducteur.  ''At  length  I  shall  reach  my 
home  in  safety.  Sir ;  I  did  not  think  so  once.  The^ 
poor  horse,  too,  as  though  he  snuffed  his  native  air, 
DO  longer  needs  the  whip  or  call.^'  Strickland  re- 
mained silent.  ''We  are  at  the  door.  Monsieur; 
though  past  the  usual  hour,  my  wife  shall  make  us  all 
a  cup  of  cheerful  tea."  Here  they  alighted.  Jean's 
wife  and  children  quickly  thronged  to  the  cottage 
door.  '^Entrez!  entrez.  Monsieur!"  exclaimed  she; 
"  et  mon  panvre  mari,  je  suis  bien  aise  de  vous  voir." 
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Stricklstnd  could  not  but  feel  interested  at  their  jo3^al 
meeting.  ''  It  is  hard,"  thought  he,  ''  to  tell,  whether 
pleasure  or  paiii  predominates  within  my  breast,  when 
I  see  their  fond  embracings:  surely  i  am  not  yet 
grown  so  selfish,  so  base,  as  to  envy  tJiem  a  happiness 
denied  to  me?—^Oh !  no.  Had  not  this  poor  fellow 
escaped  the  dangers  which  I  have  led  him  into, — bad 
he  never  returned  in  safety,  oh !  what  a  scene  of 
misery  had  been  here."  After  tea,  Robert  felt  ill. 
"Perhaps,"  said  the  Captain  to  him,  **yoa  need  rest; 
we  might,  indeed,  reach  La  Baie  to-night;  but  as 
you  are  poorly,  we  will  remain  here.  I  wish  to  pot 
into  your  father's  hands,  a  son  all  health,  all  happi- 
ness, and  what  is  still  preferable — all  innocence. 
Perhaps,  Jean,  we  can  sleep  Iiere  ?  "  "  Rest  here  in 
welcome.  Sir :  we  have  a  bed  to  spare ;  and  if  we 
had  not,  we  would  give  up  our  own.  From  your 
kindness  to  me  on  our  journey,  and  the  sum  jiist 
put  within  my  hand,  (much  more  than  I  at  ail  ex- 
pected,) I  deem  it  but  my  duty  to  strain  a  point  to 
serve  you.  I  have  another  horse,  and  will  take  you 
to  Nicolet  as  early  as  you  please  to-morrow."  Tlie 
matron  of  the  house  prescribed  for  Robert,  while 
Strickland  looked  on.  '*  It  is  but  a  cold.  Sir,"  said 
she.  ''When  I  have  bathed  his  feet,  and  warmed 
his  bed,  we'll  put  him  in ;  I'll  make  some  posset  for 
him,  and  warr!ant  me  he  will  be  well  to-morrow." 
**  Thanks,  Madam, — I  thank  your  friendly  care." 
"  Habit,"  thought  Strickland,  ''  begins  to  make  file 
love  smoking.  It  is  still  too  soon  for  bed."  In  feel- 
ing in  his  pocket  for  his  pouch,  he  stumbled  over  the 
book  which  he  had  received  from  the  American  ^t 
Shipton,  and  laying  down  his  pipe,  began  to  read:— 
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'  Id  this  country  are  three  sorts  of  squirrels :  the 
red,  the  black,  and  the  flying  squirrel;  weaaela  and 
martins  are  extremely  numerous.  The  water, 
mu^-rat,  an  amphibious  creature,  as  well  as  the  otter 
and  beaver,  are  used  as  articles  of  food  by  the  Cana- 
dians dnring  the  season  of  Lent.  There  are  several 
pieces  of  ^uund  in  Canada,  called  be  aver- meadows, 
all  cleared  of  wood,  and  oTerg^rowD  with  high  rank 
grass ;  the  dnuning  off  of  the  water,  and  the  removing 
of  the  timber,  having  been  performed  by  these  indus- 
trious and  highly  sagacious  creatures.  There  is  great 
reason  to  believe  that  there  were  once  great  numbers 
of  these  animals  in  Biviftre  du  Loup ;  for  a  true-born 
American,  an  acquaintance  of  mine,  formerly  residing 
there,  caused  some  Englishman  to  dig  a  ditch  in  hix 
garden,  when,  at  about  two  feet  below  the  surface, 
they  discovered  a  vast  number  of  sticks,  which  had 
evidently  been  cut  by  the  teeth  of  the  beaver.  BufTon 
describes  the  elk  to  be  an  animal  inhabiting  only  the 
northern  parts  of  Europe,  and  from  central  to  northern 
America;  but  in  proportion  as  a  country  is  cleared 
of  wood,  and  drained,  so  does  its  climate  become 
milder,  and  therefore  less  adapted  to  the  wants  of 
this  animal,  which,  gradually  retiring  from  the  haunts 
of  man,  is  now  only  to  be  found  at  a  pretty  consider- 
able distance  from  towns  and  villages.  The  best  way 
to  form  an  estimate  of  the  elk's  size  and  shape,  is  to 
ctanpare  him  with  the  stag :  than  which  he  is  much 
taller,  larger,  and  standiug  more  stiffly  and  erect ; 
his  horns  are  more  solid,  and  notched  as  it  were  at 
the  end ;  he  has  also  longer  hair  under  his  neck,  and 
wags  a  shorter  tail.  (Charming  description !  thought 
ttie  Captain.)     He  walks  not  with  a  leap  and  spring, 
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as  do  the  stag  and  roe-back,  but  trots  ^long  with  ease 
and  expedition  ;  and  is  capable  of  undergoing  mnch 
fatigue.     Elks  delight  in  low  lands  and  forests,  and 
are  sometimes  seen  in  herds ;  they  never  submit  to 
domestication,  as  do  the  rein-deer.     When  they  ruD, 
or  move  swiftly,  their  hoofs  and  legs  make  a  lond 
crackling  noise,  as  though  their  bones  were  breaking; 
it  is  by  this  noise,  as  well  as  by  the  scent,  I  calculate, 
that  the  wolves  discover  their  vicinity,  and  seize  them 
as  lawful  prey.     Though  this  animal  is  often  larger 
than  a  horse,  and  possesses  strength  enough  to  some- 
times kill  a  wolf  with  one  kick  of  his  foot,  yet  the 
glutton,  (sometimes  called  the  quincajou,)  an  animal 
scarcely  as  big  as  a  badger,  will  venture  to  come  be- 
hind, attack,  and  often  overpower  him.    The  hair  and 
skin  of  the  elk  are  so  thick  as  to  be  in  some  parts 
nearly  proof  against  musket  ball.    Upon  being  dis- 
lodged, and  closely  pursued  by  the  hunters,  he  will 
sometimes  fall  suddenly  down,  without  the  slightest 
wound,  from  strong  emotions  of  fear.    The  vulgar 
imagine  its  falling  to  be  caused  by  fits  of  epilepsy,  and 
wear  rings,  containing  small  bits  of  elk-horn,  to  pre- 
serve them  from  the  like  disease.     The  elk  is  found 
in  great  numbers  in  Canada,  and  its  haunts  are  easily 
discovered  by  the  marks  it  leaves  upon  the  trees,  as 
he  chiefly  feeds  on  shoots  and  tender  sprigs ;  bis  flesh 
is  excellent.     The  Indians  are  best  acquainted  with 
the  method  of  hunting  and  taking  them :  they  follow 
their  track  sometimes  during  a  chace  of  several  days, 
in  winter  wearing  rackets,  or  snow  shoes,  which  being 
of  an  extended  surface,  prevent  their  feet  from  sink- 
ing.    In  this  season  the  animal  is  soon  overtaken,  his 
weight  and  the  smallness  of  his  feet  occasioning  lam 
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to  sink  knee  deep  in  the  snow  at  every  step.  Wlen 
the  Indians  came  up  with  him,  they  formerly  darted 
a  spear  towards  the  animal,  pointed  with  hard  bone, 
and  seldom  failed  to  do  so  with  sufficient  dexterity 
and  force  to  kill,  or  severely  wound  him.  Since  the 
use  of  fire-arms  has  become  more  general  among  the 
savages,  the  elk  is  more  frequently  shot  than  speared ; 
the  keen  hunters  knowing  well  how  to  aim  at  the  teii- 
derest  part  of  his  skin. 

'A  friend  of  mine  (at  least  I  calculate  he's  one,) 
informs  me,  that  at  Prarie  du  Chien,  on  the  Missis- 
npi,  he  saw  a  steep,  barren  rock,  out  of  the  holes  of 
which,  on  every  returning  spring,  issued  thousands 
and  thousands  of  snakes.  A  pretty  d — d  considerable 
number,  I  guess  I  Rattle-snakes  dread  pigs  to  so  ex- 
traordinary a  degree,  that  when  they  see  one  they 
become  as  if  petrified ;  their  animal  fiinctions  are  in* 
stantly  suspended,  leaving  the  porker  to  separate 
their  heads  from  their  bodies,  the  former  of  which  he 
instinctively  rejects,  while  he  voraciously  devours  the 
latter.  Indeed  pigs  devour  snakes  of  every  descrip- 
tion, and  thrive  wonderfully  on  such  strange  food  ;  as 
a  proof  of  which,  I  recollect  once  having  been  wrecked 
myself  in  a  large  batteaux,  laden  with  hogs,  on  a 
small  island,  a  few  leagues  above  Montreal ;  I  and 
my  raen  escaped  in  a  canoe  to  the  main  land  :  on  re- 
toming,  a  fortnight  afterwards,  to  recover  my  pro- 
perty, I  found  the  pigs,  which  had  before  been 
exceedingly  lean,  feeding  heartily  on  snakes,  and 
almost  too  fat  to  move.' 

"The  boy  sleeps  soundly,"  said  Strickland,  as  he 
retired  to  rest. 
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CHAPTER  XXII. 

All  hail !  the  joyous  meeting  hail ! 
Which  brings  together  sire  and  son. 

Soon  after  sunrise  StricklaDd  arose ;  so  did  his 
youthful  charge,  full  of  health  and  spirits.  "  How 
fares  my  little  man  ? "  said  their  hostess,  as  they  sat 
down  to  an  early  breakfast.  '^Thanks  to  your  care, 
toy  good  woman,"  replied  the  Captain,  "  never  better.*' 
After  many  kind  farewells  on  all  sides,  Strickland  and 
Robert,  with  their  old  conducteur,  Jean,  drove  from 
the  cottage  door.  Ere  noon  they  lunched  at  the  til- 
lage of  La  Baie,  and  then  drove  on  to  Nicolet.  Here^ 
at  the  house  of  his  old  entertainer,  the  north-west 
traveller,  our  hero  alighted,  and  partook  of  a  cold 
dinner  with  himself  and  family.  *'  It  is  two  hours," 
said  old  Antoine,  **  since  we  dined,  and  by  this  time 
you  see  we  are  able  to  play  our  parts,  as  well  as  you." 
The  cheerful  meal  ended,  Jean  took  leave  to  go  home. 
"  It  will  be  late,  conducteur,"  said  Strickland,  "be- 
fore you  reach  St.  Francis."  "Never  heed  it,  Sir; 
the  old  horse  and  I  know  every  inch  of  the  road ;  it 
is  not  as  when  we  travelled  upon  the  American  bor- 
ders, bestormed,  and  scared  by  robbers.  I  wish  you 
a  safe  passage  over  the  river;  and  you,  my  little  man, 
though  you  understand  me  not.  To  you.  Sir,''  turn- 
ing again  to  Strickland,  "  I  owe  many  thanks,  many 
obligations — more,  most  likely,  than  I  shall  ever  have 
an  opportunity  to  repay;  yet  Jean  will  not  fail  to 
make  it  up  to  the  first  Englishman  he  meets,  who  may 
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need  his  aid.**  *'  Farewell,  my  honest  guide.  I  ask 
no  thanks.  Your  kindness  and  your  rare  fidelity 
richly  deserre  all  I  have  paid  yon.  My  valise,  I  be- 
lieve, is  safe  within?"  "It  is.  Sir."  "Then  now, 
farewell !  Come,  my  Robert, — ^my  new-found  child  : 
the  sight  of  you  warms  my  heart ;  let  us  to  the 
river,  and  seek  a  means  to  cross."  The  friendly  An- 
toine  accompanied  them.  "This  fine  youth,"  said  he, 
"is  your  son,  I  suppose.  Sir?"  **  Almost,'^  replied 
our  hero ;  "  yet  I  trust  this  night,  or  by  to-morrow, 
at  the  farthest,  he  will  be  safely  hugged  within  the 
arms  of  an  anxiously  expecting  father.  I  have,  alas ! 
lost  a  child  myself;  but  this  is  also  the  child, — the 
son  of  my  adoption:  and  well  he  merits  it;  hence- 
forth he  has  two  friends, — two  fathers."  The  ferry- 
boat, which  had  only  this  day  began  again  to  ply,  had 
not  long  started  for  the  other  side;  which  circum- 
stance occasioned  a  delay  of  nearly  two  hours.  Our 
hero,  with  Robert,  sat  at  tea,  when  Louis  ran  up  to 
say,  "  The  boat  is  come."  "  Come,  then,  my  child," 
said  Strickland ;  "  I  long  again  to  cross  this  river,  to 
render  up  a  joyful  account  of  the  success  of  my  expe- 
dition. Kind  firiends,  ferewell!  Monsieur  Picotte, 
je  suis  votre  d^biteur."  "Pointe  de  toute,  c'est  rien — 
rien — ^bon  voyage !  bon  voyage.  Monsieur." 

"  Step  gently,  child,"  said  Strickland,  "  this  boat  is 
commodious,  we  shall  reach  the  other  side  by  dusk, 
and  there,  perhaps,  await  your  father;  he  cannot,  I 
think  have  reached  the  place  before  us.  How  feel 
you,  Robert?  speak,  my  boy;  does  not  your  heart 
bound  high,  anticipating  the  joyful  meeting?*'  "  It 
does,  Sir,  truly  does ;  nor  shall  I  ever  forget  that  to 
your  kindness,  to  your  courage,  I  shall  owe  it?    I 
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long  indeed  to  see  that  father  whom  I  do  not  recol* 
lect ;  but.  Sir,  can  it  appear  strange,  that  I  look  for* 
ward  with  pain  to  the  moment  when  I  shall  be  taken 
from  you  V  "  Cheer  up,  my  lad,  cheer  up,  nor  dwell 
so  sadly  on  a  thing  that  may  not  for  a  long  time  hap* 
pen;  and  see,  we  are  more  than  half  across.  We 
land,  I  find,  below  the  point ;  jump  out ;  had  you  not 
told  me  so,  I  see  you  are  pretty  active.  We  have  now 
above  a  mile  to  walk  back  to  the  inn,  my  business  lies 
lower ;  but  it  is  growing  dark,  and  your  father,  if  not 
already  at  Point  du  Lac,  will  soon  be  there,  and  either 
expect  there  to  see  or  hear  from  me ;  we  must  there- 
fore turn  back :  there  is  here  no  conveyance,  and  I 
have  also  the  valise  to  carry,  a  journey  of  one  mile, 
Robert,  under  these  circumstances,  is  preferable  to 
one  of  eight**  "  Wherever  you  please.  Sir ;  pray  let 
me  carry  the  valise,  it  is  through  me,  and  me  alone, 
that  you  have  to  carry  it  at  all.*'  Strickland,  rather 
than  disappoint  the  willing  youth,  allowed  him  to 
take  hold  of  one  end,  and  thus  supporting  the  weight 
between  them,  at  dark  they  reached  the  inn.  **  Have 
you  any  traveller  here  from  Montreal  ?"  said  our  hero 
to  the  landlord.  "Not  any.  Sir."  If  I  leave  a  note  for 
Barnard,  hire  a  calash  and  proceed  to-night  to  Three 
Rivers,  it  will  be  too  late  to  make  any  inquiries  there, 
and  to-morrow  I  can  reach  that  place  by  breakfast-time ; 
1 11  e'en  stay  here  to-night,  thought  Strickland. 

With  much  difficulty  he  obtained  a  private  room  to 
sit  in,  and  two  beds  in  case  of  his  friend's  arrival. 
'*  You  will  cook  some  fowls  for  supper,"  said  he  to 
the  landlord,  **  and  let  them  be  ready  by  ten ;  the 
evening  is  keen  and  so  are  our  appetites,  and  should 
we  even  have  to  sup  ^lone,  we'll  do  your  supper  am- 
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pie  justice."  "  It  shall  be  done,  Sir."  For 
time  Strickland,  or  part  of  Strickland,  sat  in  silence 
before  the  fire,  his  nobler  part,  his  heart,  his  soul,  had 
ning;ed  its  way  to  Three  Rivers ;  he  again  and  again 
looked  upon  the  widow's  card,  and  dwelt  in  imagina- 
tion on  a  joyful  meeting  with  Wis  Mary.  Then  turn- 
ing to  Robert,  he  said,  "'  Keep  up  your  heart,  my 
brave  boy,  in  a  few  hours,  I  am  persuaded,  you  may 
expect  to  meet  your  father;  he  must  not  see  you 
suddenly,  when  we  hear  of  his  approach,  do  jou  re- 
tire, and  leave  me  to  prepare  him  for  the  joyful  meet- 
ing." "  All  shall  be  ordered,  Sir,  as  you  think  fit; 
but  pray  talk  no  more  on  the  subject,  if  you  love  me; 
I'll  into  the  garden.  Sir,  and  be  with  you  again  pre- 
sently," "  Sweet  boy!"  exclaimed  Strickland,  "  the 
tear  of  genuine  sensibility  sparkles  in  his  eye,  he  is 
but  gone  out  to  hide  his  strong  emotions," 

The  cloth  was  laid  in  the  inner  room,  our  two  tra- 
vellers sat  in  anxious  expectation;  Strickland  ever 
and  anon  pulled  out  his  watch,  counted  the  tardy  mo- 
ments, and  redeposited — but  to  take  it  out  again.  "It 
wants  but  five  minutes  to  ten.  Landlady !"  "  Mon- 
sieur ! "  "  Put  back  the  supper  half  an  hour."  "  I 
will,  Sir,"  "  'Tis  twenty  minutes  past,  and — hark  t 
my  child,  I  hear  the  sound  of  approaching  wheels; 
perhaps— yes — something  tells  me  'tis  your  father; 
speed  to  the  back  door,  and  there  remain  till  I  call 
you."  Poor  Robert  promptly  obeyed  bis  commands- 
Strickland  reached  the  front  door  just  as  Mr,  Barnard 
jumped  down  from  his  carriage.  The  latter  at  once 
rushed  into  his  friend's  arms,  exclaiming,  "Oh! 
Strickland,  I  have  spent  a  miserable  time  in  anxious 
hope  to  see  you ;  my  boy,  where  is  he  V     "  Walk  in. 
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Sir,  step  in  here,  your  son  is  safe,  I  have  heard  fresh 
tidings  of  him,  to-morrow's  snn  will  see  him  circled 
by  your  arms.    Sit  down,-  Sir.    Here,  landlord,  bring 
some  wine!  serve  up  the  supper.    This,  Mr.  Barnard, 
is  indeed  a  happy  meeting, — happy  to  me,  the  bearer 
of  good  tidings,  and  to  you,  the  glad  receiver."  ''But, 
Strickland,  you  are  «tire,  quite  sure,  that  to-morrov 
I  shall  see  my  son;  why  not  to-night?^^     **  Perhaps 
you -may,  Sir ;  I  here  attend  him,  be  composed.   I 
pledge  my  word  that  he  is  safe."     "  He's  here,  he'i 
here !  I'll  swear  my  child  is  here,  or  why  these  plata 
for  three?     Oh!  bring  him,  bring  him,  Stricklaiid, 
quickly  to  me."      •'  Have  fortitude,   Sir,"  said  tb 
Captain,  "  as  well  for  your  own  sake  as  for  your  <ofi'i> 
Sit  down,  remove  not  hence,  many  strangers  are  » 
the  outer  room,  compose  yourself,  I'll  fetch  him  to 
you."     Poor  Robert  wept  for  joy  without.     "  CofflC,  Ip 
my  boy,"  taking  him  by  the  hand,  ''  keep  up  yoor  g 
courage,  be  a  man ;  I  now  conduct  you  to  a  fatber> 
My  hand  trembles  on  the  lock,  child ;  I'll  shew  ff^ 
in,  and  for  some  minutes  leave  you."     How  can  I 
thought  he,  witness  so  tender  a  scene?    The  doff|^ 
gently  opened,  *'  Here,  my  friend,"  said  Stricklaoi 
''here,  Mr.  Barnard,  is"—**  It  w,  great  God !  Itbai)k|(g 
thee  !'*  (hugging  him  to  his  bosom,)  *'  it  is  indeed  of 
child,  the  living  image  of  his  sainted  mother.'* 

By  this  time  Strickland  had  retreated,  and  from  tk 
next  apartment,  heard  the  delighted  parent  sob  alo«l 
in  ecstasy.  My  heart  too,  even  mine,  thought  Strict 
land,  beats  high,  not  more  perhaps  with  hope  thao 
joy.  I  thank  thee,  thank  thee  truly.  Heaven,  that  I 
have  been  the  means  to  bring  about  this  meetio;< 
But  the  door  opens,  the  happy  parent  seeks  me;  l^lgi 
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rae  then  enter,  and  participate  their  joys,  Strickland 
was  soon  seated,  the  delighted  boy  sat  between  him 
andhU  no  less  happy  father,  each  held  a  hand.  "Ob! 
Strickland,  Strickland!"  after  a  pause,  exclaimed  the 
^teful  Barnard,  "  how  much,  how  much  I  owe  jou : 
my  child  has  told  me  of  part  of  the  perils  which  yoa 
eoconntered  on  your  jonrnej,"  "  No  more,  Sir;  all 
that  I  have  done  has  pleased  myself,  and  see,  the 
(Upper  waits,  we'll  have  no  explanation  now,  we  all 
want  rest.  Your  son  is  now  under  your  charge,  I 
give  him  up  to  you."  Here  Robert  quitting  his 
father's  hand,  flung  his  grateful  arms  round  Strick- 
land's neck,  and  hiding  his  head  in  the  latter's  bosom, 
sobbed,  "  I  shall  never  forget  that  you  are  my  second 
father.  Sir."  "  I'll  be  sworn,  my  boy,  you  will  not." 
"  I'll  be  sworn,"  (promptly  rejoined  Barnard,)  "  that 
he  shall  not; — to  you  he  owes  a  father,  but  for  you 
'tis  like  I  never  had  seen  him.  Come,  now,  my  child, 
and  you,  my  more  than  brother,  turn  to  the  table."  A 
light  supper  quickly  passed  in  silence,  all  were  too 
full  of  joy  to  talk.  Our  hero  observed  with  what 
kindness  the  transported  father  culled  the  choicest 
bits  for  his  new-found  child,  and  how  he  left  off  eat- 
ing to  devour  him  with  his  eyes.  He  thought  also 
that  he  heard  him  ejaculate  "  Fine  boy !  lovely  youth ! 
dear  child !  who  would  have  thought  he  had  grown 
so  big?"  The  supper  table  being  cleared,  "  I  wish," 
said  Strickland,  "to  jog  it  onwards  early  to  Three 
Rivers ;  your  business  now  is  not  so  pressing ;  take 
your  time,  Mr.  Barnard,  ride  over  with  your  son  iu 
the  afternoon,  for  there  I'll  wait  your  coming."  "  By 
heaven!"  (exclaimed  the  impetuous  East  Indian,) 
"  it  shall  not  be  so.    Start  now,  or  an  hour  after  mid- 
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night,  both  me  and  mine  are  ready  to  attend  yon; 
no,  no,  we  part  not  so.  Can  you,  for  a  moment,  think 
I  love  my  bed  more  than  the  friend  who  risked  his 
life  to  save  my  child  ?  Good  night.  Sir,  you  will  tind 
us  waking."  "  Good  night.  Sir,  too,"  exclaimed  the 
boy,  closely  pressing  Stricklaad's  hand,  "  T  am  glad 
my  father  means  us  all  to  go  together."  Thus,  thought 
the  Captain,  as  he  entered  his  chamber,  one  important 
duty's  done,  another  yet  remains  to  come;  heaven 
help  me  in  the  last  as  in  the  first,  and  ever  make  me 
grateful. 

It  is  strange,  thought  Strickland,  as  he  rose  be- 
times, that  this  pursuit  of  Robert,  should  so  have  di- 
verted my  attention  from  my  own  affairs ;  but  now 
that  Mr.  Barnard's  business  is  so  happily  settled,  thej 
press  upon  me  with  a  double  weight,  I  long,  I  burn 
to  quit  this  place  and  reach  Three  Rivers,  I'll  see  if 
Barnard's  stirring.  What,  up  before  me,  my  indo- 
lence then  does  indeed  shame  me.  Good  morning, 
Sir;  how  liked  you  your  little  bed-fellow.'"  "  How 
can  you  ask  me,  Strickland  ?  jou  see  we  have  not 
kept  you  waiting;  and,  while  the  horses  are  prepar- 
ing, let  us  take  a  turn  together  in  the  garden,  Robert 
will  remain  here."  "  It  is  what  I  wished,"  said 
Strickland.  On  reaching  the  garden,  "  Now,  friend," 
said  Mr.  B.,  "  what  are  the  joyful  tidings  you  so 
shortly  hinted  at  in  your  «Aor(  letter?"  Strickland 
here  produced  the  card,  and  then  described  the  means 
by  which  be  had  obtained  it.  "  Bravo  \  bravo !  my 
friend,"  exclaimed  tbe  overjoyed  Barnard,  "  1  see 
that  all  is  right,  we'll  go  this  instant.  My  son,  of 
course,  knows  nought  of  the  affair  J"  "  He  does  not. 
Sir,  Dor  do  I  wish  him  to" — "  He  shall  not.  Captain; 
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I  perfectly  uDderatand  you.  In,  my  friend,  ours  is  a 
spankiiig  pair  of  horses,  we  have  room  euoug'h,  and 
all  shall  tide  together."  They  all  jumped  into  the 
carriage.  "Drive  on,"  said  Barnard.  "How  fine 
the  day ;"  said  Strickland,  "  the  river  seems  all  alive, 
we  are  near  the  crucifix,  and  one  short  half  hour  will 
brin^  us  to  the  town.  But,  Mr.  Barnard,  how  have 
you  managed  about  our  luggage .'  I  see  it  is  not  with 
yon,"  "  You  shall  hear.  Sir :  I  arrived  at  Montreal 
on  the  very  day  with  your  first  letter,  advising  me  to 
remain  there ;  and  not  being  able  to  rest  in  peace,  I 
made  up  my  mind  to  ride  down  to  Mr.  White's,  and 
meet  you.  I  packed  up  the  trunks,  and  directed  them 
to  Mr.  Clark's,  in  case  we  should  send  for  them,  and 
had  just  stepped  into  my  calash,  when  the  postman 
brought  your  second  letter,  advising  me  to  meet  you 
at  Point  du  Lac.  I  immediately  chaog'ed  my  calash 
for  a  carriage  and  pair,  settled  our  bill,  and  ordered 
the  luggage  to  he  forwarded  at  once  to  Quebec ;  it  is 
most  likely  now  opon  the  road.  I  changed  horses 
three  times,  and  scarcely  stopped  on  the  way,  except 
at  Mr.  White's.  His  son  described  the  dreadful 
storm  you  met  with,  and  I  insisted  upon  making  him 
a  small  present,  as  I  said,  to  purchase  a  new  sail  for 
the  canoe.  But  we  are  at  the  inn ;  jump  down,  my 
boy.  See,  Strickland,  he  already  possesses  the  ac- 
tivity of  a  man."  "He  does.  Sir,  and  will,  I  hope 
and  trust,  make  both  a  bright  and  a  happy  one."  "  1 
hope  so  too.  Sir,"  said  the  lively  youth. 

Breakfast  was  on  the  table;  our  hero  swallowed 
but  one  hasty  cup,  and  apologizing  tu  Barnard,  (a 
trouble  which  he  might  have  well  spared  himself,) 
with  trembling  steps,  and  a  beating  heart,  be  bent  his 
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way  towards  the  honse  of  Madame  Renvoyz^.  "  Gra- 
cious heaven !  sure  tbe  house  is  not  deserted,"  s&id 
He  kaocked,  and  knocked  again  ;  his  agitation 
and  despair  increasiog  momentarily,  when  a  female 
from  the  adjoiniog  house  stepped  out  and  said, 
'  Whom  seek  you,  Sir ; "  "  Madame  Renvoyze,"  , 
"  She  has  lately  left  this  place,  (J  have  the  bouse  to  i 
let,)  and  now  resides  at  Quebec,"  Here  Strickland  t 
groaued.  "  If  you  have  any  business  with  her.  Sir,  '^ 
I  have  her  card,  and  can  give  it  you."  "  I  thank  yon, 
Madam,  do."  "  Here,  Janette!  Janette!  fetch  me 
one  of  Madam  R.'s  cards."  On  this,  a  pretty  neat 
female  came  to  the  door.  "  Sure  you  forget.  Mam- 
ma," said  she,  "  that  we  gave  the  last  to  the  handsome 
English  lady."  " English!  what  EngUsh  ladyT'  in- 
terrupted Strickland.  "  One  that  called  here.  Sir,  a 
few  weeks  ago ;  one  that  returned  with  Madam  some 
months  before,  from  a  visit  she  had  made  a  great  way 
on  the  other  aide  of  the  lake."  "  'Tis  she,  thank 
heaven !  'tis  she ,'  and  though  I  have  not  now  founi) 
her,  I  shall  certainly  meet  her  at  Qaebec."  "  You 
seem  anxious,  Sir;  I  can  write  jou  down  the  address, 
and  if  you  seek  your  countrywoman,  be  sure  you'll  find 
her  there.  She  appeared  disconcerted ;  said  she 
would  go  at  once,  for  that  she  had  no  other/riend  in 
Canada."  Did  she  not  know  that  I  am  here  1  thought 
Strickland,  with  a  sigh.  On  receiving  the  direction, 
he  thanked  his  communicative  informant,  and  ag»n 
bent  bis  lonely  steps  towards  the  iuu.  At  the  door  he 
was  met  by  the  anxious  Barnard,  exclaiming,  *'  Wbal 
news  ?  what  news,  my  friend  J  I  fear  you  have  returned 
too  soon."  Here  Strickland  related  all  the  particu- 
lars ;  and  concluded  by  saying,  "  I  hear  that  a  packet 
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rill  sail  jvithia  an  hour  for  Quebec.  What  say  you, 
Sir;  shall  yoa  be  ready  to  accompany  me?"  "  Rea.ly? 
aye,  my  boy;  ready  and  delighted  too.  Come,  come, 
cheer  up,  your  news  is  good ;  step  in,  and  fake  another 
cup,  the  pot  is  by  the  fire,  and  then  aboard.  We'll 
have  a  little  cabin  to  ourselves,  if  possible." 

On  their  way  to  the  water  our  hero  inquired  after 
his  old  friend  the  Quaker^  learnt  that  he  was  doing 
well,  but  had  not  time  to  visit  him.  "  We  are  safe 
aboard,  Sir,"  said  Strickland;  "  the  wind  sets  fair;  I 
hope  our  passage  will  be  but  a  short  one,"  "  I  hope 
so  too.  Sir ;  sincerely  do  I  hope,  on  your  account. 
But  in  our  haste,  one  thing  we  have  certainly  forgot, 
and  that  is,  to  lay  in  a  supply  of  provisions."  "  We 
have  indeed.  Sir,"  said  Strickland,  "and  if  none  are 
to  be  obtained  here,  we  must  even  go  upon  short  al- 
lowance :  the  steward  will  be  upon  deck  presently, 
I'll  make  inquiry ;  this  oversight  proves  the  utility 
of  having  so  careful  a  purveyor  with  us  as  Peter ;  I'll 
warrant  ye,  had  he  been  here,  he  would  rather  have 
tost  his  passage  than  embark  without  the  provision 
basket.  I  wish  to  see  the  honest  fellow,  and  to  learn 
Low  goes  his  affair  with  the  widow:  but,  Mr.  B.,  I 
have  an  apology  to  make ;  I  must  beg  to  be  excused 
for  omitting  to  deliver  to  you  a  letter  from  your 
brother,  it  is  here."  "  I  knew  you  had  it,  Sir;  ray 
son  informed  me,  and  described  poor  Thomas's  peni- 
tence. I  have  no  doubt  that  it  is  a  sad  and  melan- 
B^ly  tale,  and  would  last  night  but  have  damped  our 
joy;  come.  Sir,  below,  let  us  read  it;  I  have  no 
secrets  you  know  from  you."  "  I  will  but  exchange 
a.  word  with  the  steward,  and  be  with  you."  "  Well, 
Sir,  what  says  he,"  said  Mr.  B.  to  the  Captain,  as  he 
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entered  the  cabin;  **  are  there  any  hopes,  or  must  we 
fast?"    "Pray — Sir,  as  much  as  you  please;  but, if 
you  fast  here,  it  will  not  be  the  steward's  fault,  his 
lockers  are  well  stored,  and  dinner  will  be  read;  bj 
two."    **  Now  then  for  the  letter,  friend;  all  the  other 
passengers  are  upon  deck.    Robert,  my  boy,  you  need 
not  leave  us ;  I  can  trust  your  prudence  and  your  se- 
crecy, or  I  am  much  deceived;  (Robert  bowed)  tb 
letter  of  a  penitent  may  prove  a  useful  lesson." 

"  O  Robert, 

"  My  once  brother,  at  length  your  child  is  suatcbeii 
from  me ;  I  am  wounded,  but  it  is  not  there  that 
feel  the  smart :  yes,  seared  as  it  is,  I  still  feel  that 
have  a  conscience.     From  almost  infancy,  Cain-likei' 
I  hated  you :  your  better  conduct  won  our  pareo 
better  love ;  my  jealous  eye  soon  spied  the  fact 
hated  but  the  more — I  pause — I  am  faint — I 
much  to  say,  but  time  is  short;  I  and  the  horrid  cie' 
with  whom  I  am  joined,  are  about  to  f^^—fiyi 
doubt,  we  shall,  nor  will  the  arm  of  temporal  yas 
overtake  us ;  but  who,  my  wronged  brother,  who 
screen  us  frpm  the  impending  stroke  of  the  Et^ 
My  blood  curdles  while  I  write :  sure,  Robert,  I  b 
sinned  beyond,  far,  far  beyond  the  reach  of  mercf. 
One,  one  unhappy  circumstance  fanned  up  the  hi 
of  hatred  to  the  fire  of  madness.     I  loved,  oh,  yes 
(heaven  knows  how  dearly)  I  loved  the  maid  you  af- 
terwards pressed  to  your  bosom  as  a  wife''    (* Can 
be  possible ! '  exclaimed  Mr.  B.  '  and  I  so  dull,  so 
short-sighted  as  never  to  suspect  it?')     Long  before 
this,   you   know  I  fled   my  fathers   dwelling;  jet, 
naked,  distressed,  forlorn,  once  more  I  came,  iorm 
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yoa  a  widower,  you  kindly  bade  me  welcome.  Some 
faint  desires  towards  a  reformation,  and  a  chang;e  of 
feeling  towards  you,  warmed  my  heart;  and  yet  at 
times  I  groaned  to  think  I  shared  the  bounties— ac- 
cepted the  bread  of  the  man  I  still  hated.  You  left 
me,  and  with  me  left  your  child,  I  married  bis  nurse. 
Your  prudent  eye  no  longer  near  to  overawe  my 
doings,  I  fell  again  into  debauch  and  riot,  spent 
nights  and  nights  at  the  gaming  table:  ray  excesses 
maddened  and  impoverished  me.  I  neglected  the 
boy  as  well  as  my  own  children,  yet  more  and  more; 
and  one  fell  night,  just  after  1  bad  been  stripped  of 
every  shilling  at  a  gaming  bouse,  I  received  a  letter, 
advising  me  of  your  speedy  return.  I  dreaded  to  ren- 
der up  an  account;  and,  urged  on  by  shame,  despair, 
and  madness,  I  sold  all  off,  and  even  fired  the  house, 
and  fled  the  country.  The  boy  I  ioved ;  I  regarded 
him  as  a  relique  of  his  once  loved  mother.  In  taking 
him,  thought  I,  at  once  I  gratify  my  love  and  ray  re- 
venge; you  know  the  rest.  Mij  associates!!  Itremhle 
to  think  I  have  such.  I  hear  tbem  coming,  quarrel- 
ling too.  I'll  to  my  wife — my  ill-used  wife — my  chi|. 
dren.  Robert,  farewell.  I  have  done  wrong;  ye 
God — but  what  has  He  to  do  with  a  wretch  like  me 
yet,  if  He  had.  He  could  bear  witness  to  my  peni- 
tence. Farewell,  my  time  is  short ;  something  I  fear 
bnms  witboQt,  an  echo  to  the  fire  which  glows  within. 
Farewell.  Brother,  adieu !  Forgive,  for  heaven's 
sake !    Robert,  forgive 

"Your  penitent, 
"  AtHicted,  and  sorrowing  brother, 

"  T.  Barnard. 
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"  P.  S.  Those  other  papers  enclosed^  dear  Robei 
will  enable  you  to  procure  back  some  of  what  y( 
think  is  lost.     Forgive;  again  I  repeat, /oryit;«." 

Barnard  doubled  up  the  papers,  and  a  pause  c 
some  minutes  ensued,  (during  which  bis  son  sobbei 
loudly;)  at  length  he  exclaimed,  '*  From  my  heart* 
1  forgive  thee,' and  may*st  thou  as  readily  find  forgiye- 
ness  above.  Oh !  that  accursed  vice  of  gaming,  tk 
fountain  whence  spring,  madness,  murders,  suiciia: 
Yes,  Strickland,  let  me  but  see  a  man  at  the  gamiifi 
table,  and  I  at  once  set  him  down  as  lost,  I  UtA 
thought  that  poor  Thomas  had  any  cause  to  hate  me- 
little  thought  I  was  his  rival.''  "  Come,  Sir,''  inter: 
rupted  our  hero,  "  let  us  no  longer  dwell  upon 
painful  subject ;  he  is  now  an  altered  character, 
will  yet,  I  hope,  make  a  good,  and  consequently; 
happy  man :  ere  this  perhaps .  he  has  joined  his 
and  children :  the  steward  comes  to  lay  the  cloi 
Let  us  upon  deck.  How  sweet  the  breeze !  mei 
cut  we  through  it:  the  prospect  is  charming, 
hark !  we  have  music  too  below.  The  voice  is  In 
dearly  I  love  the  Irish  melodies,  they  remind  me 
my  home,  my  country :  perhaps,  ere  many  weeks 
past,  we  shall  again  be  ploughing  the  vast  Atlaoi 
again  be  on  our  way  to  white-clift  Albion.  But 
ten  !'  the  melodist  begins  again." 

"  Green  were  the  fields  where  my  forefathers  dwelt,  0. 
Erin  ma  vourneen — slan  laght  go  bragh." 

Strickland   and   his  companions  listened 
steward  summoned  them  to  dinner ;  returned 
upon  deck  with  recruited  strength  and  spirits 
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observed  the  poor  Irishman  whose  strains  had  so  much 
pleased  and  amused  ihem,  and  discovering  that  he 
was  in  years  and  in  rather  humble  circumstances, 
Strickland  treated  him  with  a  dinner  and  ^ave  him  a 
half-crown  to  drink  his  health.  "Arrah!  good  luck 
to  ye'se  Sir,  long  life  to  your  honour,  say  I.  I  am  not 
without  a  little  of  the  nndefal;  but  my  brother  Paddy 
and  I  have  been  after  clearing  a  bit  of  the  turf,  over 
forenent  Glengary  ;  and  as  they  say  (bad  luck  to 
them)  that  I  am  too  old  to  fight,  I'm  just  going  home, 
sure,  to  fetch  out  the  wife  and  the  young  ones;  and 
so  thinks  I  to  myself,  Barney  yese  mustn't  spend 
much  on  the  passage,  yese  mustn't  be  after  taking 
large  sups  at  the  whiskey  bottle,  or  ye'll  not  have 
enough  left  to  bring  out  the  mistress."  "  Mind  Bar- 
ney," replied  our  hero,  "  that  you  do  not  break  so 
good  a  resolution."  "  Never  fear  me  for  that.  Sir." 
"  Your  brother,  I  suppose,  will  manage  your  affairs 
during  your  absence?"  "Faith  and  he  will.  Sir; 
Isn't  he  the  boy,  who  else,  your  honour?  He  expects 
soon,  to  be  after  marrying  a  Scotch  heiress."  '*  In- 
deed !  Barney,  I  am  glad  to  hear  it."  "  Might  if  ri^! 
I  suppose,"  said  Mr.  Barnard.  "  By  my  sowll  and 
yese  may  say  that :  besides  three  cows,  some  sheep, 
and  a  power  of  pigs,  she  has  a  snug  cabin,  some  fields, 
and  a  pratey  garden :  perhaps  aa  you  go  back  you'll 
be  after  giving  Paddy  a  call,  your  honours,  ye  have 
only  to  say  ye  have  been  kind  to  the  boy  Barney,  and 
I  he'll  trait  yese  jonteelly."  "  Here  is  a  card  of  mine,'' 
said  Strickland,  "you  can  read  I  suppose?"  "Thanks 
to  the  parish  priest  and  my  uncle  O'Sullivan,  /  am  the 
boy  as  can."  "  You'll  call  on  me  then,  in  u  day  or 
two  Mr.  Barney,  perhaps  I  may  be  able  to  procure 
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you  a  cheap  passage."  "Arrah  now,  long  life  to  your 
honour's  honour:  faith,  and  wont  I  be  there?"  Here 
Barney  bowed  with  true  Connaught  grace  and  ille- 
gance,  and  our  passengers  turned  aft :  Strickland 
proposing  to  Mr.  B.  that,  in  case  they  should  find 
Peter  married,  to  hire  Barney  in  his  stead.  "  1  like 
the  fellow's  appearance  well  enough,"  replied  he, "  bat 
abominate  so  much  blarney,  or  camey,  whichever  tbej 
call  it."  "  Poob,  pooh!  Mr.  Barnard,  be  not  hard 
upon  the  poor  fellow ;  the  lower  order  of  Irish  are  so 
inured  to  rough  usage  and  contemptuous  treatment, 
that  when  noticed  and  done  well  by,  tbey  know  not 
how  enough  to  shew  their  gratitude:  that  he  is  not 
all  blarney,  I  would  almost  swear ;  a  certain  warmth 
of  expression  which  I  perceived,  convinces  me  that 
his  heart  went  at  least,  half-way  with  his  tongue." 

Ere  daybreak  the  packet  anchored  at  Quebec. 
Strickland  was  the  first  to  awake,  and  stijrting  upon 
deck  he  exclaimed,  "  What !  already  anchored  off  the 
Cul-de-sac  ?  surely  I  must  have  slept  soundly,  not  to 
have  beard  the  anchor  let  go.  I'll  call  up  Barnard 
instantly :  the  sun  already  shines  with  brilliaDcy  on 
the  steeples ;  the  mariners  in  the  port  have  commenced 
their  daily  labour ;  from  ship  to  ship  I  hear  their 
cheerful  strains.  What !  both  asleep  ?  and  sleeping 
soundly  too  ;  the  son  rests  his  rosy  cheeks  in  peaceful, 
blest  security  upon  the  bosom  of  a  father  ;  how  sweet 
the  sight !  yet  sweeter  far  the  thought,  that  I  have, 
been  the  means  to  find  that  child  so  soft  a  pillow. 
'Twere  almost  sacrilege  to  disturb  their  peaceful  slum- 
bers, and  yet,  I  long  to  land :  I'll  up,  and  call  a  boat.' 
By  the  time  the  boatman  reached  the  vessel,  Barnard 
and  his  son  gained  the  quarter-deck.     "  Tia  well — 
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well.  Sir,  yon  have  risen,  I  had  half  a  miod  to  go 
vithout  you."  "  But  look.  Sir,  look,"  said  Mr.  B. 
"is  that  the  Venus,  lying  light  below?  11  is,  or  my 
«yes  deceive  me."  Our  hero  turned  his  iaquiring 
looks  that  way,  and  exclaimed,  "  It  is !  it  is  the  old 
Venus  ;  and  I  hope,  her  brave  commander,  Graham ; 
I  long  again  to  took  upon  his  honest  face.  How 
quick  their  voyage :  he  is  just  come  in  I  see,  his 
sails  are  still  bent  to  his  yards.  Come,  Mr.  Barnard, 
let  us  land  ;  and  while  I  prosecute  my  own  aifair, 
after  breakfast  perhaps  you  will  push  aboard  and  bid 
the  friendly  tar  a  welcome  to  Quebec."  "  I  will.  Sir : 
and  now,  my  Robert,  you  see  this  place  in  all  its 
splendour,  by  the  bright  light  of  a  fine  autumnal  day  ; 
when  last  you  passed,  it  was  at  the  hour  of  midnight : 
what  think  you  of  it  now,  my  child  t"  "  I  admire  it. 
Sir;  but  sure,  my  father,  with  you  and  Captain  Strick- 
land near,  would  not  all  places  be  alike  pleasant  and 
agreeable?"  The  flattered  parent,  and  his  friend, 
were  both  about  to  reply,  when  they  reached  the 
landing.  At  the  door  of  Mr.  Clark  they  were  kindly 
received  by  that  gentleman  himself,  and  soon  sat  down 
with  all  the  family  to  a  plentiful  breakfast.  "  What ! 
Charlotte  here  too,"  said  Strickland  ;  "  recollect, 
friend  James,  I  .expect  you  will  use  your  influence 
with  your  sister,  to  procure  me  a  sight  of  the  papers 
sent  from  Bic  by  the  cabin-boy,  and  which  she  so 
fondly  keeps  possession  of."  "  I  have  not  lost  sight 
of  my  promise,  Sir,  the  little  prudish  jade  has  partly 
consented,  it  remains  with  you  to  do  the  rest."  The 
young  lady  gracefully  acceded  to  the  Captain's  re- 
quest :  and  breakfast  being  ended,  with  a  beating 
heart,   our  hero  reached  the  street,  and  proceeded 
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towards  the  new  residence  of  Madame  Renvoyze, 
"  Now,  kind  heaven  1"  ejaculated  be,  hut  ihit  once, 
befriend  me,  and  all  my  life  to  come  I'll  strive  to 
prove  my  gratitude.  May  I  but  find  my  peniteDl 
Mary,  and  also  find  her  willing  to  be  reuaited  to  me; 
for,  not  for  worlds,  (lonely  as  I  am)  would  I  urge  her 
to  again  share  my  humble  income  and  my  bed,  againat 
her  iaclinations. — No.  31. — But  here  comes  my  new 
acquaintance,  the  Irisbman,  bad  I  not  better  send 
him  ?  should  the  lady  be  from  home,  on  her  return, 
the  servant  may  describe  my  person  so  correctly,  thai 
my  wife  may  suspect  that  /  am  the  inijuirer,  and 
perhaps,  again  fiy  from  me.  A  lucky  thought!  Hen, 
Barney,  take  this  card  to  31,  and  inquire  for  Madame 
Renvoyze."  "  And  is  it  after  Ihe  ladies  your  honoui'^ 
a  looking?  faith,  then  you  may  trust  me.  I  am  the 
man  for  the  ladies,  sure ;  aiid  yese  need  not  be  jealous. 
I've  a  wife  of  my  own  sure,  Mrs.  O'Sullivan,  long 
life  to  her."  "  I  am  not  afraid  to  trust  ye,  Mr. 
O'Sullivau.  You  will  proceed  to  the  house,  and  in- 
quire whether  the  lady  has  not  a  house  to  let  iu  Three 
Rivers,  and  ask  the  rent;  and,  d'ye  hear,  Barney? 
take  notice  whether  you  see  any  body  else  there," 
"By  my  sowl !  then, I  will;  but  may  be, your  honour 
had  better  be  after  going  into  the  public-house,  till  I 
come  back."  "  Right,  Barney,  I  will,^be  expeditious." 
Strickland  turned  to  enter.  "  What !"  said  be,  "  the 
very  identical  house  of  widow  Brown,  by  all  that's 
lovely.  Good  morning.  Madam  1  How  is  Mr.  Phil- 
pot  '.  he  is  within,  I  suppose  ?"  '■  I  suppose  not.  Sir ; 
but  pray,  be  seated."  Here  the  sweet-tempered, 
melting  widow,  let  fall  some  tears.  "  Pray.  Madam." 
said  Strickland,  "  what  means  this  t  he  is  not  dead  ' 
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H^  any  accident  befallen  him  t"  "  Ah !  me,  Sir,  be 
is  pressed,  and  safe  aboard  the  frigate."  "  Is  that  all, 
Uadam  '.  I'll  find  means,  doa't  doubt,  to  clear  him  :— 
this  is  slraoge !  most  strange ! !  Be  pressed  !  it  al- 
inoat  jaakes  me  laugh  ;  he  looks  like  anything  but  a 
tailor."  "  'Tis  true,"  sobbed  the  widow, "  too  true,  for 
all  tbat ;  we  had  a  quarrel  when  he  first  came  down, 
about  a  letter  he  sent  me.  I  ordered  bim  to  quit  the 
house,  but  little  thought  he  would  so  soon  obey  me : — 
miel  man!  aud  now  he's  in  distress — he  knows  I  have 
the  ujill — the  power,  too,  to  help  him  ;  as  far  as  cask 
will  go,  might,  maj  be,  get  him  off;  and  yet  he  never 
sends.  Oh  !  Sir,  whea  we  frail  women  set  our  mind 
upon  a  man,  and  be  once  knows  it,  bow  are  we  neg- 
lected, forsaken,  and  despised."  "  I'll  go  aboard," 
said  Strickland,  "  and" — Here  they  were  interrupted 
by  a  rough  voice  at  the  door,  bawling,  "  Arrah,  Mis- 
tress !  Mistress,  I  say,  is  not  one  Captain  Strickland, 
a  jontleman  every  inch  of  bim,  in  your  house  1 — I'm 
after  wanting  to  spake  to  him."  "  Tis  me  be  wants," 
said  our  hero  ;  "  pray  show  him  in."  "  And— what ! 
indeed,  must  we  leave  talking  about  poor  Mr.  Philpot, 
ajxi  planning  bow  to  get  him  off,  to  attend  to  this 
Bogtrotter  ?''  By  this  time  Barney  hearing  the  Cap- 
tain's voice,  had  reached  the  parlour  door.  "  Bog- 
trotter,  indeed  !  and  was  it  bogtrotter  you  said  ? 
and  was  it  my  own  swate  self  you  meant,  Mussha? 
and  if  ye  did,  yese  much  mistaken — no  more  of  a  bog- 
trotter  than  your  ladyship,  at  all  at  all."  "  Peace ! 
Mr.  O'SuIlivan,"  said  Strickland,  "peace!  and  you, 
Mrs.  Brown,  leave  us  together,  for  a  moment." 

The  widow  stifHy  curtsied,  scornfully  muttering  as 

she  strutted  out,   "Irish  warmentl   swarming  over 
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here  in  shoals  t"  **  Well,  your  Honour,  I  found  oat 
all,  who  but  /?"  "Found  out  what?  did  you  see 
her?"  ''By  my  sowl  I  did?"  "Who?  the  lady! 
how  many  o(  them?"  "Faith,  then,  I  saw  but  one, 
and  that  was  the  sarvant,  a  stout  strapping  hussey, 
that  put  me  in  mind,  your  Honour,  of  Mrs.  O'Sul" — 
"Pshaw!"  exclaimed  Strickland,  "what  said  she?*' 
"  Belike  your  Honour  doesn't  care  much  about  Mrs* 
O'Sullivan,  but,  by  the  powers,  I  do  /"  "  Be  brief, 
Barney,  I  say!  what  said  the  maid?*'  "  What  said 
she.  Sir!  faith  and  troth,  what  should  she  say,  but  the 
truth?  the  naked  truth?  She  said  the  ladies  were 
gone  over  to  Point  Leavy,  and  would'nt  be  after 
coming  back  at^  all  till  past  tay-time."  "  You  are 
sure,  Barney,  she  said  ladies?''  *'  Faith!  and  I  am, 
Sir!  and  thinks  I  to  myself,  Mr.  Barney,  you  know 
his  Honour  is  a  divil  for  the  ladies;  perhaps  he'd  like 
to  know,  sure,  how  many  there  is  of  'em  ;  so  says  I 
tapping  th^  swate  cratur  under  the  chin,  '  By  my  sowl 
youVe  handsome!  how  many  ladies,  sure,  are  gone 
over  to  Point  Leavy,  girl?  and  are  they  all  as  illegant 
as  your  swate  self?'  *  There  be  but  two.  Sir,'  said  she, 
'  my  mistress  and  an  English  lady,  who  has  been  here 
most  a  fortnight.' "  "Enough!  enough!  Mr.  Sullivan 
(I  have  forgotten  the  O),  you  have  performed  your 
errand  to  a  marvel ;  here  is  a  crown  to  drink  my 
health;  at  a  distance  watch  well  that  door,  and  the 
instant  you  see  the  ladies  come,  fly  to  Mr.  Clark's 
(you  have  the  address)  and  let  me  know — stick 
closely  to  your  post ;  mind  I  shall  come  occasiooally 
to  see  whether  you  are  watching."  "  Faith !  and 
your  Honour  may  spare  yourself  that  trouble;  FU 
watch  till  midnight,  and  all  ni^ht  afterwards !"     "T!s 
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well  \  farewell.  Mrs.  Browa !  trust  me  to  obtain 
Peter's  freedom — there  is,  there  must  be,  aoroe  mis- 
take !"  The  widow  followed  him  to  the  door,  curtsey- 
ing bef  most  grateful  acknowledgements.  On  reach- 
ing his  lodgings,  Charlotte  had  goue  out ;  but  on  the 
table  lay  a  little  packet,  directed  '  Capt.  Strickland.' 
My  mind's  a  chaos,'  a  compound  of  hopes  and  fears, 
thought  he,  I'll  sit  down  and  read. 


CHAPTER  XXIII. 

Adieu  !  adieu  ihy  sliores,  O  Canada  ! 

To  Albioti'i  coast  I  slrape  my  willing  course. 

Continuatiojt  of  the  eabin-boif's  narrative. 

About  ten  in  the  morning,  the  Captain  came  on 
Imard,  repaired  his  disordered  dress,  and  ordered  me 
to  aee  the  boat  cleaned  out  by  two  o'clock,  to  spread 
(be  ensign  in  the  stern-sbeets,  and  to  put  on  board  her 
9  cold  turkey,  with  ham,  bread,  wine,  groceries,  &c. 
together  with  a  tea-kettle,  and  tinder-box,  intimating 
(as  he  gtept  onshore)  his  intention,  with  a  small  patty, 
to  take  an  excursion  up  the  river.  To  the  stock  above 
mentioned  I  added,  without  orders,  a  piece  of  cold 
roast  beef,  and  some  biscuits  for  the  men,  well  know- 
ing that  while  the  pleasure  of  the  trip  would  accrue 
to  the  company,  the  boat's  crew  must  encounter  the 
toil.  I  feel  a  great  wish  to  accompany,  or  rather 
attend  the  party  (I  hope  I  make  my  meaning  under- 
stood), but  did  not  dare  to  hint  my  desires.  At  halt- 
past  two  my  master  made  his  appearance, 
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soul,  and  who  might  have  been  left  behiad  here  with 
the  christian  satisfaction  of  seeing  his  enemies  sail 
safe  away  with  a  fair  wind !  or  was  it '.  do,  no,  it 
cannot  be  that.  Perhaps  some  of  Jacob's  family 
might  have  migrated  to  this  place  f  atid  if  so,  quite  as 
likely  some  of  Levi's  sons,  who  thus  named  it  in 
honour  of  their  father.  I  take  it  that  it  could  not  have 
been  so  called  before  the  flood.  Dear  reader,  I  am 
sorry,  trail/  sorry  to  leave  you,  and  myself  too,  in  the 
dark,  on  this  important  point — important  it  truly 
must  be,  for  I  recollect  poring  for  an  hour  over' 
fifteen  pages  of  jaw-breaking  words,  printed  in  a 
book  now  in  the  possession  of  Mr.  Clark,  for  the 
purpose  of  proving  that — that,  let  me  see  what  t  it  has 
just  slipped  my  memory:  I  shall  endeavour  to  get 
another  peep  ;  but  this  I  know,  that  it  was  of  much 
less  importaDce.  than  whether  the  Jews  or  Christians 
so  named  this  point— Point  Levi,  I  mean ;  but  friends, 
I'll  leave  ye  to  clear  up  the  point  yourselves,  and  now 
proceed  to  relate  what  happened  when  we  landed 
here,  which  will,  perhaps,  be  more  to  the  point  than 
anything  I  have  lately  said  ;  and  as  I  spent  but  little 
time  in  bringing  you  to  the  Point,  perhaps  I  may  be 
excused  for  having  detained  you  there  so  long. 

Here  we  met  with  nothing  extraordinary,  unless  a 
small  party  of  Indians  may  be  considered  so,  we 
therefore  took  advantage  of  a  flood  tide,  embarked, 
and  again  landed  about  three  miles  further  up  the 
river.  While  the  party  were  strolling  through  the 
woods,  with  their  fowling  pieces  eagerly  cocked,  in 
search  of  game,  the  men  and  I  were  employed 
[eaking  down  branches  of  trees,  and  soon  succeeded 
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in  making'  a  blazing  fire.  Though  the  weather  was 
tolerably  hot,  we  were  compelled  to  do  so,  not  only 
ir  the  purpose  of  boiling  the  kettle,  but  with  a  view 
I  keep  the  musquitoea  at  a  respectful  distance ;  as 
:be  woods,  to  the  cost  of  much  precious  blood,  we 
found  to  be  intolerably  infested  with  them.  Impu- 
dent vermin  '■  to  suck  a  man's  blood,  and  look  in  his 
face !  What  a  happiness  it  is  that  we  never  serve  one 
another  so?  By  the  time  the  party  returned  the 
cloth  was  spread  upon  the  grass,  and  every  thing  laid 
out  in  apple-pie  order.  They  were  about  to  he 
seated,  and  gormandizing  become  the  order  of  the 
day,  when  "Boy"  suddenly  discovering  that  he  had 
as  good  an  appetite  as  the  bipeds,  and,  perhaps, 
anxious  to  prove  his  abilities  in  the  way  of  picking 
up  ifame,  bolted  with  the  turkey.  Recollect,  reader, 
that  there  is  a  material  difference  between  bohing 
a  thing,  and  bolting  with  a  thing.  Now  it  would 
have  been  almost  as  easy  for  Jonah  to  have  swallowed 
a  whale,  as  for  Boy  to  bolt  a  turkey.  Boy  there- 
fore wisely  bolted,  or  ran  away  with  the  turkey, 
in  search,  no  doubt,  of  a  convenient  and  private 
situation,  where  he  might  comfortably  bolt  it  by 
piecemeal.  (If  bolting  a  thing  by  piecemeal  is  a  bull, 
pray  excuse  it.)  But  enough  of  the  quadruped,  let 
us  return  to  the  bipeds.  Consternation  was  instantly 
depicted  in  the  countenances  of  the  whole  company. 
Immediate  pursuit  ensued ;  the  fowl  was  recovered, 
but  alas,  the  day  \  in  so  lacerated  a  state,  that  "  one 
and  all "  (as  the  Cornish  say)  swore  they  could  not 
touch  it.  I  could  perceive,  from  the  malignant  scowl 
on  Captain  E.'s  brow,  that  he  blamed  me  for  the  loss. 
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More  fool  he  •'  I  had  done  my  duty  by  placing  tte 
turkey  before  them  ;  it  was  iheir  business,  I  should 
thick,  to  see  that  it  was  not  suatched  away. 

When  I  perceived  that  hearty  appetites  began  to 
reconcile  them  to  the  thoughts  of  attacking  the  man- 
gled turkey,  I  produced  the  cold  roast  beef,  which, 
like  a  magic  talisman,  instuatly  lit  up  their  faces  with 
smiles,  and  restored  tranquillity  and  good  humour. 
The  dons  and  their  ladyships,  of  course,  first  gratified 
their  natural  cravings,  and  then  condescendingly 
withdrew  to  some  distance,  while  I  and  the  men  sat 
down  to  eat  up  the  fragments ;  after  which,  as  none 
of  the  party  had  had  any  luck  in  picking  up  game 
but  Boy,  and  his  prize,  poor  dog !  was  snatched  from 
kim  in  the  moment  of  enjoyment,  two  of  the  men  were 
ordered  into  the  boat  to  bring  her  down  along  shore, 
while  the  rest  of  the  party  proceeded  on  foot  towards 
the  Point.  But,  unfortunately,  there  was  nought  to 
be  picked  up  on  the  way,  the  birds,  from  more  than 
aatural  instinct,  knowing  with  what  famous  shots  they 
had  to  deal,  wisely  studied  their  own  safety  by  keeping 
aloof.  On  the  high  land  at  Point  Levi,  I  made  a  fire, 
aiid  put  on  the  kettle ;  while  the  company  and  the 
boat's  crew  sauntered  into  the  woods.  Being  left  by 
myself,  T  took  out  a  pencil  and  paper,  and  noted  down 
most  of  the  preceding  remarks,  as  well  as  endeavoured 
to  draw  out  a  view  of  Quebec.  My  performance  is  a 
complete  failure;  I  find  I  want  a  few  more  lessons 
from  Dennis.  I  was  just  pocketing  my  writing 
materials,  when  two  Indians  advanced  to  within  a  few 
paces  of  where  I  sat,  and  stood  for  a  moment  regard- 
ing me.  If  I  had  not  seen  Indians  before,  I  should 
have  been  greatly  alarmed,  they  put  me  so  much  in 
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mkid  of  the  gypsies  I  saw  iti  my  dream.  Of  gifpsU$ 
I  hflve  always  been  taagkt  to  have  a  drddd,  as  I  iras 
stolen  away  from  home  when  quite  an  infant,  and— 

♦  ["  Gracious  heaven!*'  exclaimed  Strickland, 
dropping  the  manuscript,  and  falling  back  into  his 
chair,  "  What  do  I  read?— Can  it  be?— Oh!  no,  it 
caunot ;  and  yet  the  circumstances  seem  to  agree  so 
well  with  what  happened  to  my  own  dear  boy  !  But 
let  me  proceed ;  perhaps  what  follows  may  throw 
some  light  upon  this  mysterious  subject/'  He  hastily 
resumed  the  paper.] 

Of  gypsies  I  have  always  been  taught  to  have  a 
dread,  as  I  was  stolen  away  from  home  when  quite 
an  infant,  and  not  rescued  from  their  hands  till  near 
three  years  of  age.  My  mother  never  thought  she 
c6Uld  enoagh  impress  upon  my  mind  the  necessity  of 
avoiding  them ;  but  as  it  was  I  felt  a  sort  of  instinc- 
tive dread  ;  nor  did  my  fears  immediately  subside. 

I**  This  then  is  all  the  boy  seems  to  say  concerning 
the  gypsies;  a  transient  beam  of  hope  darted  into 
my  mind  that  this  poor  wanderer,  this  little  cabin- 
boy,  might  have  been  my  own  poor  kidnapped  child. 
But  does  he  not  speak  of  his  mother? — ^Who  else 
could  have  been  his  mother  but  Mrs.  Williams  ?  She, 
who  throughout  the  piece  has  done  so  well  a  mother^s 
duty  by  him.  He  cannot  be  miiie — the  child  of  my 
erring  Mary!— Oh,  that  he  was!  With  what  activity 
would  I  search  the  world  around  until  I  found  him ! 
But  why  do  I  sigh  1 — am  I  any  worse  than  before  I 
read  the  boy's  narrative?  No,  surely  not ;  then  let  me 
proceed — let  me  see,  where  did  I  leave  off?"] 

*  Those  portions  which  are  circumflexed,  contain  the  Captain  9 
observations  on  the  boy^s  narrative. 
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Nor  did  my  fears  immediately  subside.  They  slowly 
adTanced,  discoarsbg  with  eadi  other  in  their  own 
language,  which  seems  to  be  spoken  in  an  effeminate, 
singing,  nnder-tone.  They  were  a  tall  man  and  a 
yoath  of  about  foarteen.  The  man  was  nearly  naked, 
haring  nothing  on  but  a  very  small  apron,  whether  of 
fig-leaves  or  not  I  could  not  at  first  say,  as  I  felt  too 
mnch  abashed  to  examine  its  texture  too  closely ;  yet 
cariosity  prompting  me  to  take  another  peep,  I  dis- 
covered that  it  was  about  a  foot  long,  and  nearly  the 
same  width,  and  made  of  deer  or  other  skin ;  the 
hairy  side  outward,  ornamented  with  beads,  and  the 
feathers  of  birds,  and  tied  behind  with  a  leathern 
string.  Knowing'  that  it  would  be  a  charity  to  give 
them  something  to  drink,  especially  as  our  noble 
commanders  were  already  unable  to  distinguish  a 
crow  from  a  goose,  (I  wish  them  good  luck  at  their 
shooting),  I  asked  them  in  English  to  take  a  glass 
of  wine ;  this  they  cheerfully  accepted ;  thanking  me 
in  French,  (their  knowledge  of  English  proving  to 
be  extremely  superficial).  Then  I  found  my  little 
stock  of  French  of  great  use  to  me.  The  youth  I 
discovered  had  recently  lost  his  uncle,  who  was  drown- 
ed in  a  storm,  with  another  man  and  woman,  in  at** 
tempting  to  cross  Lake  St.  Peter's,  a  place  somewhat 
higher  up  the  river.  He  told  me  it  was  twenty  or 
thirty  miles  long,  and  ten  or  fifteen  wide,  and  agreea- 
bly interspersed  with  several  small  islands,  where  wild 
fowl  is  very  plentiful.  They  expressed  their  happi- 
ness on  finding  me  a  native  of  England,  declaring 
their  unqualified  dislike  to  the  Americans;  whether 
this  feeling  is  general  among  them  or  not,  I  leave  for 
older  heads  to  determine.     Observing  that  they  cast 
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their  longing  eyes  towards  the  remains  of  the  often- 
mentioned  turltey,  I  made  them  a  present  of  it;  being, 
at  the  same  time  much  too  good  a  judge  to  relate  Boy's 
prowess  in  the  aifair.  To  the  youth  I  presented  a 
pocket-knife,  in  return  for  a  warm  pair  of  mittens  he 
gave  me.  They  then  withdrew,  all  equally  satisfied 
with  each  other.  I  could  not  but  remark  that  man  is 
man  under  every  shade  of  colour — under  every  zone. 
What  hut  gratitude  and  love  could  have  induced  the 
poor,  though  sprightly  little  Indian  to  give  his  mil- 
tens  to  an  entire  stranger '.  Perhaps  they  had  been 
but  just  made,  and  were  on  the  road  to  a  place  of 
safety,  wherein  to  be  deposited  against  the  certain  in- 
tense cold  of  a  Canadian  winter ;  a  winter  whose  chil- 
ling breath,  I'm  told,  turns  all  to  ice.  But  the  grace 
with  which  he  handed  them  to  me,  enhanced  the 
value  of  the  gift.  "  I  g'ive  them,"  said  he,  "  not  be- 
cause I  think  you  are  unprovided  with  such  things; 
hut  the  '  Red  Englishman,'  in  your  country,  over 
the  great  Lake,  do  not  make  such."  The  delicacy  of 
the  sentiment,  and  Gneness  of  the  feeling,  were  such  as 
might  raise  a  blush  on  the  front  of  many  of  the  educated 
natives  of  the  more  civilized  and  highly  favoured 
nations  of  Europe.  I  was  now  again  left  to  myself, 
and  night,  with  her  sable  mantle,  silently  and  almost 
imperceptibly  began  to  obscure  the  lofty  citadel  of 
Quebec,  and  cast  a  cloak  of  grey  over  the  proud  pro- 
montory of  Cape  Diamond.  Some  sensations  of  ter- 
ror induced  me  to  regret  the  early  departure  of  my 
friendly  Indians.  As  I  had  been  told  that  bears  were 
not  uncommon,  and  snakes  very  numerous  in  (he 
woods,  I  with  my  cap  fanned  the  fire  into  a  cheerful 
blaze,  (by  the  way  I  discovered  it  wanted  a  bit  of  new 
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blue  ribbon  :  '  True  blue  for  ever !')  and  laid  on  a 
fresh  supply  of  branches  to  serve  the  double  purpose 
of  repelling  such  noxious  intruders,  and  pointing  out 
the  spot  to  the  party,  lest  they  should  miss  it  in  their 
return.  Though  highly  fond  of  the  romantic  and  pic- 
turesque, and  the  scene  before  me  novel  and  majesti- 
cally grand ,-^as  behind,  and  over  my  head  waved  the 
lofty  branches  of  the  fir,  the  larch,  and  maple  ;  before 
me,  in  the  dim  twilight,  towered  the  capital  of  British 
America ;  and  beneath  my  feet  rolled  the  vast  waters 
of  the  St.  Lawrence;  I  could  not  but  heave  a  sigh 
when  I  thought  of  dear,  dear  England !  the  land  of 
my  birth — the  dwelling-place  of  my  friends  ! 

['*  Boy!"  exclaimed  Strickland  to  himself,  as  he 
paused ;  **  how  astonishingly  does  thy  heart  beat  in 
unison  with  mine! — Thy  artless  expressions  of  love 
for  '  dear,  dear  England,'  as  thou  callest  it,  awakens 
the  same  sentiments  in  my  happy  bosom,  now  that 
I  have  found  my  long-lost  Mary ;  and  found  her,  all 
I  hoped  (for  so  I  think  I  may  safely  say):  to  England, 
to  England  let  me  hie.     But  let  me  finish."] 

It  required  but  a  little  stretch  of  the  imagination, 
as  Quebec  became  more  and  more  veiled  in  darkness, 
to  fancy  myself  left  in  a  desolate  island,  and  the  St. 
Lawrence  the  mighty  ocean  surrounding  my  isolated 
habitation.  I  was  then  transported  by  the  same  wild, 
warm,  luxuriant  fancy  to  the  banks  of  Lake  St.  Pe- 
ter; and  conjured  up  to  my  mind  the  awful  storm, 
whose  dire  effects  the  little  Indian  felt  so  much.  Under 
the  influence  of  this  fancy,  T  sketched  out  the  follow- 
ing lines  by  fire-light.  Be  not  severe,  reader,  whoever 
thou  art,  they  are  but  the  production  of  a  child;  and 
if  I  have  copied  from  Cowper's  sweet  verses,  (supposed 
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to  have  been  written  by  Selkirk),  blame  me  not;  'tw 
impossible,  in  my  then  state  of  mind,  to  avoid  doing : 

The  sun  veils  his  foce  in  the  deep, 
The  mountains  are  gilded  with  lights 

All  nature  repairs  to  sweet  sleep, 
The  moon  on  the  water  shines  bright. 

How  sweet  is  the  prospect  I  see, 

Of  yon  beautiful  bubbling  lake. 
Enriched  with  mountain  and  tree, 

And  many  a  woodland  and  brake. 

While  islands  of  beautiful  green, 

On  its  wide  wat'ry  bosom  I  spy, 
Oh !  England,  I  think  of  thy  scenes, 

And  stiU  while  I  think,  heave  a  sigh. 

By  fancy  convey'd  o*er  the  main, 

I  revbit  my  own  natire  shore ; 
But,  alas !  I  may  ne*er  see  again 

That  land,  and  those  friends  I  adore. 

Kind  Heaven !  look  down  on  their  state, 

Preserve  them  from  evil  alarms. 
And  grant  that  it  may  be  my  fate 

Once  more  to  be  pressed  in  their  arms. 

But  the  moon*s  overspread  with  a  cloud, 
The  scud  flieth  swift  o'er  the  sky. 

The  wind  'gins  to  whistle  aloud, 
And  birds  to  their  covert  do  fly. 

Far  over  the  treacherous  wave 

Poor  Indians  impel  their  canoe ; 
I  fear  that  a  dread  wat'iy  grave 

Will  (in  spite  of  all  efforts)  ensue. 

Now  mounting  aloft  on  the  surge. 
Conspicuous  they  stand  to  my  sight ; 
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Still  onward  their  frail  bark  they  uige. 
And  with  billows  they  manfrilly  fi^iht 

Bleak  lashes  the  storm  on  the  flood  1 
Again  they  mount  ap  to  the  skies ! 

The  Sunder  roan  roig^  and  load ; 
Dread  HeaTen  its  pity  denies. 

Chill  torrents  of  rain  drench  their  head ; 

The  lightning  strikes  dread  to  their  socd ; 
Ah!  they  sink  to  the  realms  of  the  dead. 

And  o'er  them  the  fierce  billows  roll. 

My  soul  turns  aghast  from  the  sight ; 

I  fiiin  would  have  given  relief. 
1*11  fly  from  this  pitiless  night. 

And  speed  to  my  home,  lost  in  grief. 

Great  Father  of  spirits !  they're  thine ; 

The  beings  thy  power  did  create ; 
Oh !  grant  them  thy  blessings  divine : 

Thou  canst  not  regard  them  with  hate. 

Had  they  liv'd  in  a  for  fevour'd  land, 

Where  the  light  of  thy  Gospel  is  known, 
'Mongst  Christians  they'd  taken  the^  stand, 
And  like  stars  in  the  firmament  shone. 


But  no  more,  my  wayward  fancy.  Shall  /,  a  frail 
rm,  dare  to  pry  into  the  counsels  of  the  Almighty  ? 
e  immeasurable  distance  betwixt  man  and  man's 
sator  is  such  as  strikes  presumption  dumb.  But 
disturbed. 

Aboard.)  Once  more  I  resume  my  favourite  oc' 
>ation.  Night  had  so  completely  set  in  ere  the 
ty  returned,  that  even  the  not  distant  river  va- 
hed  from  my  inquisitive  gaze,  and  as  the  wind 
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b^an  to  fan  the  blaze  with  more  tbaa  common  vio- 
lence, we  {mind  that .')  hastily  partook  of  some  bol 
gro^,  as  a  substitute  for  lea,  and  regained  the  boat. 
A  spanking  breeze,  and  our  famous  shoulder  of  mut- 
ton sail,  spun  us  over  to  Quebec  at  a  brisk  rate.  We 
landed  the  party  (rather  mellow)  at  the  CuUde-sac, 
and  returned  with  the  boat  to  the  Goddess  ;  when, 
after  discharging  our  unconsnmed  stores,  as  I  knew 
the  ship  would  be  soon  ready  to  sail,  I  thought  this  as 
favourable  an  opportunity  as  any  to  visit  Mr.  Clark. 
Obtaining  the  mate's  leave,  I  sallied  ashore  for  that 
purpose.  As  it  wa.s  already  growing  late,  you  may 
be  sure  1  "tripped  it  lightly"  all  the  way  to  his 
friendly  door.  Mr,  C.  and  his  wife  received  me  af- 
fectionately ;  James  was  gone  to  spend  a  few  days 
with  his  friends.  After  an  excellent  supper,  (I  am 
iifraid  Captain  English  has  initiated  me  ioCo  the  mas- 
teries of  belly  worship,)  I  briefly  related  to  him  all 
that  befel  my  family,  since  he  quitted  my  father  at 
Fowey.  He  heard  me  with  much  interest ;  and  hav- 
ing acquainted  him  that  you  (you  coaxing  rogue, 
you  !•)  were  in  possession  of  all  the  particulars  of  iny 
life,  op  to  within  a  few  days,  he  prevailed  on  rae  lo 
forward  lo  you,  by  the  Pilot,  a  copy  of  the  remainder, 
up  to  the  lime  he  quitled  the  ship.  (This,  jou  sec,  I 
have  performed.  How  d'ye  like  it '.  I  think  I  hear 
you  say,  "But  so-so."  Nevermind,  Jemmy;  1  know 
you  love  me,  and  yet  melhinks  you  must  lore  mv 
learned  production  too.  "  Love  me,  love  my  dog, 
you  know.  But  I  must  hasten;  we  are  near  Bit. 
and  the  pilot  will  quij  the  ship  ere  I  have  finished  ilif 

''  AJiuiiiiig  lo  James  Claik, 
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copy,  and  also  disappoint  me  in  sending  a  letter  I 
have  made  up  my  mind  to  oblige  you  with.  Mind 
that  Jemmy:  oblige  you.) 

Mr.  C.  favoured  me  with  an  elaborate  description 
of  the  animal  productions  of  Canada,  Si-c;  but  amidst 
the  necessary  bustle  attending  a  preparation  for  sea, 
I  had  noL  an  immediate  opportunity  to  commit  his 
observations  to  paper;  but,  as  it  may  be  recollected 
I  started  with  an  intention  rather  to  relate  my  own 
history  than  that  of  Caaada,  (to  do  which  is  highly 
above  mj  feeble  powers,)  I  shall  therefore  be  the 
more  easily  excused  for  confining  myself  chiefly  to 
njy  own  important  narrative.  We  had  by  this  time 
so  far  encroached  upon  the  hours  of  rest,  that  Mr.  C, 
proffered  to  accompany  me  to  the  ship,  not  only  with 
a  view  to  protect  me  from  the  dangers  I  might  meet 
with  in  the  way.  but  to  apologize  for  my  late  return, 
should  the  Captain  happen  to  be  on  board.  Feeling, 
as  I  did,  almost  assured  that  this  was  likely  to  be  a 
parting  visit,  I  could  not  quit  them  without  a  strong 
feeling  of  regret.  Their  kind  society,  and  cheerful 
entertainments  bad  beguiled  and  made  happy  many 
un  hour  during  my  stay  here,  which  would  otherwise 
(perhaps)  have  been  iusupportably  tedious.  Our  part- 
tog  would  have  been  much  less  disagreeable,  had  not 
my  acquaintance,  James  been  absent.  His  sister, 
Charlotte,  kindly  favoured  me  with  a  parting  kiss; 
when,  she,  nothing  lothe,  accepted  one  for  herself,  or 
rather,  took  it  back  again,  (I  don't  know,  Jemmy, 
that  I  ought  to  tell  you  this ;  but  I  promised  to  copy 
all.  I  meant  no  harm ;  and  I  have  too  good  an  opi- 
nion of  your  pretty  sister,  for  a  moment  to  think  she 
did.     I  wonder  what  the  devil,  at  my  age,  makes  me 
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SO  fond  of  kissing !  Perhaps  it  is  the  devil.  My  in- 
offensive  little  shipmate,  Scotch  Jemmj,  (as  we  c^ 
him,)  tells  me — aias !  poor  boy — that  the  devil  is  the 
"  father  of  lits;'  so  tells  me  my  Bible;  but  I  ne^er 
yet  heard  that  he  was  the  father  of  kissing.  Never 
mind  my  boy.  our  daddiei:  did  so  before  us.) 

Mr.  C,  kindly  presented  me  with  a  jar  of  preserved 
pumpkins  for  my  mother,  some  handsome  fur  glovw 
for  my  sisters,  and  a  new  hat  for  myself — poor  grand- 
mother was  forgotten;  but  J,  /  will  buy  something; 
for  thee  who  endured  so  much  to  take  a  sad  farewell 
of  me.  On  our  way  to  the  ship,  my  feelings  were  much 
embittered  by  the  thoughts  of  having  nothing  to 
return  for  all  their  kindnesses.  "Oh!"  thought  I, 
"  why  do  not  poverty  and  hard  hearts  always  march 
together  hand  in  hand  i  how  inconceivable,  to  the 
selfish,  is  the  pain  arising  from  a  desire  to  give  witboul 
the  ability  ?"  I  had  but  four  shillings;  they  were  con- 
secrated to  my  grandmother,  dear  old  soul!  can  I 
break  the  solemn  purpose'  my  heart  says  "no!"  At 
three  in  the  morning  (the  Captain  not  being  on  board) 
Mr.  Clark  parted  from  me  on  the  quarter-deck  of  (he 
Goddess,  and  I  retired,  or  in  regular  sea  phrase, 
"  turned  in,"  not  to  rest,  but  to  reflect.  At  first  my 
thoughts  were  lively,  cheering,  and  delightsome, — 
Soon,  soon,  said  T,  shall  I  reach  my  native  country; 
soon  shall  I  behold  my  dear  friends  ;  lam  transported, 
by  imagination,  to  the  well-known  door,  and  feel  the 
tear,  a  tearof  joy,  distilled, — a  precious  drop  descend- 
ing from  a  mother's  eye  upon  my  sun-burnt  neck. 
But  such,  alas  !  is  my  follv — why  should  I  spend  on* 
half  of  my  life  in  miserably  anticipating  the  atflictioni 
1  may  meet  with  in  the  other? — these  dreams  of 
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lM>pe  and  joy  were  fleeting,  transient,   evanescent; 
something  unkindly  wliispered,  "  French  and  Ameri- 
can privateers  are  oat!" — **  Storms  are  prevalent  on 
the  Atlantic!"    My  own  judgment  tells  me,  that  the 
Goddess,  so  far  from  being  immortal,  waxes  old  and 
crazy,  and  is  not  well  ballasted.     The  rats,  which 
w^ere  before  most  numerous,  have  forsaken  her,  and 
this,  old  seamen  say,  is  a  sign  she's  past  sea  service. 
I  was  weak  enough  to  give  in  to  the  same  superstition, 
Old  falling  asleep  in  a  state  of  mind  by  no  means 
CBviable,  I  awoke  an  hour  later  than  my  usual  time, 
anrefreshed  in   body,  much   distressed   in  mind.     I 
kave  had  many,  many  painful  dreams,  one  I  cannot 
forget, — I  dreamt  that  I  was  surrounded  by  a  body 
4lf  strong  armed  men,  that  they  were  forcing  on  me  a 
^air  of  handcuffs,  that  my  poor  mother  was  frantickiy 
«7nig,  "  Hurt  not  his  little  wrists !"    ''  Where  am  I, 
-^toar  mother?"  said   I,  ''Hush!"   she  replied,  in  a 
lieart-rending  solemn  tone,   "you  are" — ''Where? 
^Wkat?"  I  exclaimed.    "A  French  prisoner  !''  was  the 
toply;    this  is  all  I  can  recollect  distinctly  of  this 
Miinous  dream,  and  yet  methinks  I  saw  a  stranger : 
''twas  not  my  father ;  and  as  the  dream  closed,  me- 
bought  I  heard  him  whisper,  '^  Fear  not !  I  seek  thee 
iNit  to  save, — poor  kidnapped,  wandering  boy ! " 

[*•  My  blood  curdles!"  exclaimed  Strickland. 
•^What?  Oh!  what,  great  Heaven,  can  all  this 
Mman  ?  but  a  few  minutes  ago  I  spoke,  I  thought  of 
m^  poor  kidnapped  child.  This  boy  in  a  dream,  a 
trillion  of  the  night,  has  been,  by  Providence,  informed 
it  he's  a  kidnapped  child.  My  hopes  revive ;  if 
is  not  my  child,  I  strangely  err;  else  why,  O 
^Ml!  should  this  mysterious  tale,  I  know  not  how. 
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have  met  my  eye  !  can  it  be,  that  iB  wandering  to 
seek,  one  lost  sheej),  I've  gained  a  clue  to  find  the 
other?  Oil!  Heavtjn  send  it  may  be  sol  I'll  talk 
again  with  Clark,  perhaps  I  yet  may  get  some  further 
information.  Let  me  read  on — read  on,  happy  Strick- 
land, my  heart  dances  with  hope  and  joy  ;  I'm  almost 
sure  'tis  he;  oh!  that  I  could  strike  that  almost, 
cruel  almost,  from  the  sentence  ! "] 

At  ten  (the  same  morning,  August  5th,)  the  Captain 
came  on  board,  and  having  completed  our  cargo,  yte 
cast  off  from  the  wharf,  and  anchored  out  in  the  river, 
several  ships  at  the  same  time  arrived  from  Montreal 
to  join  convoy.  This  afternoon  I  went  ashore  with 
the  Captain,  who  pnrchased  a  large  stock  of  poultry, 
wine,  liquors,  &c.,  in  short,  every  thing  necessary,  as 
far  as  eating  and  drinking  will  go,  to  make  himself 
(and,  as  a  matter  of  course,  your  humble  servant) 
comfortable  on  our  passage.  I  also  took  this  oppor- 
tunity to  buy  a  silk  handkerchief  for  poor  grandmother, 
would  that  it  had  been  a  shawl,  a  gown,  or  anything 
more  valuable.  Master  is  gone  to  bed;  *(  lies  before 
me;  could  true  affection  transform  the  little  present  to 
anything  more  valuable,  in  proportion  to  that  affection, 
how  great,  indeed,  might  this  small  gift  become  '. 

August  6th.  My  mind  is  very  uneasy.  I  feel  an 
unaccountable  impulse  to  run  away.  I  am  sure  to 
procure  a  passage  home  in  some  other  vessel ;  the 
press,  the  cruel  press  is  so  hot,  that  most  of  the  fleet 
are  ill-manned ;  bat  1  am  an  apprentice,  how  can  I '. 
'Tis  past  ten;  this  has  been,  indeed,  a  sor- 
rowful evening.  'Twas  just  dusk,  and  Captain  Eng- 
lish ashore,  when  I  was  writing  the  above, — tears  now 
wel  ray  paper;  alas!  poor,  good-natured  little  Scotch 
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—Pshaw  !  why  Scotch  ?  Poor  little  Jemmy  !  I  siid- 
detilj  heard  a  cry,  as  from  some  oue  drowning,  and  a 
strange  bustle  upon  the  quarter-deck.  I  flew  up  the 
companion  ladder;  the  men  were  jumping  into  the 
boat,  and  soon  found  that  my  fellow  apprentice,  James, 
had  fallen  overboard  in  attempting  to  ascend  one  of 
the  stern  ladders  from  the  boat.  Several  ships  lying 
near,  instantly  put  off  their  boats  to  save  him ;  thrice 
I  saw  his  tlaxen  curly  head  elevated  hig^h  above  the 
water,  screaming,  at  each  time,  in  a  more  and  more 
feeble  voice  for  help,  as  the  strong  ebb  tide  hurrie-d 
him  further  and  further  from  the  ship,  and  just  when 
a  boa^  approached  so  near  as  to  touch  him  with  an 
oar,  the  unfortunate  lad  sank — sank  to  the  bottom  ! 
perhaps  ne'er  to  rise  again  till  the  last  trumpet  blows 
a  solemn  blast,  awakes  the  dead,  and  iond  proclaims, 
"  Arise  to  judgment!" 

"  Whether  sailor  or  not,  for  a  moment  avaal ! 
Poor  Jem's  rniien  topsail  is  hid  to  the  mast ; 
He'll  never  tarn  out,  or  more  heave  the  lead ; 
He's  now  all  a-back,  nor  with  sails  shoot  a-head. 
He  ever  was  brisk,  and  though  now  gone  to  wreck, 
When  he  hears  the  laal  whistle  he'll  jump  upon  deck." 

Poor  fellow  !  poor  hoy !  I  cannot  have  done  with 
the  subject.  Though  a  native  of  Scotland,  his  mother 
resides  at  Newcastle,  a  venerable  old  woman,  he  is 
the  last  of  a  long  list  of  children.  She  had  been 
wealthy,  and  what  is  more,  respectahle;  is  she  not 
respectable  now?  Surely  yes,  'tis  virtue,  merit  only 
that  should  command  respect.  But  an  hour  ago, 
poor  boy  !  he  was  congralulating  me  on  the  pleasing 
prospect  of  soon  re-visiting  our  homes,  showing  me 
a  welt-read  bible,  and  a  born  spoon  which  his  s"  ■' 
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mother  had  given  him  with  her  maternal  blessing. 
How  foadly  did  the  dear  kd  ^lut  his  eyes  with  the 
little  baubles  be  had  gleaned  Co  preseut  to  such  a 
mother.  Oh  !  how  will  she  bear  the  dreadful  tidings? 
and  who  will  be  so  cruel  as  to  coDvey  them  ?  I  cap  no 
more — it  has  UDmanned  nie — ^let  me  have  done  with 
the  subject,  and  strive,  if  possible,  lo  forget  it  for  ever. 
He  is,  I  trust,  happier,  infinitely  happier  than  I. 

Our  Captain  has  this  day  visited  the  falls  of  Mont- 
morenci,  I  much  regretted  not  having  been  of  the 
party ;  and  though  the  time  passes  gloomily,  alas ! 
much  too  gloomily,  and  exhausted  nature  requires  re- 
pase,  I  cannot  go  lo  bed ;  the  last  screams  of  James, 
and  "you  are  a  French  prisoner,"  repeatedly  sound 
in  the  ears  of  my  disordered  imagination.  Nor, 
reader,  blame  me  too  severely  ^  after  my  rescue  from 
the  gypsies,  I  was  nursed  by  one  of  those  foolish  old 
women  who  think  it  a  part  of  their  duty  to  terrify 
children  by  representing  that  "  black  bogey"  is  ready 
to  carry  them  away  whenever  they  are  naughty ; 
egad,  if  that  were  the  case,  I  think  poor  bogey  would 
indeed  have  plenty  of  occupation;  and,  to  allow 
him  reasonable  repose,  there  would  be  wanted  al- 
most as  many  bogeys  as  there  are  children.  Until 
I  was  five  cr  six  years  old,  I  firmly  believed  that  my 
own  shadow  was  Moses,  appointed  by  heaven  to  watch 
when  I  committed  any  bad  action,  and  not  to  watch 
alone  was  he  intent,  but  when  he  faulty  found  me,  to 
inflict  a  just  and  necessary  punishment.  I  drop  this 
hint,  (boy  as  I  am,  you  know  not  what  I  may  do  when 
I  am  a  man,)  to  shew  the  absurdity  of  injecting  thi& 
and  such  like  stuff  into  the  minds  of  infants. 

Aug.  S.  This  morning  we  sailed,  under  ihe  convoy 
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of  the  Foxhound,  with  about  fifty  other  vessels,  And 
OUT  Commodore  has  made  sail  with  a  fair  wind  for 
the  Isle  of  Eic,  leaving  the  fleet  to  follow.  The  day 
is  delightful ;  we  have  just  passed  the  Isle  of  Orleans, 
and  I  observed  individuals  at  the  door  of  the  house 
where  I  have  been  so  hospitably  entertained  ;  perhaps 
little  Canadian  Marianne  stood  there,  and,  turning  to 
her  mother,  said,  "  in  some  ship  in  that  vast  fleet 
sails  tile  poor  young  Englishman,  I  hope  he  may 
reach  in  safety  his  friends  and  country."  "  Amen," 
replies  the  aged  grandfather.  But  what  folly  to 
unagine  that  their  thoughts  are  occupied  bv  me.  I 
find  1  possess  a  little  vanity,  my  reader  is  perhaps 
apt  to  think  a  great  deal.  I  cannot  help  it,  gentle 
reader;  I  am  but  young,  I'll  try  to  mend. 

9th.  La.^t  night  we  passed  the  Braudy^pots,  and 
are,  this  afternoon,  off  Green  Island.  I  have  not 
time,  I  find,  to  write  you  a  letter.  Jemmy,  heaven 
knovs  if  I  shall  find  time  to  write  any  more  at  all,  as 
Captain  English  seems  to  have  already  encountered 
an  attack  of  his  old  complaint,  tlie  fidgets. 

11th.     We  are  in  sight  of  Bic,  the  pilot  is  prepar- 
ing to  land ;  adieu !  James,  perhaps  you  may  never 
bear  again,  perhaps  you  will  scarcely  ever  think  again 
of  the  little  cabin-boy  Edward ;  but,  trust  me.  Jemmy, 
he  will  often  think  of  ikee.     A  few  days  will  see  us 
safe  launched  out  into  the  wide  ocean,  which,  may 
God  make  auspicious  to  our  wishes,  by  conveving  us 
in  sqfety  to  our  home  and  native  country,  Amen;  then 
"  Of  all  the  airs  Ihe  wind  can  blow, 
I  dearly  love  Ihe  west; 
^^^^^         For  its  sweet  gales  shall  waft  me  on 
1^^^^^^  To  those  I  love  the  best.'' 
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But  think  not,  dear  James,  while  thinking  of  them,  T 
have  already  forgotten  you ;  no,  no,  nor  ever — I  can 
no  more.     Adieu !  ad 

"This,  then,"  said  Strickland,  sighing  and  folding  up 
the  manuscript,  "is  all  we  know  of  the  little  cabin- 
boy,  perhaps  all  we  ever  shall ;  and  yet  my  mind  is 
far  from  easy,  I'll  inquire  agaia  of  Clark.',  Can  this 
be  he  or  not,  thought  Strickland,  after  a  long  pause; 
if  Dot,  what  means  the  agitation  of  my  bosom  '. — is  it 
God  himself  thus  urges  me  to  inquire  further  and  sift 
the  matter  out! — I  think  it  must  be.— That  I  will 
do  so  I'm  resolved;  I'll  again  visit  the  island,  con- 
verse with  the  cottagers  where  be  spent  so  many 
hours,  and — great  powers !  a  thought  this  instant 
strikes  my  mind,  a  new  idea  fills  my  brain ;  if  lie,  whj 
then  the  girls  could  not  but  see  the  mark,  'twas  too 
conspicuous  to  be  overlooked.  Let  me  but  settle  Ihe 
affair  in  band,  I'll  instantly  attend  to  this.  But  to 
the  street,  and  see  if  Barney's  watching,  if  not,  I' 
watch  viyself. 


CHAPTER   XXIV. 


1 


Joy  I  joy !  'tis  she,  'lis  she  herself,  my  long-losl  Mary ; 
Great  Heaven !  1  truly  ihank  ihee,  that  agaio  ahe's  mioe. 

Just  as  our  hero  reached  the  street  door,  he  was 
met  by  Mr.  Barnard  and  Robert,  returned  from 
aboard  the  Venus.  Graham  bad  not  long  gone 
ashore,  and  was  not  expected  aboard  again  till  even- 
ing.— "  And  feeling  anxious,"  said  Mr.  B.,  "  to  he*- 
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bow  your  affair  went  on,  I  returned  immediately." 
''  You're  come  in  time.  Sir,  dinner  is  just  ready,  I'm 
going  a  little  way,  and  will  be  back  by  the  time  it  is 
served  up."  "  And  then,  I  suppose,  report  progress, 
eh,  Strickland  ?"  '*  I  will.  Sir ;  but  should  I  be  de- 
tained longer  than  I  expect,  read  the  manuscrip)t 
upon  my  dressing-table,  and  tell  me  what  you  think 
of  it ;  you'll  there  find  that  a  gleam  of  fresh  light,  of 
firesh  hope  beams  upon  me."  *'  Say  you  so,  Strick- 
land ;  I'll  read  it  ere  I  dine,  till  then  farewell.  Come, 
Robert,  my  boy,  come  in,  we'll  read  together.  I  know 
your  little  heart  will  rejoice  to  hear  of  any  thing  that 
tends  to  the  happiness  of  your  deliverer;  he  seeks  .a 
son,  as  /  did,  and  now  hopes  soon  to  find  him.  See 
with  what  hasty  steps  our  friend  hies  up  the  street, 
success  and  happiness  attend  him,  we  owe  him  every 
tUng." 

"  Still  at  your  post,  Barney,"  said  Strickland. 
"  Faith  and  I  am,  sure  your  Honour  never  knew  of 
an  Irishman's  breaking  his  word :  by  my  sowl  if  you 
did  he's  no  countryman  of  mine."  "  Tis  well ;  have 
you  seen  no  one  pass  in  or  out  ?"  ''  Is  it  pass  in  or  out 
your  honour  manes?  then,  by  the  powers,  I  have  not." 
"  Tis  time  you  took  refreshment,  I  believe — 'tis 
past  your  dinner  hour — step  in  to  Mrs.  Brown's." 
*'  Is  it  into  that  fat  woman's,  that  was  so  howdacious 
as  to  call  meself,  Mr.  Barney  O'Sullivan,  a  bog- 
trotter,  that  your  honour  manes? — Faith  then  I  had 
rather  run  a  mile  first.  Almost  forenent  the  market- 
place sure,  there  lives  a  snug  little  countrywoman  of 
OUT  own,  your  honour :  I'll  be  there  and  back  again 
in  twenty  minutes.  /  am  the  boy  for  a  clane  pair  of 
heels."     "Run  then,  Barney."     "  Faith  and  your 
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honour  may  faucy  me  lialf  there  already.  I'll  be  round 
the  corner  before  your  honour  can  say,  '  Long  life  to 
St.  Patrick  !^ — ^Success  to  old  Ireland  !' "  "  A  lively 
brisk  fellow  this  for  his  age,  and  willing  too,"  said 
Strickland.  "I'll  get  him  a  passage  in  the  Venus,  if 
honest  Geordie  can  find  room  to  stow  him. — But  1 
shall  be  late  to  dinner;— yet  what  care  I  for  dinner '. 
What  a  supper  will  be  mine !  If  1  guess  right,  the 
time's  almost  up.  No  Barney  yet  ? — When  he  returns 
I'll  into  Widow  Brown's,  and  try  to  get  a  peep  at 
Peter's  letter.  I  suppose  he  styles  her  '  Lovely  Wid- 
der  V — Poor  fellow  !  he's  now  almost  as  badly  off  as 
when  on  board  the  Newfoundland  schooner.  But 
here  comes  O'SulHvan.  I  mean  to  call  in  here,"  said 
the  Captain.  "  Be  vigilant  as  you  value  my  friend- 
ship:  if  any  one  comes  before  I  quit  the  house,  call 
here ;  if  afterwards,  run  for  me  at  Mr.  Clark's."— 
"  Arrah  now  shouldn't  it  be  run  to  ye,  your  honour ' 
By  St.  Patrick  that's  an  English  bull !"  "  Mind  what 
I've  said  to  ye,  Barney."  "  Never  fear  me  for  that, 
Sir."  "  Now,  Mrs.  Brown,  I  have,  I  believe,  an 
hour  to  spare :  let's  you  and  I  contrive  to  liberate 
poor  Peter.  Come,  Madam,  set  your  woman's  wits  to 
work,  and  tell  me  what's  to  be  done  I"  "  Indeed. 
Sir,  I  know  not  that  I  shall  take  any  further  trouble 
about  the  fellow.  I  might  have  put  up  with  an  insult 
or  two  in  consideration  of  the  love,  that  is  to  say, 
friendship  I  felt  for  him  ;  but  now  I'm  half  inclined 
to  give  him  up  for  ever."  "  Why,  Ma'am,  why?— 
You  seemed  not  so  severe  when  I  was  here  this  morn- 
ing?" "  Since  that  I've  had  fresh  cause.  Sir.  But 
nowj  the  black,  (Mr.  Smith,  I  mean)."  "  Aye,  aye. 
I  recollect  Teapot,  or  Quimbo."     "  Well,  Sir,  Kim- 
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bow  has  been  here ;  and  would  you  believe  it,  Sir  ?  O 
the  villanous  seducing  man !  I'm  quite  ashamed  (hid- 
ing her  face),  the  false  man  has  been — has  been  (sob- 
bing), hankering  after  my  old  servant,  Kimbow's  wife, 
— and — and — has  s — e —  e — e  sent  (crying),  a  love 
letter  to  her.  Kimbow  told  me  all.  He  and  Mrs. 
Smith  quarrelled  vastly  about  it ;  and  Mr.  Eambow, 
I  mean  Mr.  Smith,  got  him  pressed  for  spite."  "  I'm 
sorry,  sorry  for  it.  Ma'am,  is  that  his  return  for  my 
3^rvant'8  kindness  ? — I  can't  believe  he  ever  thought 
of  Mrs.  Smith,  nor  woH*t — there's  some  mistake — 'tis 
but  a  scheme  of  that  black  rascaPs  to  remove  him 
from  the  spot,  and  cheat  him."  *'  No,  Sir,  I'm  sure 
'tis  all  too  true.  Smith  does  not  want  to  cheat  him : 
he's  paid  him  back  most  all  he  borrowed :  and  now  he 
is  trying  to  raise  the  rest  before  the  ship  leaves  the 
place,  that  he  may  not  lose  by  his  kindness.  He  says, 
if  any  one  else  had  so  insulted  him,  and  sought  to 
abuse  his  wife,  he'd  be  hung  for  'em."  **  This  is  a 
strange  affair,  Mrs.  Brown ;  and  I  begin  myself  to 
think  that  Peter  is  far  from  faultless.  Could  you  not 
send  for  Mrs.  Smith  ?  Perhaps  we  could  clear  the 
matter  up."  "  I  will.  Sir ; — *tis  a  lucky  thought ;  I'll 
have  her  here  in  a  few  minutes,  if  you'll  just  step  into 
the  closet  (but  mind  the  punch  bowls),  you'll  hear 
ail."  "  Madam,  I  thank  you  ;  but  let's  have  all /air 
and  above  board.  I  seek  only  to  do  my  servant  jus^ 
tice  if  he's  innocent ;  to  forgive  (though  not  esteem 
him),  if  he's  guilty.     But  here  she  comes." 

Now,  Mrs.  Smith,  'tis  like  you  recollect  me?" 
I  do.  Sir."  "  You've  had  a  letter  from  my  serw 
▼aat  ?"  '•  Well,  Sir  ?"  *'  May  I  peruse  it  ?"  "  JYo," 
Sir."     **  Surely,   Madam,    you    cannot    think    the 
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worse  of  the  poor  fellow  for  loving  you ;  nor  would 
wish  him  to  remain  cooped  op  aboard  of  a  man  of 
war  against  his  will?  I  have  the  ability  to  liberate 
him,  and  ask  but  a  sight  of  that  letter  for  my  trou- 
ble." "  Why,  as  how  to  be  sure,  Sir,"  simpered 
Mrs.  Smith,  "  I  do  not  wish  the  fellow  harm ;  he 
has  been  good  to  us;  and,  as  you  says.  Sir,  the 
poor  man  cannot  help  seeing;  for,  barring  a  scar  on 
my  right  cheek,  I  was  always  reckoned  handsome." 
'*  Pshaw  !**  thought  Strickland — the  widow  frowned, 
and  cast  a  side  glance  at  her  looking-glass,  tossing  up 
her  head,  as  if  to  say,  "  I  suffer  not  by  the  compa- 
rison;" or,  "  I'm  as  good  as  you  any  day."  "  Come, 
Mrs.  Smith,  I  know  you  will  oblige  me,  and  my  time's 
short."  "  Lord,  Sir !  I'm  so  ashamed ;  but  'tis  not 
my  fault.  If  you  yourself  was  to  take  a  liking  to  me, 
how  could  J  help  it."  "  Come,  Ma'am,  if  you  please, 
the  letter."  "  There,  Sir ;  but  do  not  read  it  out." 
Strickland  read  to  himself: 

*'  Dear  Mary,  most  charming  and  most  beantifol 
widder !  (Oh,  oh !  I  smell  a  rat  already,  hem !)  get 
the  bed  ready,  (hem  !)  No  more  at  present  from  he 
that  wilt  be  soon  your  loving  husband  till  death.— 

Peter  Philpot." 

'*  Now,  really,  Mrs.  Smith,  is  it  possible  that  you 
and  your  husband  could  be  so  dull  as  not  to  see  that 
there's  a  mistake?  or  if  intended  for  you,  does  it  not 
presuppose  that  your  husband  is  dead ;  and,  therefore, 
no  blame  could  be  attached  to  a  man  for  making  love 
to  you  ?  It  begins  plainly,  '  Most  charming  and  most 
beautiful  widder.' "  "  That's  me ! — me,"  exclaimed 
Mrs.  Brown :    "  'tis  mine !"  jumping  forward,  and 
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finatchiDg  from  Strickland's  hand  the  letter.  **  The 
dear,  dear  fellow! — I  thought  he  was  not  guilty!'' 
**  Marry  come  up,  Madam.  I  thinks  you  takes  great 
liberties  with  that  ere  letter;  which,  for  ought  I 
know,  is  still  mine.  Come,  hand  it  back  instantly 
— ^hand  it  back,  I  say.  Madam  : — well,  I'm  sure,  did  * 
any  one  ever  see  such  impudence  !"  *'  Peace,  peace ! 
Mrs.  Smith,"  said  our  hero;  "  all  is  right.  Mrs. 
Brown  has  your  letter  in  a  mistake ;  they  were  mis- 
directed. Now  she  has  got  her  own,  she'll  certainly 
give  you  your's.**  "  That  I  will ;  111  step  and  fetch 
it.  lil  give  ye  any  thing — take  what  you  like — walk 
into  the  bar. — Come,  let's  be  friends."  Up  stairs  she 
jumped,  kissing  the  letter,  and  exclaiming:  "  Poor 
dear,  ill-treated,  innocent  fellow!"  "  I  shall  take 
nothing — not  J,"  angrily  muttered  Mrs.  Smith ;  "let 
me  have  one  of  the  letters — the  one  I  likes  best." 
*'  Hush!  Ma'am,  be  patient;  here  comes  the  widow." 
*.'  There!  Captain,"  said  the  latter ;  "  there's  the  dear 
man's  letter:  I'm  sure  it's  meant  for  Mrs.  Smith.'' 
Strickland  reads  (hem!)  "  A  black  man  is,  you  know, 
better  than  no  man;"  **  Well,  pray  Mrs.  Brown, 
what's  that  to  laugh  aiV*  interrupted  the  irritable 
Mrs.  S.  *'  Patience,  patience !  woman,"  said  the 
reader,  *'  I  want  but  to  be  convinced  that  the  letter 
is  your's,  and  then  you  shall  have  it :  (reads)  hem ! 
*  a  young  mullatto  will  be  hatched — shall  stand  god- 
father.' Here,  Mrs.  Smith,  'tis  yours — I  need  read 
no  more."  "  Oh !  yes.  Sir,'*  said  the  widow  ;  **  'tis 
as  clear  as  day.  Heaven  defend  me  from  hatching 
mullattoes!"  "  Marry  come  up!  Madam — you  ne- 
ver hatched  any  thing  but  a" (Here  Strickland 

put  his  hand  gently  on   the  irritated  lady's  mouth). 
"  Well,  Fm  sure,  Jf-a-rf-a-m,  a  bettet  ^omaxk  \>a»3CL  _ 
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you  any  day — ."  *'  Come,  come,  Mrs.  Smithy''  said 
Strickland,  "  you  have  what  is  yours — now  part 
friends  J*  Here  Mis.  S.  took  her  leave,  mntteriog: 
"Well,  I'm  sure!"  two  or  three  "Marry,  oome  tips," 
and  "  hatch  multatoes  too.  Dang  me  if  that  dont 
beat  cockfighting !"  "  Now,  Mrs.  Brown,"  said 
Strickland,  "  in  settling  this  business  between  you 
ladies.''  "  Ladies! — Captain,  I  hope  you  do  not 
mean  to  compare  me  to — ."  "  Not  in  the  least.  Ma- 
dam. When  I  said  ladies^  I  spoke  in  reference  to  the 
seXf  not  to  the  qualifications  of  the  parties.  I  should 
have  said,  between  you  and  that  abusive  woman — ^I 
mean  that  I  am  much  too  late  for  dinner,  cap  you — V* 
"  O  yes.  Sir,  any  thing — ^any  thing  that  the  house 
affords.  The  dear  fellow!  tf  there's  any  expenses 
111—."  "  There  will  not  be— PW  settle  all  that; 
but  cannot  do  it  'till  to-morrow."  To  this  the  impa- 
tient widow  was  obliged  to  reconcile  herself. 

After  taking  a  slight  dinner,  and  having  ascertained 
that  Barney  was  still  at  his  post,  Strickland  bent  bis 
steps  towards  his  lodgings,  resolved  to  watch  himself, 
at  dark.  He  walked  but  slowly.  As  the  moments 
roll  tardily  on,  thought  he,  how  does  my  soul  be- 
come more  and  more  agitated?  The  rattling  of  each 
carriage  wheel  seems  to  penetrate  ray  inmost  fibres. 
Oh,  what  a  season  is  this,  of  hopes  and  fears !  Fly 
swift,  ye  lazy  moments  fly;  this  dread  susp^ise  is 
worse  than  certain  knowledge  of  the  worst  calamity. 
But  I'm  at  home.  Oh !  how  I  long  for  the  happy 
hour,  in  which  with  joy  I'll  say — will  pour  into  a  much- 
loved  partner's  ear — '  Now  love  we  are  at  home.'  I 
hate  that  selfish  pronoun  J.  Oh !  what  is  man  with- 
out a  friend  to  share  his  woes — a  partner  to  partake 
bis  jays?    Tea  was  on  the  table  when  he  entered. 
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**  I  hope,  my  friends/'  said  he,  '*  I  did  not  keep  you 
waiting  dinner?"  Indeed  yon  did^  Sir/'  replied  Mr.  B. ; 
**  and  here's  my  Robert  (hold  up  your  head,  you  ape) 
could  scarcely  eat ;  at  every  mouthful  saying,  *  But 
father,  will  not  Captain  Strickland  think  it  unkind? 
and  is  it  not  unkind  to  eat,  and  wait  no  longer  for  him :' 
iqK>n  my  word  I  already  begin  to  feel  jealous."     **  I 
hope  not,  Sir/'  said  the  Captain.     ''  Nay,  never  heed 
me,  Strickland ;  did  he  not  love  you,  love  you  dearb/ 
too,  he  were  not  nUne,     But  why  that  gloom,  that 
melancholy?     I  trusted  that  we  should  meet  you  with 
the  flush  of  joy,  if  not  the  smile  of  peace  and  calm 
content;   is  aught  amiss?"     "  Not  any  thing;    but 
child-like,  I  feel  sad,  peevish,  or  what  you  please,  and 
know  not  why :  I've  but  this  moment  dined,  I  need 
no  tea;  excuse  me.  Sir,  I'll  to  my  chamber  for  a 
while;  perhaps  you  will  join  me  there?"     "  I  will, 
I   will,   Strickland,  nor  shall  you  await  me  long." 
'*  He's  gone!  a  generous  heart,  a  noble  soul!"  said 
Mr.  B.    All  loved  Strickland,  and  why?    Was  it  be- 
cause he  loved  and  felt  for  all,  relieved  and  pitied 
all  ?     On  reaching  his  chamber,  our  hero's  eye  was 
attracted  by  a  letter;  "What!"  said  he,  ** Frank's 
hand?  this  is  indeed  a  day  of  wonders — this  day  I 
have  almost  learnt  that  yet  I  have  a  son — this  day  I 
trust  I  shall  embrace  a  wife ;  and,  to  crown  all,  I  have 
a  letter  from  a  friend;  then  why  so  sad? — say,  Strick-* 
land — why  so  melancholy?   After  all  my  eager,  warm 
pursuit — now  that  the  object's  just  within  my  grasp- 
do  I  hesitate  to  seize  it?    I  do — I  do.    The  greatest 
knowledge,  the  rarest  and  most  precious,  I  have  not 
yet  attained — 

"  Man — know  thyself.*' 
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'*  'Tis  trae  I  love  her,  I  adore  her ;  yet,  shall  I  rest 
upon  that  bosom  that  once  became  a  pillow  to  aa  un- 
gratefal  friend,  a  bcue  seducer?  My  brain  whirls;  I 
am  sick,  sick  at  heart;  my  passions,  feelings,  love, 
direct  me  to  one  point;  while  reason,  judgment,  and 
discretion,  turn  me  to  another.  I  cannot  calmly 
think :  then  to  the  letter.  The  sun  grows  low,  night 
crawleth  on  apace ;  this  night,  dread  night,  I  fondly 
hoped  would  be  a  night  of  joy,  and  yet,  'tis  little  less 

than Ah!  heart-rending,  maddening  thought! 

Should  she  be  pregnant  ?  If  so :  Perish  the  mis-be- 
gotten offspring  of  a  villain!  Turn,  turn,  O  ye  de- 
spairing thoughts,  to  somewhat  else.  It  is  his  hand,  'tis 
Frank's;  will  he  too  prove  untrue,  ungrateful?  so  let 
him; — Strickland  lives — lives  only  while  there  is  some- 
thing worth  living  for;  and  when  there  is  not,  Strick- 
land dies.  Yet  such  a  death  appals  the  trembling  soul. 
When  life's  curtain  drops,  shall  I,  like  the  beasts 
which  perish,  crumble  into  dust  1  no  more  perceive  or 
feel?  Or  shall  I,  with  the  weight  of  thousand  sins, 
lashed  firmly  to  my  shoulders,  rush  bloody,  and  un- 
summoned  into  the  presence  of  that  awful  judge,  before 
whose  thunders  nature  bows?  Methinks  Barnard  is 
long  at  tea.  I  dread  myself.  I  fear  to  be  alone;  yet 
am  I  not  alone.  One  eye  there  is,  whose  piercisg 
glance  pervades  all  space,  and  dives  into  the  inner- 
mdst  recesses  of  a  mortal's  heart. 

''  That  there  is  a  God,  and  an  hereafter,  the  Bible 
^nd  all  creation  speak  aloud. 

"  It  must  be  so ! 

Else,  whence  this  pleasing  hope,  this  fond  desire. 
This  longing  after  immortality? 
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'Tis  heaven  itself  that  points  out  aa  hereafter, 
And  intimates  eternity  to  man. 

The  soul,  seeur'd  in  her  existence,  smiles 

At  the  drann  dagger,  and  defies  its  point. 

The  atais  shall  fade  away,  the  sun  himself 

Grow  dim  with  a%e,  and  nature  sink  in  years ; 

But  thou  (the  soul)  shalt  flourish  in  immortal  youth, 

Unhurt,  amidst  the  war  of  elements, 

The  wreck  of  matter,  and  the  crush  of  worlds. 

"  The  blood  flows  sluggishly  through  my  veins :  I 
feel  like  the  tired  racer  upon  the  turf,  who,  wheu 
haviag  spent  his  all  of  strength,  and  just  about  to 
aeize  the  prize,  is  suddenly  benumbed,  drops  down — 
yes,  the  power  of  enjoyment's  fled.  Hark !  I  hear  a 
noise,  my  trembling  soul  seems  shaken  with  the  least 
alarms  ^  'tis  Barnard's  foot ;  I  hear  his  well-known 
tread ;  he  comes  to  summon  me  to  life."  "  Why, 
my  friend,  so  sad !"  said  Mr.  B. ;  "  and  why  this  agi- 
tation? I  heard  you  swiftly  pace  the  room,  and  hast- 
ened up  to  learn  the  cause ;  sure  there  is  nought  amiss  ? 
What  has  happened  thus  to  disturb  your  soul  'i  That 
letter,  brings  it  unwelcome  news!  Yet  no,  I  see  it 
yet  remains  unopened  ;  open  it,  Strickland ;  open  It, 
my  friend,  its  glad  contents  may  tend  to  ease  your 
troubled  soul." 

During  the  time  that  his  friend  was  addressing 
him,  our  hero  stood  motionless,  the  picture  of  despair 
and  perplexity ;  nor  did  he  for  some  time  reply ;  at 
length,  turning  to  Mr.  B.,  in  a  tone,  which  suffi- 
ciently expressed  the  anguish  of  his  spirit,  he  said, 
"  Oh,  Barnard!  you  behold  an  Inconstant,  a  Weather- 
cock: the  prize  I  sought  is  just  within  my  reach,  and 
yet  I  hesitate  to  grasp  it.  Shall  J,  shall  /,  eat  of  the 
r  3 
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fallen  fruit  ?  or  batten  o»  the  rind  and  shell,  when  he 
enjoyed  the  kernel  J  Indeed  T  cannot— it't//  not,' 
'  Bnt,  Strickland,  dispet  these  painful  thoughts,  m; 
friend ; — I  have  read  the  manuscript,  and  jet,  jou  have 
an,  who  not  only  needs  a  father,  such  as  you,  but 
poor  wandering  boy,  will  also  need  a  mother. 
When  both  were  far  beyond  your  reach,  you  eagerly 
pursued;  yet  now  that  heaven  has  placed  tlieni  al- 
most full  before  your  view,  you  turn,  and  will  not 
stretch  your  palsied  hand  to  reach  them.  Fie!  fie! 
think  on  the  counsel  that  you  once  gave  me;  apply  it 
to  yourself,  and  strive  to  banish  this  despair.  Come, 
come — my  brother — friend— partner  of  my  joys  and 
griefs  ;  I'll  break  the  seal — sit  down  and  read  the 
letter," 


'  Dear  Sir, 
"  I  have  just  received  your  kind  letter,  and  bearing 
that  the  Venus  is  about  to  sail,  I  sit  down  to  answer 
I  have  called  on  Mr.  Cole,  your  agent,  and  have 
received  from  him  £100.  on  your  account ;  enclosed 
you  will  find  a  draft  on  Hamilton  and  Co.  for  that  sum. 
Your  house  seemed  ruining,  and  the  furniture  spoiling 
for  want  of  a  tenant,  we  therefore  thought  it  best  to 
let  it  by  the  week  (at  three  guineas)  that  should  you 
suddenly  return  you  may  at  once  have  it.  I  hope 
that  what  we  have  dune  meets  your  approbation ;  we 
did  it  for  the  best.  And  now.  Sir,  let  me  hear  from 
you — hear  often:  you  must  know  that  no  one  feels 
more  interested  in  your  welfare  than  myself.  I  hope 
you  have  found  the  dear  object  of  your  search ;  if  so 
— enjoy— forget— /or J iu«.  Let  not  a  slavish  fear  of 
the  world's  opinion  alter  your  settled  purpose;  once 
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more  united.  Sir,  you  may,  in  some  small  village  on 
the  coast,  reside  in  peace,  unknomng  and  unknown. 
I  know  not  what  prompts  me  to  make  thus  /r^e,  and 
offer  my  unasked  advice  ;  but  pray  excuse  me ;  I  am 
mot  a  friend,  an  acquaintance  but  of  yesterday:  I 
know  your  sense  of  hoaour,  your  delicacy  ^f  feeling; 
but  let  them  not  outweigh  your  sense  of  religion,  jus- 
tice, mercy.  Strickland,  my  friend,  I  leave  it  to 
yourself;  if  you  hesitate  whether  to  again  accept  or 
not; — act  as  you  would  be  acted  by,  and  let  it  be  in 
such  a  way,  that  on  your  dying  pillow,  you  may  have 
cause  to  say — '  If  I  have  erred,  'tis  on  the  side  of 
mercy' — then  may  you  with  confidence  put  in  the 

plea — 

**  That  mercy  I  to  others  shewed, 

That  mercy  shew  to  me. 

"  Write  soon,  dear  Sit,  to  him  who  longs  to  hear 
further  from  you,  and  who  ever  continues 

**  Your  true  friend, 

"  F.  NOBLB. 

**  London, ,  1813/' 

*'  Strickland !''  exclaimed  Mr.  Barnard,  **  you  are 
blessed  in  having  such  a  friend.  He  writes  by  inspi- 
ration ;  his  hand  is  guided  by  a  superior  power.  That 
at  such  a  moment,  when  such  advice  is  truly  wanted, 
it  should  so  opportunely  come,  astonishes  me.  Come, 
Sir,  come  down — cheer  up,  and  play  the  man; — 
have  you  not  prayed — supplicated  Heaven  for  that 
dear  gift,  which  may  in  a  few  hours  be  yours?  I 
know  you  have.  And  will  you,  ungrateful-like,  now 
spurn  it  from  you  ?  Yon  cannot,  must  not,  dare  not. 
Come,  we'll  walk  out."     Here  he  placed  his  hand  in 
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Strickland's  arm,  and  led  liiin  passively  into  the  street. 
"  It  is  now  dark,"  said  the  latter :  "  I  will  relieve  tbe 
Irishman."  "  I  will  walk  with  you,"  said  Mr.  B. ; 
"and  when  she  arrives,  see  you  safely  enter.  One 
si^ht  again  of  her  you  love,  will  set  all  this  to  rights 
— think  what  a  pleasure  it  will  be  to  your  poor  cabin- 
hoy— your  defenceless  son,  when  again  you  meet,  (iot 
I  am  sure  'tis  he,  and  sure  you  will  meet,)  to  find  a 
father  and  a  mother,  happy  and  united  .'  nor  need  he 
ever  know  it  e'er  was  otherwise.  Call  mild  persuasion 
into  your  countenance:  it  is  not  a  common,  vulgar 
mind  with  which  you  have  to  do ;  you  know  that  she 
has  carefully  avoided  you:  that  soul  must  needs  be 
virtuovs,  that  feels  so  great  a  weight  of  shame  for  one 
past  fault,  that  bravely  dares  to  mend,  and  bravely 
puts  that  daring  into  practice."  Strickland's  heart 
was  too  full  to  say  much.  He  merely  answered, 
"Your  brotherly  counsel,  Barnard,  and  Noble's  let- 
ter, have  decided  the  conflict.  I  have  made  np  my 
mind, — made  it  up  before  I  left  the  house ;  the  only 
doubt  which  now  perplexes  my  soul  is,  as  to  whether 
she  will  have  me."  Having  relieved  Barney,  they 
walked  together  a  considerable  time ;  during  which 
Mr.  B.  informed  our  hero  that  he  had  received  a 
pleasing  letter  from  his  daughter  by  the  Venus.  "  It 
is  almost  nine,"  said  the  Captain ;  "  she  comes  not 
yet:  why  tarry  her  chariot  wheels?  I  am  sick  of 
hope— tired  of  delay:  would  that  this  night — this 
eventful  night  were  passed.— But  hark ! — a  carriage  I 
it  is — sustain  me.  Heaven !— 'tis  she  herself  alights ! 
Grant  me  but  strength  to  reach  the  door — to  under- 
go this  joyous,  painful  interview."  "Hush! — rest 
awhile,"  said  Barnard  ;  "  be  composed — we  are  < 
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served — I  will  without  await  your  coming — Hush  ! 
the  calash  drives  off — we  are  at  the  door.  Knock 
gently,  Strickland— you  tremble ! — I'll  knock  for  you ; 
— some  one  comes :  I'm  gone.  Now,  Strickland,  if 
you  love  me — love  her,  play  the  man."  "  He  is  gone 
id;  he  is  entered,"  thought  Barnard;  "Heaven  pros- 
per him  !  From  my  very  soul  I  pity  and  respect  him, 
He  feels  as  I  should  feel  myself;  for  could  he,  with- 
out an  emotion  of  pain,  take  back  to  his  arms  a  guilty, 
though  penitent  wife,  I  should  indeed  not  envy  his 
dull  feelings.  The  uight  is  cold^s  bleak  ;  methinks 
be  is  long.  Poor  Robert,  too,  I  am  sure  will  be  un- 
I  easy;  he  knows  not  where  I  am :  I  left  the  house 
I  without  so  much  as  speaking  to  him.  Dear  boy  ! — 
sweet  bud!  that  soon,  I  hope,  will  blossom  into  the 
full  rose  of  happy  manhood.  But  the  door  opens! — 
He  cumes — quite  faint,  exhausted,  Strickland,  let 
me  take  your  arm.  Come,  my  friend,  let's  home; — 
how  fares  it  with  you!"  The  Captain  firmly  grasped 
his  friend's  hand,  but  answered  not  a  word.  The  lat- 
ter felt  most  deeply  for  him.  When  half  way  home, 
Barnard  regarded  him  attentively,  "  He's  pale," 
thought  he;  "  his  fine  dark  eyes  are  moistened  with 
the  tear  of  feeling  and  of  tenderness."  On  reaching 
their  lodgings,  Strickland  at  once  bade  his  friend 
good  night,  and  retired  to  his  chamber  to  reflect  alone. 
About  an  hour  had  elapsed,  and  he  had  Just  finished 
re-perusing  Mr.  Noble's  letter,  when  Robert  tapped 
for  admittance.  "  Come  in,  my  boy  ;  come  in,"  said 
the  Captain,  "Mrs.  Clark  has  sent  you  this.  Sir;" 
presenting  a  dry  toast,  and  some  port  wine  negus. 
"I  hope  you  feel  better.  Sir;  I'll  sit  and  read  by 
■Hpfu  as  well  as  I  am  able,  if  you  please ;— perhaps 
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you  would  like  me  to  stay  all  night ; — I'm  sure  papa 
will  let  me."  Here  Mr.  Barnard  entered.  "  'Tia 
well!"  said  Strickland.  "1  can  appreciate  your 
kindness,  Sir :  I  see  you  are  about  to  ask  me  how  I 
do.  To  spare  the  trouble.  Sir,  I  am  better ;  a  night's 
repose  will  restore  me  to  health  and  happiness- 
Robert  has  kindly  offered  to  remain  all  night;  I 
truly  thank  him,  but  shall  decline  his  friendly  offer. 
Good  night,  my  boy  ;  it  is  time  you  were  in  bed ;  I 
wish  now  to  speak  with  your  father."  "  Good  night. 
Sir.  Good  night,  papa  ;  I  shall  be  asleep  before  yon 
come."  Here  the  happy  father  whispered  to  his  son. 
"  I  feel  sufficiently  recovered.  Sir,"  said  Strickland, 
"  to  give  you  an  account  of  my  interview  with  my 
Mary  ;  for  mine  she  truly  is.  1  love  her  more  than 
ever.  I  was  shown  into  a  parlour,  and  Madam  Ren- 
voyze  entered,  '  You  have  a  friend — a  lodger — a 
companion  with  you.  Madam!'  said  I.  '  May  I  be 
permitted  but  to  speak  with  her!'  '  Certainly,  Sir, 
if  she  is  willing ;  I  will  step  and  ask  her.'  For  a 
minute  I  seemed  as  if  riveted  to  my  chair.  I  beard 
her  foot  descend  the  stairs, — heard  her  with  a  trem- 
bling voice  say,  '  Who  can  it  be ! '  She  entered ; 
but  oh !  so  altered,  Barnard ;  could  you  have  but 
seen  what  once  she  was,  and  see  her  now.  She  almost 
reached  my  chair,  ere  she  discovered  who  I  was,  and 
then,  overpowered  with  astonishment,  she  sank  mo- 
tionless upon  a  sofa.  Till  then,  I  had  not  had  power 
to  rise;  hut  at  this  sight  I  ran— I/eur,  and  pressed 
her  to  my  bosom— to  that  bosom  now  ever  reconciled 
to  her.  Madam  B.  and  I  restored  her  to  herself. 
Bat  v:hy  need  I  dwell  upon  the  meeting  f  S 
cepts  my  protection  on  the  passage  home,  but 
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the  prdtection  of  a  brother,  '  Let  twelve  months  pass,' 
said  she,  'from  my  recovery,  and  though  I  shall  cever 
think  myself  worthy  Stricklaad,  if  you  then  think  so, 
then— (Aert  I  am  yours,  but  not  before.'  To-morrow 
morning  I  shall  repeat  my  visit ;  I  will  trast  to  time 
and  assiduity  to  overcome  her  resolution."  "She  has 
acted  wisely,  prudently,  not  to  rush  at  ouce  into  your 
expectant  arms,"  said  Barnard;  "and  for  so  resolv- 
ing, deserves  still  more  your  love  and  your  esteem. 
Visit  her,  my  friend ;  introduce  her  here,  if  she  is 
agreeable  ;  call  her  your  widowed  sister,  just  arrived 
from  Kingston,  to  accompany  you  to  England ;  no 
one  here  but  myself,  and  perhaps.  Madam  Renvoyze, 
knows  to  the  contrary—but  I  hear  my  son  upon  the 
stairs.  You  need  repose  i  to-night  he  is  your  bed- 
fellow." "This  is  kind.  Sir;  and  yet  I  see  through 
it  all :  you  fear  to  trust  me  by  myielf:  and  well  you 
may,  after  the  specimen  of  weakness  you  have  seen 
this  afternoon ;  but  it  is  all  over,  Barnard ; — I  knew 
not  what  a  wife  t  bad  lost,  nor  can  enough  rejoice 
that  now  I  have  found  ber.  Come  in,  Robert;  I  see 
you  have  brought  your  night-clothes  with  you.'' 
■*  Good  night  Sir.  Good  night,  my  child,"  said  Mr, 
B.,  laying  bis  hand  upon  bis  son's  head,  and  with 
eyes  uplifted,  ejaculating,  "  Heaven  bless,  defend, 
and  watch  over  you  to-night  and  ever ! "  The  youth 
knelt  down  with  reverence,  received  the  impressive 
blessing,  then  rose,  and  showed  bis  parent  out. 
"  Now,  Robert,  my  boy,"  said  Strickland,  "  it  is  not 
enough  that  you  possess  the  blessing  of  your  earthly 
father:  kneel  down,  and  beg  the  blessing  of  your 
heavenly  Parent;  that  done,  put  out  the  light,  and 
into  bed." 
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Strickland  and  his  little  companion^  contrary  tq  the 
expectation  of  the  former,  were  soon  fast  locked  in 
the  arms  of  sleep.  "  Oh !  how  I  rejoice/'  said  Bar- 
nard, as  he  pressed  his  lonely  pillow,  "  in  Strickland's 
happiness ;  I  have  done  well  to  let  him  have  my  sod, 
although  I  miss  him  here ;  should  the  poor  gentle- 
man remain  awake,  relapse  into  his  melancholy  mood, 
the  cheerful  prattle  of  my  boy  will  tend  to  enliven,  to 
tranquillize  his  soul.  I  have  cautioned  him  to  remain 
awake  until  his  friend  is  asleep.*' 

Now,  gentle  reader,  having  already  overstepped 
the  limits  I  had  assigned  myself,  and  having  attained 
the  chief  object  I  had  in  view — the  recovery  of  the 
'Fugitives,*  I  think  I  might,  without  impropriety, 
now  drop  the  curtain  on  this  my  little  drama.  But  it 
may  be  recollected  that  I  have  brought  an  old  ac- 
quaintance (Peter)  into  a  scrape ;  and  it  is  as  contrary 
to  my  principles,  as  I  trust  it  is  to  yours,  not  to  use 
my  endeavours  to  extricate  him;  the  poor  widow, 
too,  now  burns  with  expectation  to  bid  him  a  welcome 
home.  Nor  have  I  yet  discovered  whether  the  poor 
'  cabin-boy,*  (whose  little  tale  has,  I  trust,  afforded 
thee  some  amusement,)  is  or  is  not  Strickland's  son. 
From  all  these  considerations,  I  am  induced  to  tax 
thy  patience  a  little  longer ;  assuring  thee,  that  I 
shall,  in  the  remainder  of  our  journey  together,  study 
brevity,  as  much  as  the  importance  of  the  subject  will 
permit. 
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CHAPTER  XXV. 

Oh  !  bounteous  heaven,  and  is  there  yet  more  joy  in  store  ? 
I  thank  thee  for  thy  gifts,  and  ask  but  one  boon  more. 

The  whole  family,  including  the  lodgers,  surrounded 
Mr.  Clark's  breakfast  table,  sooner  than  usual.  *'  We 
breakfast  early,''  said  Strickland.  "  We  do.  Sir," 
replied  Mr.  C. ;  **  my  daughter  is  governess,  in  a  fa- 
mily at  Loretto ;  her  time  of  leave  ex{nres  to-day,  we 
now  intend  to  see  her  back."  **  But  that  I  have  an 
important  visit  to  pay/'  said  the  Captain, '*  I  should  beg 
to  be  one  of  the  party."  "  Yes,  Madam,"  said  Bar- 
liard,  turning  to  Mrs.  Clark,  "  my  friend  has  been 
joined  here  by  a  much-loved  relation,  his  sister  from 
Kingston,  one  whom  the  cruel  chances  of  war  has  re- 
cently deprived  of  a  husband  : — nay,  chace  away  that 
gloom,  Strickland,  all  must  die ;  she,  perhaps,  may 
find  a  better  partner ;  egad !  if  she  wanted  one,  and  / 
not  quite  so  old,  for  the  respect  I  bear  the  brother,  I 
am  sure  I  should  love  the  sister,  aye !  and  wed  her, 
too,  myself.  You  smile.  Sir,  smile  on  ;  but  only  say 
the  word,  that  you  are  tired  of  being  her  protector, 
and  I'll  take  that  office  on  myself:'  "  Nay,  Mr.  B.," 
resumed  Mrs.  Clark,  "  you  are  premature  ;  first  give 
the  Captain  time  to  try,  he  cannot  yet  be  tired :  besides. 
Sir,  how  know  you  that  the  lady  will  like  you  ?  Come, 
Captain  Strickland,  bring  her  hither,  introduce  her  to 
us,  and  if  Mr.  B.  is  really  serious,  I  will  use  my  good 
offices  to  promote  the  match."  "  What  say  you, 
Bobert,  to  a  mother?"  said  Mr.  B.  turning  to  his  son, 
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*'  How  should  you  like  one  V*  "  Dearly !  dearly, 
father,  if  she  is  Captain  Strickland's  sister ;  for  then, 
you  know.  Sir,  (turning  to  our  hero)  you  would  be  my 
uncle.'*  "  All  this  chit-chat/'  said  Clark,  ''  is  mighty 
well — come,  Charlotte,  eat,  my  girl ;  if  these  good 
people  choose  to  talk  the  breakfast  cold,  you,  yoo 
know,  have  no  time  to  lose."  ''  I  thank  you  for  the 
hint,  Sir,"  said  Strickland,  '*  I  want  to  be  stirriDg 
abroad  early  too ;  and  Mr.  B.,  as  you  propose  writiig 
to  England  this  morning,  by  the  time  you  have  finished, 
I  will  join  you,  and  beg  your  company,  in  a  little  trqp 
that  1  have  planned  out,  when  I  shall  have  the 
pleasure  to  introduce  you  to  an  old  acquaintance,  io 
a  new  situation — nay,  nay,  no  explanations  now;— 
Farewell ! " 

*'  He  is  gone,"  said  Barnard,  "and,  thank  heaves, 
in  spirits  too." — "  Is  it  true,  papa,  that  the  Captain's 
sister  is  come?"  *'  True!  child, — why  should  yoa 
doubt  it,  did  you  not  hear  me  say  bo,  but  just  now.** 
"  Forgive  me.  Sir,  pray,  be  not  angry^  but  you  said  ft 
with  such  an  unusual  look — I  thought,  perhaps^  yoa 
was  in  jest ;  or," — "  Enough !  my  child,  (I  am  gW 
to  find,  thought  Barnard,  that  a  lie  sits  on  me  with 
such  an  awkward  grace,  that  even  this  child  perceives 
there's  somewhat  incorrect;  but  he  must  not  suspect 
the  truth,)  she  is  really  come,  Robert,  and  we  all  pur* 
pose  to  embark  for  England  together.'*  ''  I  am  glad 
to  hear  it,  Sir  ;  but,  papa,  I  have  not  yet  seen  Peta, 
whom  I  have  heard  you  speak  about?"  *'  Nor  I,  my 
boy ;  perhaps,  he  is  the  old  acquaintance  Stricklaiid 
spoke  about,  and  now  standing  in  the  new  situation 
of  a  husband;  and  as  no  vessel  will  sail  before  the 
Venus ;  I'll  put  my  letter  ofif.     Put  on  your  hat,  mj 
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ix>y»  we*ll  steal  a  march  upon  the  Captain,  and  see  how 
master  Peter  looks  as  landlord  :  I'll  warrant  me  now, 
he  looks  as  jolly  as  rosy-faced  Bacchus  himself, 
astriding  a  tun/' 

Mr.  Barnard  had  had  but  just  time  to  obtain  an 
Moount  from  the  widow,  of  the  mistake  occasioned  by 
the  letters,  and  Peter's  subsequent  impressment,  be- 
feve  he  was  joined  by  our  hero,  from  a  morning  visit 
he  had  paid  to  his  (now)  sister.  *'  What !"  said  he, 
mdliog,  *'  you  have  guessed.  Sir,  to  whom  I  meant  to 
mtroduce  you,  eh?  Now,  Mrs.  Brown,  one  cup  of 
yomr  best,  and  I  am  off,  aboard  the  frigate.  I  shall,  I 
hope,  deliver  Peter  from  the  king,  and  give  him  up 
to  ycm,  the  queen,  of  hearts."  The  widow  simpered, 
bridled  up  and  produced  a  bottle  of  her  *  particular ;' 
aad  Mr.  B.  and  Robert  having  agreed  to  accompany 
oar  hero,  they  were  about  to  depart,  when  Mrs.  Brown 
eselaimed,  **  Bless  me,  gentlemen,  as  I  live,  here 
comes  Blackee ;  I  mean  Mr.  Smith,  posting  up  the 
street.  Poor  fellow  !  he  is  in  great  distress,  since  he 
finind  out  the  mistake,  and  doing  all  he  can  to  get  my 
— ^I  mean,  to  get  Mr.  Philpot  off."  **  Ask  him  into 
dm  parlour,  Mrs.  Brown,"  said  Strickland.  ''What! 
Ibfisa  Stricklant,  Massa  Bamart  here !"  said  Quimbo, 
**  Your  seibant,  gentlymen."  "  Harkee  !  fellow," 
Btid  Barnard,  elevating  his  voice  in  feigned  anger, 
••  what  have  you  done  with  Peter,  Sir  ?  You  have 
fg&t  him  pressed,  I  hear ;  but  d — ^n  your  black  hide,  if 
we  do  not  get  him  off  again,  devil  take  me  but  111  tan 
it  white."  "  Me  sorry,  Massa,  berry  sorry ;  me  lub 
poor  Peter,  but  me  tink  him  lub  my  wife."  "  'Tis 
well,  Sir,"  said  Strickland,  **  and  when  he  is  liberated, 
#e  expect  you  will  make  an  apology  for  your  ill  treat- 


428  THE   FUGITIVES; 

ment  of  him."  **  Me  beg  bim  pardon,  Massa,  me  beg 
him  pardoD/*  "  Now  then,  Mrs.  Brown,  if  we  suc- 
ceed, within  two  hours  you  will  see  us  here  again.'' 
"  Thanks,  Sir,  heaven  speed  you  in  your  errand.'' 

''  Now  then,  for  the  frigate,  gentlemen :  the  widow 
is,  I  find,  already  making  preparations  for  a  sumptuous 
dinner, — ^I  heard  her  whisper  to  the  girl,  *  sirlcin  of 
beef,  a  goose,  some  fruit.' "  ^'  She  has  already  dis- 
covered, I  suppose,''  said  Mr.  B.,  *'  that  her  charmiMj 
fellow  loves  his  belly ;  but  it  pours  a  torrent,  jump,  mj 
boy !  jump,  Strickland,  into  this  little  ale-house,  f(ff  a 
moment."  ''  What !  Barney  here  ?"  said  the  Captain. 
*'  Faith,  and  I  am,  your  honour,  who  but  meself  ?  and 
this  good  jontlewoman  is  my  countrywoman  ;  she  and 
meself  comes  from  three  miles  beyond  swate  Tippe- 
rary.  Was  yese  after  wanting  Barney,  sure,  or  was 
it  the  rane  that  fetched  your  honour  in  ?"  ''  Should 
it  not  be,  drove  you  in  V*  *'  By  me  sowl,  and  ye«j 
may  say  that;  it  is  a  bit  of  an  Irish  bull  sure.'' 
"Now  mind  me,  Mr.  Sul — 0*Sullivan,  I  mean,  I  ex- 
pect to  see  my  friend,  the  captain  of  the  Venus,  to- 
morrow; do  you  call  at  my  lodgings,  to-morrow  night, 
and  I  will  let  you  know  what  he  says  about  yon^ 
passage."  ''  Won*t  1  be  there  then  ?  and  conldnl 
he  be  after  taking  two,  your  honour ;  here's  my  croney, 
Tim,  and  a  tight  boy  he  is,  as  ever  flourished  a  shille- 
lah."  '*  That  is  an  after  consideration,"  tartly  replied 
the  Captain,  "  make  sure  of  your  own  passage  first 
Come,  Sirs,  let  us  proceed,  it  holds  up."  The  gentle- 
men were  followed  to  the  door  by  the  two  Paddie8» 
with  many  illegant  bows,  sure,  and  plenty  of  '  Long 
life's  to  your  honour.' 

Strickland  and  his  friends  were  soon  introduced  ta 
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the  noble  commander  of  the  frigate,  who  was  attired 
in  full  uniform,  and  about  to  go  ashore.  Upon  being 
made  acquainted  with  our  hero's  name,  &c.  he  heartily 
shook  his  hand,  saying,  '*  1  have  not  the  honour  of  a 
personal  knowledge  of  you.  Captain  Strickland,  but, 
if  I  recollect  aright,  you  fought  under  the  immortal 
Nelson,  at  Trafalgar."  "  The  same,  Sir.''  •'  Come, 
gentlemen,  walk  into  the  cabin — take  seats  :  and  you, 
my  little  fellow,  (turning  to  Robert),  perhaps  this  is 
the  first  time  you  ever  visited  the  wooden  walls  of  old 
England,  Great  Britain's  pride,  her  glory,  the  dread, 
and  envy  of  her  overweening  foes  ?  You  shall  first 
dbrink  '  success  to  the  navy,'  and  then  a  midshipman 
shall  show  you  over  the  ship."  "  With  your  leave. 
Sir,"  said  Mr.  B.  "/will  accompany  them; — though 
I  have  been  many  years  at  Bengal,  and  thrice  across 
jtlie  seas,  it  is  the  first  time  I  set  foot  on  board  a  man- 
of-war."  "  You  are  welcome.  Sir."  After  which, 
laaghing,  the  commander  added,  '*  But  first,  you 
ought  to  pay  your  footing."  "  Now  Captain  Strick- 
kmd,  is  there  any  way  in  which  a  brother  officer  can 
sorve  you  ?  sure  you  have  not  been  shipwrecked — lost 
jour  vessel  upon  the  coast  ?"  ''  Not  quite  so  bad  as 
that.  Sir ;  I  am  on  the  half-pay  list."  "  What !  on 
the  list !  young  as  you  are,  and  in  the  height  of  war  ? 
joa  quite,  surprise  me."  "  It  is  no  less  triLe: — the 
bot  action  I  was  in,  was  in  the  Mediterranean ;  we 
(kptured  our  antagonist,  but  J  was  fractured  in  the 
aknll ;  and  yet,  so  slightly,  Sir,  that  I  am  as  fit  for 
lervice  note?,  as  ever ;  but  some  Jacks  in  office  do  not 
oKoose  to  think  so."  ''  I  am  sorry,  truly  sorry  ;  it  is, 
I  fear,  many  a  brave  man's  case.  We  sail  in  a  fort- 
Bight,  if  you  want  a  passage,  I  will  accommodate  you. 
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and  your  frieDds :  jou  half-pay  officers,  no  doubt,  see 
many  banyan  days,  eh  i  Come,  Strickland,  tell  me, 
is  there  any  thin^  else  I  can  do  for  you ;  my  time, 
just  HOW,  is  sbort ;  I  have  an  appointment  with  the 
deputy  governor."  "  I  thank  you,  Sir,  heartily,  but 
my  sister  and  friends  are  already  provided  with  a  pas- 
sage. The  chief  cause  of  my  visit  is  simply  this  :  we 
have  been  some  distance  up  the  country ;  meanwhile, 
your  men  have  pressed  my  servant."  "  If  tbat'a  all, 
Captain,  be  is  yours  this  instant ;  a  note,  a  word  wonld 
have  done  the  hustness :  what  is  bis  name.  Sir  ''' 
upon  being  informed,  he  added,  "  Here!  Quarter- 
master, send  aft  Peter  Philpot.  Should  you  changt 
your  mind,  Sir,"  said  he,  turning  to  Strickland,  "  in 
tlie  frigate,  with  your  friends,  you  are  welcome  tc 
take  your  passage :  but  here  comes  your  man,  I  take  it; 
— Mr.  NewtOi),  let  this  man  be  instantly  set  on  shore; 
and  you.  Captain,  will,  perhaps,  laud  with  me.  On 
Wednesday  I  shall  he  on  board  all  day;  perhaps,  it 
will  suit  you,  and  your  little  party,  to  then  oone 
aboard,  and  dine  with  me?"  Strickland  gratefully  ' 
accepted  the  invitation ;  and  wbile  the  boatswain,  ' 
with  his  shrill  whistle,  and  with  a  hoarse  voice,  ex- 
claimed, "  Pass  the  word  for  the  gig's  crew !"  our 
hero  told  Barnard,  he  would  await  him  on  the  beach. 
But  a  few  minutes  sufficed  to  land  the  Captains, 

when,    Captain    ,    turning    to    Sirickland,    said, 

"  I'm  d — d  sorry  to  sheer  off  so  soon,  but  '  needs 
must  when  the  devil  drives ;'  if  you  were  but  rigged 
in  uniform,  I  would  introduce  you  to  the  dons  at  the 
castle,- — but  I  must  needs  say  farewell !  yet  harkee.  Sir. 
you  are  far  from  home,  excuse  my  freedom,  if  you  are 
unfortunately  taken  aback,  you  know  where  to  come 
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to,  at  any  rate  I  hope  again  to  see  you."  "  You  shall, 
Sir,  I  feel  too  highly  flattered  aod  obliged  to  neglect 
your  invitation."  The  Captain,  thought  Strickland, 
possesses  the  warm  heart  of  an  English  sailor,  wilL- 
out  a  seaman's  roughness  i  but  the  boat  is  at  hand,  is 
landed.  "Avast  there,  Peter,  what!  jump  out  be- 
fore your  master!"  "  He's  bis  own  master,"  said 
Barnard,  "  and  seems  so  glad  to  find  it  so,  that  he 
forgets  himself  and  us."  "  Not  so,  your  Honour, 
let  me  alone  for  recollecting  all  your  kindnesses, — 
young  master  there,  I  suppose,  is  your  little  long-lost 
SOD  i  he's  more  like  you,  Sir,  than  Capt.  Strickland." 
"  He  is  my  son,"  said  Barnard,  involuntarily  squeez- 
ing Robert's  hand.  "  And  now,"  said  Strickland, 
"  as  it  is  in  our  way,  we  mean  to  pilot  you  to  widow 
Brown's,  your  quarrel  is  all  made  up;  come  on  then, 
Peter,  she  expects  your  coming,  a  smoking  goose  aod 
other  dainties  await  thee  \  but  perhaps  you  have  fed 
so  heartily  in  the  frigate  that  you  will  now  turn  up 
your  nose  at  goose  ?"  "  Let  me  alone  for  not  doing 
that,  your  Honour.  At  first  the  allowance  put  me  in 
mind  of  that  confounded  Newfoundlander;  says  I  to 
myself  says  I,  you  must  cast  about,  Peter,  to  get  more 
grub,  and  so,  your  Honour,  I  made  love  to  the  cook." 
"  What!  what?  make  love,  and  so  forget  poor  widow 
Brown  !"  "  Lord  bless  your  Honour,  just  as  if  you 
didn't  know  the  cook  was  a  man  ;  but  I  see,  Sir,  you 
are  having  a  game  with  me ;  I  oSered  to  assist,  to 
wash  up,  to  clean  out  dishes,  and" — "  Oh,  devil 
doubt  ye,"  said  Barnard,  "  if  you  mean  cleaning  or 
clearing  out  dishes,  he  found  ye  very  handy;  hut  here 
we  are."  Poor  Peter  hesitated  to  go  in,  the  widow 
hustled  to  the  door  to  welcome  him.  "  Avast,  widow !" 
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said  Strickland,  *'  the  cruel  man  has  been  making 
love  to  a  cook,  you  know  not  a//." 

By  this  time  Peter  had  led  (without  much  diffi- 
culty,) the  yielding  widow  into  an  adjoining  room. 
'*  Upon  my  word,"  said  Strickland,  purposely  raising 
his  voice,  *'  this  is,  I  think,  a  sweet  reception;  Mas- 
ter Philpot  is  ushered  into  the  private  room,  while 
we,  who  have  rescued  him  from  the  *  bilboes,"  are  left 
to  stare  at  each  other  without  a  *  thank  ve*  for  onr 
pains."  "  But  see,  they  come,"  said  Barnard,  laugh- 
ing, "'sure  such  a  pair.'"  **  Pray,  gentlemen/'  said 
the  blushing  widow,  (mind,  she  really  blushed;  I 
merely  repeat  it,  as  many  of  my  readers,  if  ever  I 
have  the  luck  to  get  many,  may  be  apt  to  think  that 
a  widow's  blushing  days  are  over,)  **  pray  be  seated, 
I  return  you  many  thanks  for  this  act  of  kindness.'' 
"  And  so  do  I,  your  Honours,"  said  Peter;  '*  says  I 
to  myself,  I*m  sure  when  Captain  Strickland  hears  I 
am  here,  that  is  gentlemen,  on  board  the  frigate,  he'll, 
that  is  your  Honour,  will  get  me  off;  but,  gentlemen, 
perhaps  you'll  stay  and  dine,  they're  heartily  wel- 
come, arn't  they,  Mary?  I  think  you  said  a  goose,  b 
it  a  big  one,  and  a  sirloin  ?"  Confound  the  fellow's 
impudence,  thought  Barnard,  he  already  thinks  him- 
self a^  home.  "Pray  stay,"  said  the  widow,  "you 
are  very  welcome." 

Our  friends,  however,  declined  the  invitation,  and 
dined  at  their  lodgings.  After  which,  Strickland  once 
more  bent  his  willing  steps  towards  the  centre  of  his 
hope, — his  love.  Returning  rather  late,  he  took  Mr. 
B.  aside,  saying,  "  It  is  my  happiness.  Sir,  to  infonn 
you,  that  I  have  spent  a  few  of  the  pleasantest,  sweet- 
est hours  of  my  life.     Madam  R.,  kindly  guessing 
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that  we  wished  to  be  alone,  leaving  me  with  my — 
sister,  to  enjoy  an  uninterrupted  conversation  of 
above  two  hours,  which  seemed  to  me  but  a  moment. 
She  has  oot  yet  overcome  the  shock  occasioned  by  our 
meeting.  I  have  told  her  the  hopes  I  entertain  as  it 
respects  our  son,  and  she  has  promised,  when  suffi- 
ciently recovered,  to  accompany  me  to  Orleans,  and 
question  the  girls  herself,  wisely  imagining  that  their 
delicacy  may  prevent  them  from  making  any  disco- 
veries to  a  Mian.  To-morrow  I  pass  the  day  with  her. 
the  thought  of  again  embracing  our  child  cheers  her 
heart:  this  conversation  with  her,  Barnard,  has  deve- 
bped  her  principles,  her  information;  and,  muck  as  I 
knew  before,  I  confess,  the  fund  of  knowledge  she 
possesses  quite  astonishes  me.  Oh !  my  friend,  I  am 
happy,  happy ;  it  is  not  the  mere  possession  of  her 
person  that  I  seek.  I  am  richly  blest  in  having  gained 
ber  heart.  I  have  told  her  that  an  Eoglish  gentle- 
man, and  his  son,  intend  to  take  their  passage  with 
us ;  that  you  are  a  stranger  to  the  business  which 
brought  me  to  Canada.  I  have  also  promised  to  in> 
troduce  you  to  her  as  soon  as  she  gets  better."  "I 
thank  you,  Strickland,  and  will  set  such  a  watch  upon 
my  lips,^my  looks,  that  she  shall  never  suspect  I 
know  the  secret ;  but  what  name  do  you  intend  to  call 
her?"  "Madam  Belcour,  her  maiden  name;  for. 
though  a  native  of  England,  she  is  of  French  extrac- 
tion. Robert  I  intend,  if  you  please,  to  take  with  me 
to-morrow."  "  I'm  glad  on't,  glad  on't,  Strickland, 
poor  child  \  he  needs  a  mother ;  if  Madam  Belcour, 
on  our  passage  home,  will  in  somewise  overlook  and 
form  him,  she  will  indeed  confer  a  mighty  obligation 
on  me :  and  mind  me,  Captain,  I  am  a  man  of  hut 
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few  words,  yet,  when  you  have  fouiid  your  son,  as  I 
am  almost  sure  you  will,  recollect  I  will  do  for  him 
what  once  you  wished  to  do  for  mine ;  that  is,  provide 
for  him  handsomely,  and  lend  him  a  helping  hand 
through  life ;  there,  there  now,  this  calls  for  no  reply, 
it  is  a  thing  settled  iu  my  mind,  and  'pon  my  word 
it  shall  be  so." 

Strickland  felt  the  full  force  of  Barnard's  friend- 
ship, and  shook  his  band  in  warmth  of  gratitude; 
after  which,  the  two  friends  having  agreed  to  write 
word  to  Graham  of  their  intention  to  dine  aboard  I 
with  him  on  Saturday,  they  sat  down  to  supper. 
"  Now,  my  boy,"  said  Strickland,  turning  to  Robert, 
"  how  fare  ye  1  think  not  that  though  I  have  another 
object  now  to  attract  my  notice,  it  engrosses  all  my 
heart;  I  still  think  of  yo«,  my  man,"  {Robert  bowed- 1 
"  How  liked  you  our  wooden  bulwark,  our  British 
frigate?  shows  she  not  her  teeth  bravely,  child?" 
"  She  does,  Sir,  if  by  her  teeth  you  mean  her  guns," 
"  I  do,  my  boy,  well  guessed,  I  see  there's  store  of 
brains  in  that  same  little  noddle,  you  will  do  well  to 
cultivate  them;  I  wilt  buy  some  books,  your  dad,  (ex- 
cuse the  freedom.  Sir,)  and  I  upon  the  passage  will 
take  our  turns  to  instruct  you ;  it  is  hard  indeed,  if, 
between  us  and  the  blessing  of  Providence  co-ope- 
rating, we  do  not  succeed  in  making  a  man  of  you, 
an  honest  man,  I  aim  at  nothing  higher,  for  justly  has 
the  poet  said, 

"An  honest  man  13  the  noblest  work  of  God." 
"  I  thank  you.  Sir,"  replied  the  youth,  "  and  if  you 
find  me  a  dull  scholar,  I  hope  it  will  not  be  from  want 
of  attention;  nor  will  I,  if  I  at  all  can  help  it.  shame 
your  pains."     "  I  will  be  sworn  thou  wilt  not." 
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Now  to  write  to  honest  Graham,  thought  the  Cap- 
tain, as  he  shut  the  chamber  door.  [  know  not  why 
I  always  apply  the  term  honest  to  him,  it  conies  as 
naturally  into  my  miod,  and  passes  as  freely  from  my 
Jips,  as  though  'twere  part  and  parcel  of  his  name. 
Surely  be  will  not  suspect  that  she  is  not  my  sister, 
thought  Strickland,  as  he  folded  up  the  letter.  I 
hftve  already  promised  the  poor  fellow  that  I  would 
return  with  him,  how  can  I,  then,  disappoint  him? 
He  has  met  with  many  losses  too,— our  passage- money 
will  be  a  little  lift.— it  must  be  so.  Now,  0  bed ! 
though  still  a  lonelij  bed,  contentedly  I'll  press  thee. 

What  up,  what  risen  before  the  sun  ?  said  our  hero 
to  himself,  lis  true,  I  am  ;  grey  morning  streaks  with 
sober  light  the  summits  of  yon  lofty  trees,  which,  tower- 
ing in  the  mist,  seem  loftier,  larger,  and  nearer  than 
they  really  are.  One  might  almost  think  Point  Levi, 
or  Point  Leavy,  as  Barney  calls  it,  was  but  a  stone's 
oast.  I'll  look  up  the  different  parts  of  Edward's 
manuscript,  and  read  them  to  my  Mary.  Edward! 
the  name  sounds  sweetly  to  my  ear,  would  that  I 
could  sav,  my  Edward  ; — perchance  at  some  not  distant 
day,  such,  such  may  be  my  happy  lot.  No  luggage 
arrived  yet!  I  feel  a  little  anxious  too  about  poor 
Peter;  surely  he  is  not  deceiving  that /onrf  wMuan, 
and  wedding  her  merely  for  her  wealth?  Barnard 
has  little  to  do:  I'll  get  him  to  question  him  closely 
upon  the  subject;  to  prevent  misery  is  almost  equal 
to  the  conferring  happiness.  There's  no  one  stirring 
in  the  house,  I'll  forth  and  take  the  morning  air. 

Strickland  strolled  carelessly  along  the  water  side 
from  wharf  to  wharf,  while  the  brisk  Canadians  bustled 
by  him  to  gain  their  ships,   and  resume  their  daily 
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labour.  Vast  qnantilies  of  fish  were  being  landed 
near  the  market,  and  boats  with  meat,  poultry,  aod 
vegetables  from  varions  parts  pushed  in,  in  swift  sbc- 
cession.  How  many  u.ork,  thought  he,  while  others 
sleep?  How  manyan  idler  is  there  resting  many  hours 
after  the  sun,  who  will  haggle  for  a  penny  in  the  price 
of  an  article  he  needs,  forgetting  that  the  poor  slave 
who  brings  his  produce  to  market,  has,  perhaps,  toiled 
all  night  in  cold  and  rain,  needs  every  farthing  he  can 
scratch  together,  to  pay  his  rent,  to  feed  and  clothe 
his  children  ^  this  conduct  on  the  part  of  the  opulent 
is  not  well.  But  passengers,  I  see,  are  landing,  and 
here's  Barney  too,  with  some  of  his  countrymen,  look- 
ing out  for  a  job  ;  the  fellow  is  industrious,  and  there- 
fore the  more  deserving  of  what  I  mean  to  do  for  him. 
Our  hero's  kind  heart  was  doubly  gratified,  by  dis- 
covering that  his  and  bis  fellow  traveller's  lu^age 
had  arrived,  and  by  being  able  to  give  Mr.  O'Sullivan 
and  his  croney,  Tim,  a  job  to  convey  it  to  Mr.  Clark's, 
"  Long  life  to  your  Honour!"  said  Barney,  "we  are 
the  boys,  sure,  that  will  take  them,  won't  we,  Tim?'' 
•'Arrah,  faith!  aud  yese  may  say  that !"  The  Captain 
soon  joined  the  family  at  the  breakfast  table.  "  You 
have  gained  the  start  of  us  to-day,  Sir."  said  Mr.  B. 
"  but  you  know  /  am  a  lay  a  bed — here's  Robert  longs 
to  accompany  you  in  your  morning  rambles."  "  I  do. 
Sir;  perhaps,  Captain,  when  you  walk  again,  you  will 
very  gently  knock  at  the  chamber  door,  so  as  not  to 
awake  my  father,  I'll  quickly  dress,  and  if  you  please, 
walk  with  you !"  "  What  says  your  father  to  it  I" 
said  Strickland.  "  [  am  most  willing.  Sir,"  said  he, 
"  the  little  flatterer  has  taken  such  possession  of  mj 
heart,  that  he  already  knows  I  cannot  refuse  him  i 
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thing."  After  breakfast,  Strickland  spent  the  live- 
long day  with  his  sister,  and  thought  it  short;  to 
have  seen  him  hang  upon  her  chair,  watch  every  look, 
anticipate  each  little  want,  a  stranger  would  have 
said,  "This,  this  is  an  adoring  lover,  rather  than  a 
wronged  husband ,"  but  her's  were  accomplishments, 
attractions,  far  above  the  common  sort, — to  a  figure 
of  imposing  majesty,  a  gait  of  dignity,  fine  features, 
full,  expressive  eyes; — was  joined  the  softness,  grace, 
and  delicacy  of  a  virgin  in  her  teens ;  but  had  this 
been  all,  it  bad  not  been  enough  to  captivate  our  hero, 
but  when  she  spoke,  such  degance,  such  soft  persua- 
sion dwelt  upon  her  pouting  lips,  that  he  hung  enrap- 
tured o'er  her,- — seemed  not  to  move,  or  breathe,  lest 
he  should  lose  one  honeyed  accent. 

Madam  Renvoyze,  who  was  an  adept  at  music, 
after  tea  sat  down  to  the  piano;  and,  by  dint  of 
much  persuasion,  Strickland's  sister  played  and  sang 
'  My  Native  Highland  Home,'  with  such  taste  and 
feeling,  as  drew  a  tear  of  hope,  of  retrospection  into 
our  hero's  eye.  "Thank  Heaven!"  thought  he, 
"  my  Mary  and  myself  will  soon  behold  our  native 
English  home."  "  I  love  music,"  said  Madam  Bel- 
cour,  "love  it  dearly,  cheerful  or  sad,  I  can  always 
find  an  air  to  please  me ;  with  Madam  K.  I  have  often 
played  and  sang  that  favourite  ballad,  '  Mary's 
Dream ;'  her  voice  is  an  excellent  second."  "  Then, 
pray,  my  dear,  let  us  have  it  now!  my  presence 
cannot,  of  course,  at  all  affect  the  performance  ;  then 
one  more  air  is  all  I'll  ask  you  for  to-night."  She 
sat  down  to  the  instrument,  it  was  twilight,  and  its 
chaste  light  beamed  full  upon  her  lofty  marble  fore- 
head, her  fine  eyes  were  uplifted,  and  her  fingers  wan- 


Sa  THE   FUGITIVES; 

derin^  o'er  the  keys  by  way  of  prelude— Strickland 
felt  entranced,  and  whispered  to  himself,  "And  is 
that  beiD^  once  again  my  own '  She  is,  I  feel  it 
here,"  laying  his  hand  impressively  upon  his  heart; 
"but  list!  my  soul,  nor  lose  one  tender  plaintive 
note — 


At  the  conclusion  of  the  song,  her  pennve  face 
was  hathed  in  tears,  she  turned  a  look  of  tend^ness, 
of  supphcation,  towards  her  faithful  Strickland,  "I 
am  ill,  Robert,  leave  me,  now,  to  take  repose;  but 
first  I  will  play  yon  the  air  yon  mean— the  air  I 
nightly  played  when  you  were  in  the  '  service,'  when 
absent  figbting  your  country's  battles,  and  bravely 
warring  for  your  country's  king.  I  mourned  your 
absence,  but  still  looked  forward  with  hope,  with  con- 
fidence,  for  your  return ;  I  anticipated  the  pleasure 
of  meeting  you ;  yes,  a  faithful  wife  longed  for  the 
quick  return  of  a  no  less  faithful  husband.  But,  Oh ! 
Strickland,  bow  is  it  with  me  itow!  I  feel  abashed  to 
meet  your  tender  gaze— I  feel — forgive  me ! — go- 
stay  not  so  long  to-morrow,  use  me,  Robert,  to  see 
you  by  degrees. "  "  No  more,  my  Mary !  no  more,  my 
love!  you  have  forgotten  our  solemn  contract — that 
all  that  is  past  is  never  again  to  be  dwelt  upon,  do, 
not  even  in  thought ;  come,  my  love,  shake  off  these 
gloomy  retrospections,  and  play  the  air,  and  let  % 
see  if  you  have  guessed  the  one  I  mean. 

"Oh  where!  and  Oh  where!  is  your  Higiiland  laddie  gone? 
He's  gone  to  fight  the  Freocfa  for  King  Geoife  upon  his  tti 
And  its  Oh  I  in  m;  heart,  and  I  wish  him  safe  at  faomc." 
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"  Thanks !  thanks,  my  dear !  it  is  the  same,  pro- 
ceed no  farther.  It  is  too  much  for  yos.  One  chaste 
embrace,  and  then  farewell ;  to-morrow  I  will  but 
spend  an  boar  with  you,  and  then  aboard  the  ship  in 
which  we  intend  to  sail,  to  dine," 

"  Well,  Strickland,"  said  Barnard  after  supper, 
"  mEiEter  Peter,  it  seems,  is  really  over  head  and  ears 
in  love  with  that  same  plump,  blooming  widow,  Mrs. 
Brown.  I  asked  him  if  it  was  cash  he  wanted,  offered 
to  give,  or  lend  him  some,  rather  than  that  he  should 
wed  a  woman  he  did  not  iove,  and  so  deceive  himself 
and  her.  He  replied,  '  I  thank  your  Honour,  I  thank 
you  heartily,  but  I've  made  up  my  mind,  I  love  her 
dearly.  Sir.'  '  And  pray,  Peter,'  said  I,  '  whatparticn- 
lar  feature,  attraction,  charm,  or  accomplishment,  has 
thas  ensnared  your  amorous  heart  V  '  The  whole.  Sir, 
the  whole,  for  take  her  all  in  all,  there  isn't  such  another 
in  all  Quebec.'  In  short.  Sir,  he  concluded  with  ob- 
serving, '  I  \oveker,  because  she  dearlydoats  on  we,' 
'  Be  to  her  a  kind  husband,  then,'  said  I.  '  Let  me  alone 
for  that,  Sir,'  replied  he.  And  now,  Strickland,  that 
it  is  a  done  thing,  it  strikes  me,  that  they  will  be  very 
comfortable,  and  what,  perhaps,  you willscarcely  credit, 
I  have  partly  promised  to  be  at  the  wedding,  and  to 
bring  you  with  me."  "  Perhaps  it  is  all  for  the  best," 
said  Strickland,  "  the  fellow  is  honest,  and  industrious, 
and  well  cut  out  for  the  profession;  the  difference  of 
their  ages  is,  at  most,  I  should  think,  six  years:  I 
heartily  wish  him  success."  Eariy  in  the  morning, 
Strickland  bounded  from  his  bed  full  of  life  and 
spirits  ;  a  glass  stood  opposite,  and  as  he  took  a  care- 
less glance,  he  observed  to  himself,  "  How  much  the 
mind  sympathizes  with  the  body  ?  restored  almost  to 
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happiDGSS,  health  bepiis  again  to  resume  her  empire 
over  my  cheeks  ;  I  look,  aod  what  is  still  belter,  I  feel 
another  man. — What !  raining  I  then  I  and  Hoberl 
lose  our  morning's  walk ;  I'll  take  him  with  me  on 
mj  visit,  his  presence  will  prevent  us  from  adverting 
to  the  painful  topic — past  errors." 

On  descending  to  breakfast,  Strickland  found  bit 
young  friend  there  before  him.  "What!  first  man 
at  the  breakfast  table,"  said  the  Capfmn,  "  you  grow- 
ing youngsters  feel  no  lack  of  appetite,  eh  i  did  yon 
hear  me  knock  this  morning ?"  "No,  Sir,  nor  dot 
think  you  did ;  I  laid  awake,  and  heard  the  rain  beat 
against  the  windows,  and  judged  you  would  not  walk 
this  morning  i  bntnow,  Sir,  see,  it  is_/Jne'"  "Iseeil 
is,  my  boy,  and,  with  your  father's  pennission,  I'll  take 
you  with  me  to  my  sisfer."  "With  all  my  heart, 
Sir,"  said  Mr.  B.,  just  entered.  On  their  way, 
Robert  turned  to  his  friend,  and  asked,  "  What  is 
your  sister's  name,  Sir?"  "Name,  child?  Oh! 
Madam  Belcour."  "Belcour!  it  is  a  pretty  name; 
she  will  not  be  angry  at  my  coming '.''  "'  No,  no,  my 
boy,  she  wishes  for  your  coming,  expects  you,"  "  I'm 
glad  of  it,  Sir ;  hut  see !  we  are  in  the  market-place, 
may  I  not  buy  some  fruit  to  take  the  lady  1"  "  Bj 
all  means,  if  you  wish  it  ?"  Strange  1  thought  be, 
that  this  idea  should  enter  into  the  boy's  mind;  in  niy 
visits  1  never  so  much  as  thought  of  taking  her  any 
thing— Kofaert  has  taught  me  a  lesson;  he  cannot 
have  already  discovered  that  ladies  like  tittle  presents, 
little  attentions,  but  if  he  has  not,  'tis  like,  ere  many 
years  he  will,  and  find  out  too,  that  they  like  many  of 
them ;  but  here  he  comes,  loaded,  and  putting  up  his 
purse,  it  seems  too  large  a   sum   to   intrust  to  the 
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haods  of  such  a  youth.  Strickland  might  have  as 
well  said  so,  for  the  shrewd  boj  guessed  the  meaning 
of  his  astonished  look,  and  said,  "  I  spend  but  little 
on  myself.  Sir,  and  shall  reserve  the  contents  of  this 
for  those  I  may  see  in  want."  I  could  hug  him, 
thought  our  hero,  for  possessing  a  feeling  heart. 
"  If  such  is  the  use,  my  boy,  you  mean  to  put  it  to, 
the  sum  can  scarcely  be  too  great ;  but  let  me  caution 
you  to  let  prudence  and  discrimination  direct  your 
generosity,  otherwise,  while  you  enrich  the  extrava- 
gant, the  idle,  and  debauched,  you  exhaust  that  fund, 
which,  if  properly  applied,  might  bless  the  unfortunate, 
industrious,  and  therefore,  deserving  poor."  "I  am 
never  by  myself.  Sir,"  said  the  youth,  "you,  or  my 
father,  are  always  at  hand,  and  I  can  apply  to  either 
for  ad  vice,  before  I  dispose  of  any  sum  of  consequence." 

A  few  minutes  sufficed  to  introduce  our  little  tra- 
veller to  Madam  Belcour  and  her  friend ;  he  made 
his  eutre,  and  presented  the  fruit  with  such  ease  and 
natural  politeness,  as  charmed  our  hero,  and  pleased 
the  ladies.  "  Where  can  this  child,  who  is  scarcely 
twelve,"  thought  he,  "have  acquired  all  this  grace 
and  politeness,  it  must  be  a  natural  gift,  oi  is  rather 
the  offspring  of  good  nature,  of  a  desire  to  please." 
Both  ladies  played  some  airs  to  Robert,  he  was  quite 
delighted,  it  was  the  first  time  the  rich  tunes  of  a 
piano  had  reached  his  ear,  "  May  I  come  again.  Sir?" 
whispered  he  to  Strickland.  "  Let  us  first  hear  what 
the  ladies  say,"  was  bis  reply. 

A  couple  of  hours  passed  io  agreeable  conversation, 
and  wheu  our  hero  rose  to  take  his  leave.  Madam 
Belcour  said,  "  You  will  let  me  often  see  your  little 
friend,  Sir ;  he  is  a  man  in  miniature,  and  calls  to 
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mf  mind  such  pleasing  thoughts,  sneh  joTful  hopes, 
that  I  tbiok  I  should  never  be  tired  of  his  company." 
Robert  felt  his  colour  rise.  Youth  are  not  insensible 
to  praise,  "  sod  from  the  lips  of  such  a  ladv,  too," 
thought  he.  He  wished  to  spuat,  yet  only  bowed. 
"Your  sister  has  but  anticipated  wy  wishes.  Captain," 
said  Madam  R.  "  You  will  come  and  see  us  often, 
I  hope,  my  little  Sir!"  "1  teill.  Madam,"  eageriy 
replied  the  frank  boy.  "  as  often  as  you  please,  and 
thank  ye  too,  ladies."  "  Yon  see  he  will  be  a  moh," 
said  Strickland,  smiling. 

At  the  gangway  of  the  Venus,  our  friends  were 
welcomed  by  tbe  open-hearted  Graham.  "  Strick- 
land, my  tar,"  said  he,  "  I  need  not  say  bow  glad  I 
am  to  see  you ;  and  you,  Mr.  Barnard.  And  here  I 
see,"  turning  to  Robert,  "is  another  old  shipmate, 
lam  rejoiced  lo  see  you,  my  little  tar;  you  have 
grown,  I  find."  "  Surely,  Graham,"  said  our  hero, 
"you  take  every  body  for  tars?"  "Every  honest 
heart  I  do.  But  come  below,  my  friends :  I  have 
been  expecting  you.  The  Venus,  you  see,  has  got 
safe  back ;  the  old  girl  still  carries  a  clean  pair  of 
beels.  We  were  too  late  for  convoy,  sailed  a  fort- 
night after  the  fleet,  and  after  all,  got  here  within  a 
week  as  soon  as  they.  I  have  mounted  a  couple  of 
'  bull  dogs '  more ;"  (Robert  stared :  "  Teeth, — teeth, 
child,"  whispered  Strickland;)  "with  our  six  guns 
and  two  swivels,  I'll  warrant  us  a  match  for  a  priva- 
teer with  fourteen." 

An  excellent  dinner  was  soon  served  up,  after 
which  an  arrangement  was  made  for  the  ]>assage  of 
Mr.  B.  and  his  son,  for  Strickland  and  his  sister,  and_ 
also  for  a  maid,  whom  he  contemplated  hiring. 


OR,   A   TRIP   TO   CANADA.  443 

shall  be  a  snng^  party  of  ourselves/'  said  Graham ;  "  I'll 
take  no  more."    Here  Strickland  took  an  opportunity 
to  beg  a  passage  for  Barney.    "  Send  the  Pat  aboard," 
said  Graham;  ''I  can  employ  him  in  scrubbing  the 
sides,  washing  the  decks,  or  manning  the  falls,  and  will 
pay  him  by  the  day,  the  same  as  the  gang  in  the  hold ; 
for  we  must  be  ready  in  ten  days,  or  we  shall  lose  con- 
voy :  the  other  ships  were  partly  laden  when  we  ar- 
rived."    ''  I  am  glad  to  hear  we  go  so  soon,"  said 
Strickland.    Graham  pushed  the  grog  around.    <'  And 
so,  my  little  gentleman,  we  are  to  have  you  for  a 
cabin  passenger  this  time,  it  seems.     Mind  but  your 
P*s  and  Q's,  and  Strickland  and  I  will  teach  you  how 
to  box  the  compass ;  and  if  you  choose  to  be  a  sailor, 
who  knows  but  we  may  fit  you  to  be  made  an  adrni* 
ral  ?     Here's  your  health  my  boy ;  and  here's  your 
sister's,  old  messmate.    D — n  me  if  I  a'nt  glad  we  are 
going  to  have  a  woman  in  the  ship ;  it  will  be  like 
living  in  a  white-limed  chamber ; — you'll  stay  aboard 
all  night  ?    111  contrive  to  stow  ye  away  somewhere. 
Ho !  boy !  another  decanter  of  brandy  ! — d'ye  hear  ? 
I  saw  your  daughter,  Sir,"  turning  to  Barnard ;  "she's 
a  sailor :  I  mean  a  lady,  every  inch  of  her."     "  I  am 
glad  you  did.  Captain,"  said  Mr.  B.     "  But  it  grows 
late  :  'tis  time  we  landed."     In  spite  of  honest  Geor- 
die's  importunities,  our  friends  landed  at  an  early 
hour,  and  Strickland  sent  word  to  Barney,  to  repair  on 
board  the  Venus  by  daybreak  on  the  following  day. 

While  the  party  sat  at  supper,  a  knocking  was 
heard  at  the  door.  "Sure,"  said  Strickland,  "I  know 
that  voice.  'Tis  she  herself — poor  Margery  Brown ! 
and  dripping  too  with  wet.  You  know  her,  Robert?" 
"  Indeed  I  do.  Sir ;  I  have  reason  to  know  and  re- 
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spect  her."  "Walk  in,  and  welcome,"  said  oor  hero; 
"  you  have  had  a  rooghish  journey  of  it ! "  "I  have. 
Sir,  but  I  am  near  at  home;  a  few  miles  from  this 
place,  I  have  a  sister ;  I  only  need  a  lodging  for  the 
night.  Thank  God !  I  have  left  my  madoess  upou 
the  '  Border.'  I  should  not  have  hurried  here  so  soon. 
Sir,  but  I  thought,  perhaps  you  might  be  gone ;  for  a 
day  or  two  ago,  in  looking  over  the  chest.  Dame 
Bussel  found  a  little  box,  with  this  directian ;  it  ap- 
pears to  have  been  long  written : — '  If  aught  betide 
me,  this  for  R.  Barnard,  it  is  his  own, — ^T.  Barnard.' 
I  thought,  perhaps  it  might  be  of  consequence."  "  I 
thank  yon,  ma'am ;  we  all  thank  you ;  but  thit  is 
Robert's  father:  the  box  I'll  hand  to  Aim."  "So  that 
the  poor  child  gets  it,"  said  the  old  woman,  ■'  'tis 
all  one  to  Margaret."  Barnard  opened  (he  box,  and 
hastily  glanciDg  at  its  contents,  said  to  himself:— 
"  Tltis  for  Edward  Williams ;  if  he  is  Strickland's  son, 
it  shall  be  his  own." 

The  faithful  and  kind-hearted  old  woman  was 
promptly  accommodated  with  a  bed,  and  Strickland 
having  requested  that  she  would  not  leave  Quebec  on 
the  morrow,  before  he  had  had  some  conversation 
with  her,  they  all  retired  to  rest. 


CHAPTER  XXVI. 


I 


"Then,  oh  !  proiecl  the  hardy  Ur, — be  mindful  of  his 
Andwhenagainyou'replung'diii  war,  he'll  show  his  daring  spirit" 

Strickland  arose  early.  It  was  the  morning  of 
a  fine  autumnal  day ;  the  summer's  sun  had  tinged  the 
trees  and  fields  with  a  golden  tint;  all  was  still  and  si- 


OR,  A   TRIP   TO   CANADA.  445 

lent  in  the  port;  the  sturdy  sons  of  labour  had  not  yet 
left  their  balmy  sleep;  save  when  now  and  then  a  canoe 
or  boat  passed  by  for  market,  all  seemed  tranquil — 
calm  as  death.  *'  How  well,"  thought  he,  ''  accords 
this  peaceful  scene  with  my  now  peaceful  soul !  I 
have  found  the  dear  object  which  I  came  to  seek,  and 
should  Edward  be  my  long-lost  child,  I  yet  may  clasp 
a  prize  I  fancied  lost  for  ever.  Is  Robert  awake,  or 
sleeps  he  still?  I'll  softly  knock."  '*Vm  getting 
ready.  Sir,"  whispered  the  delighted  boy,  through  the 
key-hole.  In  a  few  minutes  they  were  in  the  street. 
**  This  is  kind,  very  kind.  Captain  Strickland,  to  take 
so  much  trouble  to  oblige  me.  Papa  is  still  asleep.; 
It  wants  three  hours  to  breakfast  time."  ''  It  does, 
my  boy ;  we've  ample  time  to  take  a  round.  This  is 
the  Roman  Catholic  cathedral,  and  though  scarcely 
six  o*clock,  you  see  some  aged  women  crossing  its  ve- 
nerable portal,  to  pay  their  early  devotions  to  the  Vir- 
gin. Poor  mistaken  beings !  And  yet,  alas!  how  few 
there  are  of  us,  with  all  our  privileges  of  better  know- 
ledge,— sounder  faith, — a  purer  creed,  that  pay  that 
devotion  to  the  true  God,  which  they  do  to  the  Vir- 
gin, or  her  image  ?  You  hear  a  church  bell  chiming, 
— *ti8  the  Angeleuse,  or  Ave  Maria, — Hail !  Mary, 
full  of  grace,  8cc., — and  rung  in  the  Roman  churches 
early  each  morning,  in  honour  of  her.  Let's  in,  my 
boy;  we  can  return  our  thanks  to  our  Creator  for 
his  blessings,  and  lay  before  him  all  our  wants,  in  any, 
place,  and  sure  our  prayers  will  not  be  less  acceptable, 
though  offered  up  in  such  a  church  as  thb."  On  en* 
tering,  Strickland  whispered,  "  This,  Robert,  is  holy 
water,  with  which  the  Catholics  cross  themselves  on 
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entering  their  churches.  We  need  it  not ;  for  if  our 
hearts  are  right  with  God,  he  will  accept  our  prayers 
for  his  Son's  sake  :  but  if  the;  are  not,  'tis  not  a  sea 
of  holy  water  can  make  them  so."  Strickland  knelt 
down,  and  at  some  distance  from  him,  Robert.  On 
quitting  the  cathedral,  be  turned  to  Robert:  "  I  feel 
refreshed  in  soul,  my  boy.  'Tis  well  to  know  we 
have  a  Friend  to  fly  to,  when  we  need  his  aid;  'tis 
also  well  to  thank  him  when  he  has  helped  us.  It  is 
probable,  my  boy,  we  shall  not  spend  many  months 
together,  and  careless  as  I  am  myself,  I  am  not  often 
in  a  frame  to  give  advice  to  you  ;  but  bear  in  mind, 
my  child,  that  if  your  God  is  not  your  friend,  vain 
and  futile  is  the  friendship  of  the  world.  Wisdom, 
Robert,  is  good,  and  so  is  learning;  but  while  we 
strive  to  grow  wiser,  be  it  also  our  study  to  grow 
better."     "  I  shall  recollect  your  kind  advice.  Sir." 

"  But  see,"  conlinued  Strickland,  "  the  busy  bust- 
ling of  the  labouring  world  begins ;  the  people  swarm 
into  the  streets,  and  the  active  hum  of  industry  com- 
mences. Let  us  to  the  fields,  Robert."  Strickland 
and  his  youn^  companion  walked  along  the  beach, 
until  they  reached  Wolfe's  Cove.  "  This  cove,  my 
boy,  jiov}  lined  with  masts  and  timber,  was  once 
covered  with  British  soldiers, — with  Britons,  whose 
valiant  hearts  beat  high  for  fame,  their  country's 
glory,  and  the  security  of  their  own  fire-sides.  Up 
this  steep  passage,  which  was  then  more  inaccessible, 
the  General  led  his  warlike  band  to  victory.  We  will 
ascend :  such  exercise  as  this,  Master  Barnard,  is 
good  for  youth,  nor  is  it  bad  for  age  when  with  thai 
age  there's  strength  to  take  it." "  At  length  we've 


OK,  A  rmiT  TO  CASADA.  4/B 


reached  tlw  top.  Tm  MhMBt  out  flf  Imsadi.  Before, 
and  at  our  feet  lolk  tbe  waQCgHc  irver,  ia  its  passage 
to  the  sea,  while  on  its  bosom  floals  the  wealth  of 
many  nations;  oa  onr  left,  and  /utting  oat  towards 
the  river,  is  Cape  Diuaoad,  crowned  with  the  dta- 
del."  And  walking  farther  on,  he  observed,  **  These 
bmnUe  stones  leannd  as  of  flie  fate  of  WaUe,  and  of 
his  brave  adTermr,  Monlcafaa.  Here,  guns,  ramparts, 
and  ditches  fcnat  a  strong  defence.  We^U  enter  at 
the  gate,  and  so  pass  through  the  npper  towo.^ 

*'  Knock,  Robert,  we  are  at  hoaie.     Home!  hotme! 

thou  pleasing  sound!     And  jet  'tis  bat  a  temporary 

home.     Speed — speed  your  laboars,  Graham,  and  let 

me  once  again  trav^ae  the  aughty  flood  which  rolls 

betwixt  oar  coontry  and  America.*'    Breakfast  oweTf 

Strickbnd  paid  another  visit  to  his  sister,  and  with 

her  fixed  a  day  to  visit  the  ishmd  of  Orleans.     His 

stay  was  short.     "  111  call  agaia,  my  dear,''  said  he ; 

*'  I  have  forgotten  that  a  poor  old  woman  expects  this 

moraiDg  to  see  me;   perhaps  ere  this  she  has  left 

Qnebec ;   both  I  and  Mr.  Barnard  owe  her  much : 

'tis  hard  indeed  if  we  canaot  between  us  aid  her,  if 

she  needs  our  help."     "  Go,  Strickland  ! — go !  ever 

considerate,  ever  kind,  and  prosper  in  your  beneficent 

intentions." 

Strickland  lost  no  time  in  reaching  Mr.  Clark's, 
and  found  old  Margery  preparing  for  departure.  "  1 
thought.  Sir,  you  had  forgotten  a  poor  old  woman 
like  me,  and  was  just  a-going  to  my  sister ;  perhaps 
she  will  forget  me  too ;  for  who  cares  to  recognise  an 
old  acquaintance  in  distress  ? 
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' '  Thus  with  kind  words  Sir  Edward  cheer'd  his  friend 
Dear  Dick,  thou  oo  my  friendship  may'st  depend ; 
I  know  thy  fortune  is  but  very  scant, 
But  be  assnr'd  I'll  ne'er  see  Dick  in  want. 
Dick's  soon  confin'd — his  friend,  no  doubt,  would  ftee 
His  word  he  kept — in  want  he  ne'er  would  ; 


} 


"But,  mj  good  Mrs.  Brown,  every  man  is  not  a 
Sir  Edward.  I  am  returned  on  purpose  to  inquire 
whether  you  need  any  assistance,  for  I  ara  much 
indebted  to  your  kindness."  "  Think  not.  Sir,  I 
allude  to  you.  I  need  no  aid,  and  therefore  shall 
accept  aoaei  but  I  thank  your  kindness  just  as  much 
as  if  1  did.  My  sister  is  well  to  do,  and  I  am  still 
young  enough  to  pursue  an  early  occupation — that  of 
teaching  a  little  village  school.  From  sucb  a  school, 
in  New  England,  I  married  Mr.  Brown,  a  farmer  in 
the  neighbourhood,  and  many  years  of  happiness  we 
spent  together,  until  the  Indians, — the  horrid  savages, 
began  to  make  incursions.  We  seemed  as  if  signaled 
out  as  the  objects  of  their  peculiar  resentment :  twice 
was  our  cattle  driven  off,  twice  did  tbey  fire  our  out- 
houses, and  once  attempt  to  burn  the  cottage.  We 
had  no  rest  neither  uight  nor  day,  but  lived  in  con- 
tinual apprehension  of  them. 

"  One  fatal  night,  when  we  had  for  some  time  beard 
nothing  of  them,  and  we  were  left  alone  with  our  two 
sons,  one  sixteen,  the  other  eighteen,  we  retired  to 
rest  in  fancied  security.  Soon  after  midnight,  the 
house  was  broken  into  by  a  band  of  drunken  savages. 
Never  shall  I  forget  their  discordant  yells ;  they  rob- 
bed our  dwelling,  and  in  spite  of  our  cries  and  resist- 
ance, bound  and  carried  us  off  with  them.  From  some 
distance  I  turned  my  head,  and  had  the  mortification 
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to  see  oar  once  peaceful^  respectable  dwelling,  our  alt, 
eaveloped  in  flames.  Twas  then  the  first  8|>arks  of 
temporary  madness  flashed  across  my  brain.  We 
travelled  with  them  many  days ;  during  which  time 
we  helped  to  carry  their  baggage,  and  the  skins  they 
took  in  hunting ;  and  when  hongry,  fatigued,  and 
sad,  we  loitered  with  our  burdens,  they  whipped,  and 
kicked  us  with  the  most  brutal  fury.  My  poor  Brown, 
too,  from  his  losses  and  ill-treatment,  sustained  this 
wretched  life  but  a  fortnight.  My  brain  became  more 
and  more  disordered.  I  recollect  nothing  that  hap- 
pened for  a  week  or  two  afterwards,  save  that  in  a 
skirmish  with  the  whites,  while  all  the  Indians  ware 
engaged,  I  fled.  Since  which  I  have  travelled,  some* 
times  barefoot,  through  all  the  Northern  States  ;  but 
no  tidings  have  I  ever  heard,  and  now,  alas !  per- 
haps, I  never  shall,  of  my  sweet  boys.  Oh,  Sir, 
forgive  my  emotion !"  ''  1  do,  I  can,  Mrs.  Brown,  ap- 
preciate your  feelings.''  "  Sucb  ooble*minded  youths! 
so  spirited,  and  yet  so  tractable !  My  poor  husband, 
rest  his  soul,  had  no  learning ;  and  therefore  laboured 
under  many  disadvantages.  I  resolved  it  should  not 
be  so  with  the  boys,  and  taught  them  all  I  knew. 
They  were  looked  up  to  as  patterns  by  all  the  neigh- 
bouring villagers.  If  any  asked,  '  Whose  sprightly 
boys  are  these?'  the  reply  was,  *  The  well-instructed 
sons  of  farmer  Brown.'  Alas,  these  poor  old  eyes 
will  ne'er  again  behold  them.  I  am  a  poor  bereaved» 
horribly  bereaved,  old  woman.  I  must  go,  Sir,  go  at 
once,  or  I  shall  talk  and  think,  and  think  and  talk, 
'till  I  relapse  again  to  madness.  The  American  took 
me  home.  I  knew  not  then  he  was  a  robber ;  and 
when  I  did,  resolved  to  fly  the  place.  The  very  night 
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in  vhicb  I  intended  to  put  my  plan  in  execution, 
arrived  the  boy,  my  pretty  darling  !  Robert.  I  saw 
he  was  unhappy — loved  and  pitied  him  for  my  own 
lost  children's  sake ;  and  having  learnt  his  little  story, 
determined  to  wait  an  opportunity  to  fly  together. 
Your  timely  visit,  Sir,  rescued  the  boy,  put  to  flight 
the  band,  procured  me  wealth  enough  to  soothe  MJ 
declining  age,  'as  far  as  paltry  wealth  can  do  it ;  ami 
to-night,  I  trust  to  sleep  under  the  roof  of  a  sister, 
whom  I  have  not  seen  for  years,  but  know  to  be  alive." 
Here  Mr.  Barnard  entered.  "  You  are  that  child's 
father.  Sir ;  let  my  old  eyes  but  once  more  behold 
his  rosy  face !  and  then  I  quit  your  presence,  gentle- 
men, for  ever."  "  You  shall,  Ma'am.  Here,  Ro- 
bert, my  son,  come  in,  come  in,  and  take  farewell  of 
her  who  has  been  to  you  a  friend,  a  benefactress." 
Robert  entered,  and  with  gratitude  and  affection,  ap- 
proached her.  Her  left  hand  rested  on  his  head,  while 
with  her  right  she  gently  removed  a  solitary  tress  of 
grey,  "  Robert,  I  see  'tis  yon,  and  see  you  with  a  parent 
too.  Heaven  bless  and  prosper  you,  my  child,  where'er 
you  go !  and  may  my  children  find  a  parent,  boy,  as 
thou  hast  found.  But  it  must  not,  cannot  be  :  such  a 
joy  as  this  would  be  too  great  a  boon  to  confer  on  poor 
old  Marg'ry— widowed  Marg'ry  !  One  kiss !  farewell ! 
gentlemen,  farewell !"  She  hastily  quitted  the  room, 
her  last  look  lingering  on  the  boy.  "  She  has  drank 
deeply,  too  deeply  of  the  cup  of  sorrow,"'  thought 
Strickland.  "  May  she  find  her  children,  find  pence, 
find  happiness  to  smoothe  her  now  short  passage  In 
the  grave !  What,  in  tears,  Robert,  my  man  ?  why 
fall  those  pearly  drops?"  "  I  cannot  stay  them.  Sir: 
for  hours  and  hours,  when  we  were  left  alone,  she'd 
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I  ait  and  weep  on  one  aide  the  fire,  while  I  sat  crying 
OD  the  other,  to  hear  the  sad  tale  of  how  she  lost  her 
IS."  Monday  afternoon  was  most  agreeably  spent 
by  the  father  and  son  and  our  hero,  at  the  house  of 
Madame  Kenvoyze ;  and  returning  early  to  await  the 
coming  of  Graham,  who  was  expected,  Mr.  Bar- 
nard, by  the  way,  expressed  in  the  warmest  manner 
bis  admiration  and  respect  for  Madam  Belcour. 
They  had  scarcely  entered  and  taken  their  seats,  ere  a 
loud  rat-a-tat  announced  the  arrival  of  the  commander 
of  the  Venus.  A  bow!  of  punch  was  soon  made,  and 
nearly  as  soon  emptied.  Graham  was  highly  amused 
with  the  account  of  Peter's  intended  wedding ;  but 
observed,  "God  help  the  poor  widow;  her  pockets 
had  Deed  to  be  well  lined  with  the  yellow  hoys ;  or, 
damn  the  fellow,  he'll  eat  her  out  of  house  and  home  ; 
I  shall  never  forget  how  he  poked  his  queer  phiz  out 
between  the  dead  eyes  of  the  Newfoundland  schooner : 
I'll  warrant  me  he  provides  a  substantial  wedding 
dinner — let's  all  be  there  to  see.  I  don't  blame  the 
fellow  for  making  a  match  of  it,  if  'tis  a  good  one, 
The  bowl's  empty ;  I  say,  Mrs.  Clark,  just  please  to 
fill  another,  and  let  it  be  sweet,  hot,  strong,  and  plenty 
of  it, — you've  lived  long  enough  in  Quebec,  I'm  sure, 
to  know  what  sort  of  punch  we  sailors  like."     "  It 

'  shall  be  to  your  liking,  Sir."  Here  Mr.  Barnard 
whispered  to  the  landlord  to  take  Robert  into  the 
kitchen  to  give  him  a  slice  of  something  good,  and 
see  him  safe  to  bed.  At  the  same  time  Strickland  in- 
quired whether  Barney  had  paid  the  Venus  a  visit  or 
not  i  "  Indeed,  hi/  my  iowl,  he  has ;  and  a  handy 
fellow  he  is  too.  He  has  one  fault,  for  which  I  should 
have  taken  him  to  be  a  Scot."     "  What's  that,  Gra- 
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ham?"  "  Why,  having  got  his  little  finger  in,  he 
strives  to  thrust  in  all  his  body."  "  How  so?"  "  He 
has  been  boring  me  to  take  one  Tim,  a  brother  Pat, 
a  broth  of  a  lad,  as  he  calls  him,  and  fit  for  any  thing 
atallatall:  hut  damn  me  if  I  do;  for  Tim,  perhaps, 
would  be  after  wanting  to  recommend  Paddy;  aod 
Paddy  would  beg  for  Dennis,  till,  by  St.  Patrick,  we 
should  all  be  Irish,  and  the  ship's  name  Murphy.  Bui 
what  a  time  she  is  in  making  the  punch  I  She  wants 
the  loan  of  my  lemon  squeezers ;"  exhibiting  a  large  paii 
of  hands.  "  Bravo,  bravo!  mistress,  this  looks  like 
something ! — keep  the  water  hot,"  "  Why,  surely.  Sir, 
you  will  not  want  another  V  "  Then,  surely,  Ma'am,  I 
shall.  The  first  was  Mr.  Barnard's  bowl — this  is 
mine,  and  Strickland's  is  to  come.  Come,  my  boys, 
here's  to  ye! — better  luck  still.  If  the  mistress  was 
out  of  hearing,  I'd  give  ye  such  a  toast. — Here's 
what  all  sailors  like."  "  'Tis  a  wonder  then  that 
you  are  not  married?"  "  Not  I,  Strickland.  When 
younger  I  had  a  wife  in  every  port.  Those  were  glo- 
rious days,  my  tar — I'm  growing  better."  "  Fie,  fie '. 
pray  flatter  not  yourself  that  you  quit  your  vices; 
when,  man,  'tis  but  your  vices  quitting  you."  "  Vice. 
indeed ! — come,  come,  you  won't  mind  that.  What 
sailor  ever  thought  that  courting  was  a  vice — dam'me 
if  I  did  not  know  you  were  a  tar  by  the  cut  of  your 
jih,  I  should  take  you  for  one  of  the  lack-a-daisy 
folks."  "  Perhaps  I  am,  Graham;  and  shall,  there- 
fore, give  my  advice  as  one,"  said  our  hero,  laughing. 
"  and  that  is — Marry,  marry,  Graham."  "  I  have  mar- 
ried, Graham,  long  enough ;  you  mean  marry  first ; 
I'll  warrant  me  she's  a  Graham  afterwards.  To  tdl 
the  truth,  my  tar,   I   begin  to  dislike  this  solitary, 
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mawkish  life,  this  cursed  old  baclielorism.  An  old 
bachelor,  like  an  old  crow,  is  pecked  at  by  all  the 
other  birds— your  married  folks,  jour  single  folks, 
and  all  jour  folks  think  him  a  lawful  prey; — one 
plucks  a  feather — Oh,  confound  them  all,  I  say;  not 
one  will  sew  a  button  on  bis  breeches,  without  ex- 
pecting back  its  weight  in  silver ;  and  then  there's 
such  a  one  has  got  such  a  clever  boy,  '  The  very  pic- 
ture of  you.  Captain  Graham,'  says  the  mother. 
'  Wants  a  little  pushing  in  the  world,'  observes  the 
father.  *  He's  very  fond  of  you,  perhaps  you  could 
recommend  him — do  something  for  him,'  adds  the 
grandam.  Damn  the  whole  set,  saj  I.  I  mean  tf) 
pass  in  future  for  a  married  man  with  seven  children.'' 
"  Why  not  really  marry,  and  become  the  father  of 
seven!"  "Not  I,  faith.  I  begin  to  hate  the  trou- 
ble; 8ome  day,  perhaps,  you'll  see  me  wed  a  widow, 
with  seven  ready  made — '  ready  made;  equal  to  be- 
spoke.' Then  what  a  flourish  will  there  be  in  the 
newspaper — '  Married  on  Monday,  Tuesday,  (or  any 
day)  last  week,  the  respectable  and  intrepid  Captain 
Graham,  bachelor  (there  they  are  out),  to  the  amiable 
widow  Willing ;  and  it  gave  us  great  pleasure  to 
observe  with  what  grace  and  elegance  the  youthfnl 
bridegroom  (you  know  I  am  but  fifty-three !),  led  the 
blushing  widow  to  the  hymeneal  altar!'  Confound 
much  ado  about  nothing,  say  I.  Why  not  say  at  once 
*  This  day.  Parson  Tackem,  spliced  Captain  Graham 
to  widow  Willing.'"  "  Ha,  ha!"  rejoined  Strick- 
land, "  and  to  make  it  rhyme,  put—'  for  which  hie 
paid  a  seven-shilling, — piece,'  I  see  wont  come  in." 
"  But,"  said  Mr.  Barnard,  "  it  really  makes  one  sick 
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to  see  such  accounts  ia  newspapers.  What,  id  the 
name  of  heaven,  can  it  concern  the  world,  whether 
Captain  Graham,  Ciiptain  Strickland,  or  Mr.  Bar- 
nard, is  either  married  or  buried?  But  I  see  the 
punch  is  out;  'tis  growing  late,  Graham, — here's 
Mrs.  Clark  to  lay  the  cloth.  Come,  take  a  snack  of 
supper,  and  then  we'll  see  yon  to  the  boat,"  "  Avast 
there,  my  hearty !  you  don't  see  the  back  of  Geordie 
Graham  till  he  has  seen  the  bottom  of  Stricklaod't 
bowl;  I  shall  not  heave  a-head  a  minute  before — if  I 
do  I'm  a  Dutchman." 

Supper  ended,  the  other  bowl  was  brought — Gn- 
bam  drank,  and  sang — '  Begone  dull  care.'  "  Hera's 
a  toast,  gentleman,  '  Here's  the  wind  that  blows — ths 
ship  that  goes- — and  the  loss  that  loves  a  sailor.*  I 
haven't  seen  your  sister  yet,  Strickland,  she's  a  widow 
you  know ;  I  must  be  upon  the  look-out ;  get  my 
razors  new  set. — It  rains;  would  that  it  would  but 
rain  pimch."  "  If  it  did,"  replied  Barnard,  "  we 
should  often,  I  think,  see  you  standing  in  the  street 
with  your  mouth  wide  open,  or  lying  on  your  back  al 
the  bottom  of  a  water-spout."  "  There,  Sir,  you  are 
out  for  once,  for  in  that  case  it  would  become  a 
punch-spont. 

"  Round  about  the  punch-bowl,  see  how  we  siL" 

"  Come,  come,  Graham,"  said  onr  hero, 
friendly  tone,  "  'tis  no  use  sitting  longer  round  it, 
you  have  seen  the  bottom  of  it ;  let's  see  ye  to  the 
boat."  "Come  along  then,  my  hearties — empty,  eb! 
why,  and  had  it  been  as  big  as  the  devil's  punch-bowl 
on  Portsdown  Hill,  I'd  strive  hard  to  see  the  bottom 
of  it." 
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After  seeing  the  merry  Captain  to  the  boat,  our 
Mends  returned,  and  with  a  skinful  of  punch  retired 
to  rest.  It  acted  as  an  opiate  on  Strickland,  inso- 
much that  he  lost  his  morning  walk ;  and  after  break- 
fast left  his  friends  to  amuse  themselves,  while  he 
spent  the  day  with  Madam  Belcour.  That  evening, 
he  resolved  on  the  morrow  to  pay  a  visit,  with  Mr. 
Barnard  and  his  son,  to  the  Captain  of  the  frigate. 
Accordingly,  after  his  usual  morning  visit  with  the 
persons  before  alluded  to,  they  proceeded  on  board 
the  frigate,  and  were  received  by  her  noble  commander 
with  friendship  and  politeness.  With  him  thej  par- 
took of  an  excellent  dinner,  while  a  small  but  efficient 
baud  on  the  quarter-deck,  played  '  God  save  the 
King — Rule  Britannia — Roast  Beef — Hearts  of  Oak,' 
and  several  other  national  airs.  The  party  then  walked 
round  the  vessel,  and  our  hero,  though  accustomed  to 
the  cleanliness  and  superior  discipline  of  a  British 
man  of  war,  could  not  but  admire  the  particular  neat- 
ness and  order  which  were  here  observable  in  every 
department.  "  Ah,  Sirl"  said  her  commander,  "  the 
successes  of  the  Allies,  now  united  in  so  great  force, 
to  curb  the  power,  and  clip  the  wings  of  the  proud 
Corsican's  ambition,  will  soon  bring  about  a  peace  to 
Europe.  I  regret  that  then,  so  noble  a  piece  of  me- 
chanism as  this,  and  manned  with  such  brave  fellows, 
will  be  laid  up,  perhaps  to  rot,  as  a  useless  piece  of 
furniture;  perhaps  some,  the  most  of  those  fine  fel- 
lows, will  be  turned  adrift  to  shift  for  themselves,  be- 
come a  burden,  an  incumbrance  to  our  already  thickly 
populated  country.  I  trust  that  military  mania,  that 
wbh  to  keep  an  immense  standing  army,  may  not 
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exist  wheu  peace  unfurls  the  white  banner  over  the 
war-harassed  kingdoms  of  the  world.  The  navy,  the 
immortal  navy  of  Great  Britain,  is  her  best  bulwark ; 
her  hardy  tars,  her  chief  defence ;  but,  if  in  time  of 
peace,  their  services  no  longer  needful,  employmeut 
scarce  (and  such  it  will  be)  they  are  discharged,  neg- 
lected, left  to  pine  in  want  and  woe,  in  the  country 
which  their  well  tried  valour  has  defended  and  pre- 
served— then  in  disgust  they'll  turn  their  eyes  to  some 
asylum,  far  from  their  native  shore,  and  where  so 
likely  as  to  America?  She  is  a  growing  state,  a  ma> 
ritime  country,  and  will  receive,  with  open  arms,  our 
unemployed  mariuers,  our  shipwrights,  and  all  the 
other  artificers  of  our  country's  glory.  May  heaven 
avert  so  dread  a  calamity  to  England,  for  in  the  event 
of  another  war  with  the  States,  it  will  not  be  only  a 
hard  contested  scuffle,  between  England  and  her  trans- 
atlantic descendants,  but  England's  sons  against  their 
brothers;  but  this,  gentlemen,  is  a  gloomy  picture,  and 
such  a  looking  forward  to  future  events,  as  will,  I 
trust,  be  falsified.     But,  Sirs,  tea  is  ready." 

Early  in  the  evening  our  friends  took  leave,  and 
reached  their  lodgings;  here  a  note  awaited  our  hero, 
'twas  from  Peter.  -^^H 

"  Honoured  Sir,  ^H 

"  I  have  bought  the  licence,  and  to-morrow  shall 
be  married  to  the  widder— a  cut-and-come-agaiu  din- 
ner will  be  ready  at  two ;  praps  your  Honour  and  Mr. 
Barnard,  Master  Robert  and  Captain  Graham  will 
just  drop  in  or  so,  at  pudding  time — there  will  be 
galores  of  punch  and  other  excellent  drinkables  oB 
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the  table  of  the  old  Sbip,  which  to-morrow  will  call  me 
master^me— jour  Honour's 

^"  Own  servant, 
"  Till  death  us  do  part, 
."  Petee  Philpot. 
uebec,  October ,  1813." 
'  'Tis  well,"  thought  Strickland,  "  I  wish  him  pros- 
perity; mj  friends  may  go  to  the  dinner  if  they  please ; 
for  my  own  part,  though  I  may  once  more  say,  I  am 
happy,  yet  still  is  my  mind  far  from  being  in  accord- 
ance with  the  sounds  of  boisterous  mirth." 

On  the  following  day,  precisely  at  two,  the  guests 
invited  above  (with  the  exception  of  Strickland)  as- 
sembled at  the  house  of  the  no- longer- widder  Brown, 
but  Mrs.  Philpot;  and,  as  may  easily  be  imagined, 
all  was  fun  and  frolic  at  Peter's  wediling  r  the  only 
thing  which  tended  to  damp  the  poor  fellow's  joy,  was 
the  absence  of  our  hero.  "  Be  easy  on  that  head, 
Peter,"  said  Mr.  Barnard,  "  the  Captain  has  promised 
to  look  in,  in  the  evening." 

In  the  course  of  this  day,  Strickland  succeeded  to 
his  own  and  Madam  Belcour's  satisfaction,  in  procur- 
ing for  that  lady  a  servant,  a  respectable  widow,  named 
Dawson,  whose  husband  had  been  kilted  during  the 
spring,  on  Lake  Ontario ;  and  in  the  evening,  pur- 
suant to  promise,  he  called  in  at  the  Ship,  and  wished 
Mr.  Philpot  and  his  spouse  joy,  according  to  the  old 
vulgar  custom  ;  indeed  there  appeared  to  be  a  lack  of 
any  thing,  rather  than  joy,  on  this  happy  evening;-^ 
Graham  was  already  uproarious,  and  loudly  vociferat- 
ing, "  A  song! — a  song! — the  landlord  in  the  chair !' 
"Silence  for  a  song!"  shouted  the  remainder  of  the 
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gnesfs.  Poor  Peter,  much  against  his  inclinatioD,  and 
the  iuclmalion  of  his  better  half,  was,  with  due  forma- 
lity, placed  in  the  chair,  and  began  to  sing,  or  rather 
.^ay— which  you  please,  reader — 

"  A  cobbler  there  was,  and  he  lived  in  a  slall. 
Which  served  him  for  parlour,  for  kitchen  and  hall. 


Down,  down,  derry  down." 

'Bravo,  bravo  1"  roared  Graham,  as  he  thumped 
'  down  derry  down'  on  the  table  with  his  brawny  fists, 
till  decanters  and  glasses,  if  they  did  not  improve  the 
music,  at  least  added  greatly  to  the  tioise.  "  Go  it 
Jny  boy,  give  it  mouth."  In  the  mean  while  Mrs. 
Philpot  whispered  her  loving  spouse,  to  which  whisper 
he  answered  like  an  obedient  husband,  "  I  will — I 
will,  my  dear."  Telling  him  to  skip,  or  I'm  a  Dutch- 
man—thought Graham. 

"  He  took  up  liis  awl  thai  he  had  in  the  world, 
And  to  make  way ." 

"Avast  there,  avast!  Belay  that!'  shouted  Grs- 
ham;  "no  skipping,  no  tricks  upon  travellers,  my 
hearty.  I  will,  ehl  But  it  is,  /  kkim'^.  Come,  give 
it  US  all — lets  have  it — silence,  gentlemen — order' 
order!"  Yet,  in  spite  of  all  the  mirth-loving  Captain's 
importunities,  mine  host  succeeded  in  extricating  him- 
self, from  his  uusought-for  post  of  honour,  the  chair; 
at  the  same  time  vowing  and  protesting,  that  Graham's 
interruption  had  not  only  driven  from  his  memory  all 
that  should  have  preceded  the  disputed  verse,  but 
also  all  that  should  have  followed  it.  The  party  kept 
it  up  till  after  midnight;  and  Mr.  Philpot  promised 
Captain  Graham,  that  the  first  boy  should  be  called 
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George.  "  Right,  right,  my  boy,"  said  the  latter; 
"  call  him  George,  in  honour  of  our  king,  the  father 
of  hia  people,  and  in  remembrance  of  me,  and  I'll 
stand  godfather."  The  cathedral  bell  struck  one,  as 
our  two  friends  conducted  the  honest  Captain  to  his 
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CHAPTER  XXVII. 


I  wait  thy  joyful  coming — smiling  Peace, 
Swift  wing  thy  flight — restore  me  to  my  soi 


'hb  following  moming  our  hero  took  his  usual 
walk  with  Robert,  they  rambled  up  the  beach  a  con- 
siderable way  until  they  reached  a  spot  in  which  were 
several  boys  swimming.  His  little  companion  begged 
80  hard  to  be  allowed  to  join  them,  that  Strickland, 
much  against  bis  inclination,  was  at  length  induced 
to  give  permission,  "  The  bottom's  good,"  said 
he,  "  and  the  water  shallow.  Now,  mind,  Robert, 
my  child,  go  not  out  beyond  the  timber ;  the  water, 
thu  side,  I  see  at  most  in  no  place  is  above  three  feet 
deep."  Full  of  youth  and  buoyant  spirits,  the  lively  boy 
jumped  and  plunged  about,  as  though  he  waded  iu  his 
native  element;  the  tide  of  ebb  had  justset  down,  and 
presently  a  long  piece  of  drift  timber  reached  the  spot, 
floating  downwards  in  a  transverse  direction,  the  mid- 
dle struck  against  an  upright  piece  of  timber,  drove  in 
to  secure  the  other  timber  lying  on  the  shore,  and 
which  the  tide  was  now  fast  leaving,  the  inner  end  of 
the  floating  piece  almost  touched  the  shore,  while  the 
outer  stretched  out  towards  the  centre  of  the  river. 
x2 
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The  thoughtless  Robert,  and  another  no  less  rash 
youth,  jumped  up,  upon  the  inner  end,  the  tide  run- 
ning faster  farther  out,  swift  swung  the  timber  roond 
out  into  deeper  water,  and  away  it  went  with  the  two 
poor  naked  urchins  on  it.  "  Hold  fast,  hold  fast,  tot 
God's  sake'."  exclaimed  the  distracted  Strickland, 
roe  knowing  what  he  did  or  what  he  said.  Not 
heeding  Robert's  clothes,  but  leaving  them  on  the 
beach,  he  flew  along  towards  the  town,  to  find  a  boat 
in  which  to  put  off  and  save  his  little  friend.  Near 
half  a  mile  he  ran  unlil  he  found  a  boat  left  dry  upon 
the  shore,  and  fastened  by  a  rope  to  a  huge  stone  upon 
the  beach ;  his  trusty  pocket-knife  was  soon  employed 
to  cut  the  painter,  and  with  more  than  usual  strength 
he  launched  her  oft".  He  soon  found,  to  his  mortifi- 
cation, that  he  was  without  an  oar;  for  this  his  ready 
mind  found  a  remedy,  and  unshipping  the  midship 
thwart  he  converted  it  into  a  paddle.  The  stream 
ran  rapidly,  the  timber  fast  approached  the  shipping, 
and  yet  no  one  seemed  to  observe  the  perilous  situatioo 
of  the  boys;  meanwhile  our  hero  paddled  with  all  bia 
might  and  main,  calling  out  at  the  same  time  for 
assistance  with  a  mighty  voice,  and,  just  as  the  timber 
went  athwart  hawse  of  a  large  ship,  he  succeeded  in 
rescuing  Robert,  while  the  sudden  shock,  occasioned 
by  the  timber's  striking  against  the  ship's  chain 
cable,  jerked  the  other  poor  boy  off  to  some  distance. 
By  this  time  the  vessel's  boat  was  close  at  hand,  aud 
succeeded  in  picking  him  up  ere  life  was  quite  es- 
tinct;  they  also  towed  our  hero  alongside  the  ship, 
and  after  an  hour's  unremitting  pains,  succeeded  in 
restoring  the  stranger  hoy  to  life.  Strickland  borrowed 
tome  clothes  of  the  cabin-boy,  with  which  he  drest 
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the  little  fellows,  and  with  the  boat  he  bad  seized  in 
tow,  and  in  the  vessel's  skiff,  be  landed.     Here,  on 
the  beach,  an  honest  lad  who  bad  witnessed  tbe  whole 
transaction,  awaited  witb  the  clothes  of  both  tbe  boys, 
they  were  soon  clad,  tbe  yoong  stranger  appeared 
respectable,  and  Strickland  learnt  that  be  was  the  son 
of  a  wealthy  merchant  and  factor  in  the  citT.    "1  aU 
most  pass  the  door,  my  boy,  and  on  my  way  will  see 
you  home."    *'  I  thank  yoo.  Sir.**    '*  Rash  boy,**  said 
lie  to  Robert,  "  yoo  know  not  the  pain,  tbe  agony 
you've  put  me  to ;  hot  I  may  thank  myself,  my  mind 
misgave  me,  something  told  me  all  would  not  be  well, 
bat,  in  spite  of  this  misgiving,  I  yielded  to  your  im- 
portunities ;  I  see  I  want  firmness,  fortitude,  to  resist 
a  compliance  with  what  I  know  is  dangerous.     How 
shall  I  acquaint  your  father  with  this  accident  ?  and 
bow  account  for  our  long  absence  V^     *'  I  have  done 
wrong.  Sir,  very  wrong, — I've  been  a  naughty  boy, — 
I'm  sorry;  but  what  use  is  that?  I  know  'twill  not 
remove  the  pain  I've  put  you  to ;  I'm  vext  to  think 
that  I  should  prefer  the  pleasing  of  myself  to  pleasing 
your     "  Come,  come,  my  boy,  joy  for  your  safety 
more  than  counterbalances  my  pain.     7%»,   young 
gentleman,  I  believe  is  your  father's  door  ?''     "  It  is. 
Sir."     Here  they  were  met  by  the  anxious,  misgiving 
mother,  exclaiming,  "Tis  he,  it  is,  indeed,  my  child." 
She  wept  aloud,  over  him  in  an  agony  of  joy.    Strick- 
land soon  found,  that  when  the  boys  were  carried  off 
by   the   tide,   intelligence   was  swiftly  conveyed   to 
young  Metcalfe's  father,  who  was  at  this  moment  out 
in  distraction  seeking  tidings  of  him ;  half  a  minute 
sufficed  to  bring  him  to  the  door.     "  I  must  away. 
Sir,"  said  Strickland,  **  pray  excuse  this  abrupt  de- 
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parture,  for  tbis  boy's  father  must  feel  anxiotis  too." 
"  You  are  the  gentleman,  I  presume,  who  put  off  to 
their  aid,  whose  iutrepidity,  whose  cries  brought  as- 
sistauce  to  my  drowning  son?  Accept  a  father's  thanks, 
a  father's  gratitude ;  my  house  is  open  tf>  you.  Sir, 
and  though  you  leave  me  now  in  haste,  I  shall  take 
it  most  unkind  if  you  do  not  call  again  to  see  me," 

Strickland  and  Kobert  hastened  home,  both  soms- 
what  ill  and  almost  famished.  "  What,  past  eleven?" 
said  our  hero,  looking  at  his  watch,  as  he  held  the 
knocker,  "  what,  Robert,  what  will  your  father  think?" 
Barnard,  in  breathless  haste,  met  them  at  the  door; 
"  You  look  pale,  my  child,  and,  Strickland  so  do  yon; 
what,  what's  the  matter?"  Our  hero  replied,  "We 
have. had  a  fright.  Here,  Mrs.  Clark,  see  Master 
Barnard  up  to  bed,  and  take  him  something  warm,  and 
mix  something  also  up  for  me."  Here  our  hero  related 
the  whole  circumstance,  just  as  it  happened,  extenu- 
ating poor  Robert  as  much  as  possible.  "  You  have 
acted  wisely.  Sir,  in  securing  his  retreat ;  the  selfish, 
headstrong  cur,  when  your  goodness  took  him  out  to 
walk,  it  was  bis  business  to  go  where  you  went,  do  as 
you  directed,  nor  have  a  will  at  all  of  his  own,  He 
seems  born  to  be  your  plagTie."  "  Come,  now,  recol- 
lect, Mr.  Barnard,  he's  but  a  child,  do  not  expect 
faim  to  be  without  a  fault;  had  he  been  really  drowned, 
and,  instead  of  walking  home  with  me,  been  brought 
home  dead,  what" — "  Cease,  cease.  Sir,  the  cruel 
supposition.— Dear,  giddy  boy  I — let  me  go  to  iiim, — 
learn  how  he  fares, — see  what  he  wants."  Barnard 
was  quickly  in  his  chamber,  and  Strickland  quickly 
followed ;  here  the  fond  parent  acted  so  many  extra- 
vagancies in  his  joy,  that  our  hero  thought  to  himself. 
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^  What  a  strange  being,  what  a  compound  of  contra- 
ries is  weak,  erring  man !  this  conduct  puts  me  in 
mind  of  an  old  epitaph ; 

**  Here  lies,  fitst  asleep,  awake  me  who  can. 
That  medley  of  passions  and  follies,  a  man  J* 

Soon  after  ten  on  Saturday  morning.  Captain  Strick- 
land with  his  sister,  and  Mr.  Barnard  with  his  son, 
put  off  from  the  Cul-de-sac,  with  a  fine  breeze  and  the 
ebb  tide,  for  the  island  of  Orleans.  **  That  vessel, 
Madam,"  said  Strickland,  ''  is  the  one  in  which  we 
take  our  passage ;  the  fleet  will  be  ready  for  sea  on 
Wednesday  or  Thursday;  several  vessels  have  already 
oome  down  from  Montreal  to  join  it;  we  shall  do 
well  to  get  our  things  on  board  by  Thursday  at  the 
furthest.  And  now,  my  little  man,  you  are  used  to 
sailing  in  a  boat,  and  therefore  feel  no  fear;  how 
like  you  this  ?  we  spank  along  most  merrily ;  the 
breeze  is  fresh. — Please,  Mr.  Barnard,  sit  a  little 
farther  round,  and  trim  the  boat;  she  is  not  quite  so 
well  ballasted,  I  see,  as  when  Peter  came  with  me  in 
her  before."  "  We  do  not  mean  to  go  so  far,  Sir," 
replied  Mr.  Barnard ;  "  but  when  you  come  to  ex- 
amine the  baskets,  you'll  find  I  have  not  been  a  spar- 
ing purveyor.  How  like  you  the  prospect,  Madam 
Belcour  ?  Hence  we  have  a  charming  view  of  Que- 
bec, the  Bishop's  Palace,  Point  Levi,  and  the  river 
St.  Charles."  *'  I  like  it  much,  Sir;  'tis  most  charm- 
ing; and  yet  something  intimates  most  forcibly,  'tis 
not  my  home — ^my  native  land — delightful  as  is  the 
scene; — I  long  again  to  cross  the  sea,  to  look  around 
and  see  one  vast  expanse  of  sky  and  water;  to  see  the 
favourable  gale  swell  out  the  bellying  canvass,  and 
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look  forward  with  hope  towards  our  happy  EnglanJ. 
To  stand  upon  the  quarter-deck,  and  see  the  seamen 
heave  the  log,  inquire  the  rate  at  which  we  are  sail- 
ing;, then  sit  down  and  calculate  the  probable  time 
of  our  arrival."  "  This  will  furnish  a  reflecting, 
ardent  mind,"  replied  Mr.  Barnard.  "  with  pleasure 
and  amusement;  at  this  time  of  the  year  too,  I  am 
told  the  westerly  winds  are  very  prevalent,  we  may 
therefore  expect  a  safe  and  speedy  passage.  Our 
friend  Captain  Graham  purposes  to  take  no  cabin  pas- 
sengers but  ourselves  ;  we  shall  be  a  snug  little  united 
party,  ready  to  render  to  each  other  every  ofBce  of 
love  and  friendship;  and  here's  my  Robert,  my  newly 
found  hoy,"  (here  Madam  Belcour  sighed ;  Strickland 
cast  upon  her  an  expressive  look,  which  said  as  far  as 
looks  can  speak — how  well  1  know  the  meaning  of 
that  sigh— but  cheer  up,  my  love,  we  too  shall  find 
our  boy.)  "  I  mean  to  recommend  him,  Madam,  to 
your  kind  care.  Poor  boy!  be  has  no  mother  to  at- 
tend to  his  little  wants ; — how  much  then  shall  I  thank 
you,  if  in  our  passage  you  will  prove  a  mother  to 
him."  Madam  Belcour  blushed  and  felt  embarrassed, 
but  replied,  "  All  that  my  feeble  powers  can  do  to 
serve  hira,  be  is  freely  welcome  to;"'  at  the  same  time 
patting  the  little  fellow  on  the  head.  "Surely,"  thought 
she,  "as  he  thinks  me  a  widow,  be  will  not  ou  our  pas- 
sage ask  me  to  become  Robert's  mother  indeed.  I'm 
bound  to  check  all  such  advances,  for  if 'twere  possi- 
ble he  should  once  be  brought  to  love  me,  how  great 
will  be  his  disappointment,  when  he  learns,  as  then  be 
must  learn,  that  I  am  already,  though,  alas !  a  guilty, 
yet  a  wedded  wife."  For  some  minutes  the  party  re- 
mained thoughtful  and  silent;  they  fast  approached 
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the  Inland ;  Strickland  in  part  defined  her  thoughts. 
Poor  penitent!  poor  Mary!  you  have  no  cause  for 
this  uneasiness ;  he  knows  more  of  our  sad  story  than 
you  are  willing  that  he  should,  and  more  perhaps  than 
I  would  ever  have  told  him,  friend  as  he  is,  if  I  had 
foreseen  that  wc  should  all  take  our  passage  in  the 
same  ship  to  England.     But  perhaps  I  am  mistaken, 
she  may  be  thinking  of  our  wandering,  persecuted, 
unprotected  child.  Within  an  hour,  the  little  compass 
of  a  fleeting  hour,  I  am  to  learn  if  he's  my  child  or 
no.     Kind  heaven!  still  smile  propitiously  upon  me; 
and  if  I  find  'tis  he  indeed,  oh!  do  thou  guide  my 
wandering   steps   to  where  I  quick    may  find  him ! 
**  Pull  down  the  sails,  my  boys!  and  row  her  in."    At 
this  time,  our  hero,  with  the  party,  landed  near  the 
cottage  door ;  'twas  easy  to  distinguish  it,  it  being  the 
very  house  to  which  he  was  before  directed  when  he 
landed  here  to  inquire  for  Barnard's  brother.    While 
Strickland,  with  a  beating  heart,  and  with  Madam 
Belcour  hanging  by  his  arm,  tapped  gently  at  the  cot- 
tage door,   Mr.  Barnard  called  ,aloud  to  the  boat's 
crew — "'Tis  near  the  hour  of  dinner,  bring  up  the 
stores  unto  the  house."     "Aye,  aye.  Sir!"     'Twas 
quite  dinner  time  with  the  cottagers,  and  happily  they 
were  all  assembled  round  the  old  oaken  table.    Being 
Saturday,  a  day  of  abstinence  in  the  Romish  church, 
a  lenten  feast  of  fish  and  pancakes  crowned  the  table. 
Strickland  apologized  for  their  unseasonable  intru- 
sion.    "  We   are   friends,  Sir,  and  lodgers  of  Mr. 
Clark."     "Pray,  madam;  pray,  gentlemen — be  seat- 
ed,''  says  the  master.    "  I  think,"  said  he,  addressing 
himself  to  Strickland,  "  I  have  had  the  pleasure  of 
seeing  you  here  before."     "  I  had  the  pleasure  of 
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seeiug;  yov.  Sir,  tbough  but  for  a  few  minutes,  abont 
three  or  four  months  ago ;  I  was  then  on  a  voyage  of 
discovery,  so  am  I  now."  (All  this  was  lost  to  Mr.  B, 
and  Robert,  neither  of  them  understanding  French, 
and  so  would  it  be  to  many  of  my  readers,  did  I  not, 
good  naturedly  and  considerately,  English  it.)  "  Ton 
had  here  on  a  visit,  I  think,  in  the  latter  part  of  the 
summer  of  ]809,  a  little  cabin-boy,  brought  by  tlie 
kindness  of  Mr.  Clark."  "  We  had,  Sir,"  said  Ma- 
rianne, now  grown  a  smart  young  woman:  "don't 
you  recollect,  sister,  the  little  Englishman,  as  we  used 
to  call  him?  (at  the  same  time  blushing  to  the  ears.) 
'"Tia  him  we  wish  to  inquire  about."  "Will  you 
favour  me,''  said  Madam  Belcour,  "  with  a  few  minutes 
private  conversation?"  "  We  will,  Madam,"  replied 
the  females,  curtseying  and  showing  her  into  the  ad- 
joininc;  room.  Mr.  Barnard  and  Iiis  son,  with  our 
hero,  sat  in  silence  without.  The  former  not  being 
able  to  join  in  conversation  ;  the  latter,  anxious  and 
impatient.  When  the  door  opened,  he  e?;claimed, 
"  That — that's  the  very  bed  on  which  he  reposed  bis 
drenched  limbs ;  and  this  the  fire  by  which  the  maidens 
dried  his  clothes, — here  sits  the  old  spectacled  grand- 
sire  just  as  he  described  him,  a  few  more  winters  only 
have  passed  over  his  hoary  head  ^  he  is  a  few  steps 
nearer  to  his  sad,  but  certain  resting  place.  How  I 
long  to  see  the  door  open  again,  through  which 
the  maidens  stole  to  seize  a  kiss— to  hear  that  he  is 
mine — is  ours^my  Mary's,  and  my  own.  Why  does 
she  still  linger;  does  she  not  know  that  this  suspense 
is  cruel  i"  In  a  minute  more.  Madam  Belcour  en- 
tered, pale,  and  leaning  on  the  shoulder  of  Marianne. 
"  What  am  I  to  think  of  this,  is  it  an  omen  of  good, 
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or  sign  of  evil — tidings?"  She  sat  silently  down  by 
our  hero,  and  pressing  his  extended  hand,  whispered, 
**  Oh,  Strickland!  joy— joy — the  boy  indeed  is  ours — 
I  am  again  a  mother."  "  'Tis  well,  my  love;"  while  a 
tear  of  gratitude  swelled  in  our  heroes  eye,  and  tuni- 
ing  to  Mr.  Barnard,  he  exclaimed,  "  Rejoice,  Sir ; 
give  me  joy,  my  friend ;  the  boy  is  mine.  Oh !  let 
me  but  find  him ;  smother  him  in  my  warm  embrace." 
*'  I  do  rejoice.  Sir,  heartily  rejoice.  Here,  men, 
bring  in  the  dinner."  "  My  heart,"  said  Strickland, 
is  too  full  of  joy  to  let  me  eat ;  of  course  those  may 
who  can.^^  The  two  delighted  parents  took  a  glass  of 
wine  and  a  biscuit,  and  leaving  Mr.  B.  and  the  party 
to  dine  together,  retired  to  the  shade  of  a  friendly 
maple,  and  there  sat  down  sometime  in  silence.  Strick- 
land was  the  first  to  break  it.  "  I  feel,  my  love,  my 
heart  more  closely  knit  to  you,  than  when  first  we 
married;  cheer  up,  my  Mary,  be  yourself,  we  yet 
have  many  happy  days  in  store.  I  see  the  wonder- 
working hand  of  Providence  in  all  this;  but  for  my 
journey  to  this  country,  we  never  had  known  we  had 
a  son  alive.  Why  then  regret  the  cause  ?  Ja)Vs  re- 
turn to  our  friends,  the  boy  we  yet  shall  find ; — perish 
all  thoughts  of  the  past,  with  joy  let  us  anticipate  the 
future.  Come,  my  dear,  now  more  than  ever  dear 
to  me,  let  us  again  join  our  friends."  Leaving  the 
remains  of  their  provisions  to  the  kind  cottagers,  the 
company  embarked  for  the  city.  "  The  tide  of  flood,'' 
said  Strickland,  "  flows  swiftly  upwards,  so  mount, 
so  flow  my  spirits,  and  so  ascends  my  gratitude. 
What  say  you,  Mary,  and  you,  Mr.  Barnard ;  to-mor- 
row is  almost  certain  to  be  our  last  Sunday  on  this 
friendly  shore,  had  we  not  better  go  to  church  ?  we 
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all  have  much,  much  to  be  thankful  for;  and  still  need 
the  sheltering  wing  of  Providence — the  protecting 
arm  of  dread  Omnipotence."  "  With  pleasure,  Strick- 
land/' replied  Madam  Belcour.  "  I  were  indeed  a 
heathen  to  object  to  so  reasonable  a  proposition,"  an- 
swered Barnard.  At  an  early  hour  in  the  evening  the 
party  landed. 

On  Sunday,  as  per  agreement,  the  party  went  to 
church,  after  which,  on  board  the  Venus,  our  hero 
learnt  that  some  of  the  vessels  from  Montreal  had  ar- 
rived that  forenoon,  and  found  poor  Graham,  and  all 
the  crew,  no^  excepting  even  Mr.  Barney  O'Sullivan, 
hard  at  work.  "  We  shall  scarce  be  ready,  Strick- 
land, by  the  day  of  sailing."  "  And  have  you,  Gra- 
ham, really  spared  your  boat  and  four  of  your  best 
hands  to  me,  in  the  midst  of  such  a  bustle  ?  How 
much  I'm  bound  to  thank  you!"  "Pooh!  pooh! 
there's  no  need  to  make  any  palaver  about  it,  my  fine 
fellow,  when  you  must  know  I  would  have  spared  the 
ship  herself;  but  there  shall  be  no  obligations  on 
either  side  :  I  expect  you'll  work  it  out.  You  may 
save  me  at  least  a  day,  (an  object.  Sir,  when  you  see 
we  are  obliged  to  work  on  a  Sunday,)  by  overlooking 
the  riggers,  purchasing  provisions,  &c.,  and  any  thing, 
indeed  you  like  to  turn  your  hand  to.''  "I  will, 
Graham,  with  all  my  heart.  To-morrow  will  suffice, 
I  hope,  to  arrange  the  chief  part  of  my  domestic  af- 
fairs, and  on  Tuesday  morning,  ere  the  frigate's  gun 
fires  to  send  up  royal  yards,  you'll  find  me  aboard." 
"  Bravo ! — well  said,  my  tar!  Such  a  lift  as  this  will 
push  the  work  along."  The  greater  part  of  Monday 
was  spent  by  our  hero  in  sending  on  board  the  necessary 
bedding,  provision,  &c. ;  and  after  tea,  judging  that 
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Mr.  Metcalfe  was  as  likely  as  any  person  to  inform 
him  whether  the  Goddess  had  arrived  safe  in  England, 
and  if  so,  perhaps  what  might  have  since  become  of 
ber,  he  bent  his  inquiring  steps  towards  his  house. 
Here  he  was  welcomed  with  unaffected  kindness,  and 
4eamt  that  the  ship  in  which  had  sailed  young  Ed- 
ward, was  water-logged,  and  deserted  in  the  Western 
Ocean.  '*  But  the  crew.  Sir,  the  crew, — pray  what 
became  of  them?"  *'They  were  all  picked  up.  Sir, 
to  a  man,  by  another  vessel  in  the  fleet.  But,  if  you 
will  excuse  me  for  a  minute,  among  some  dusty  letters 
on  a  file,  I  have  a  letter  from  the  ship's  owner ;  I 
transacted  business  for  him."  Mr.  Metcalfe  retired, 
and  soon  returned  with  the  document. 

** '  Dear  Sir, 

'' '  No  doubt  you  have  heard  of  the  sad  storm  which 
befel  the  Quebec  fleet,  on  the  1st  of  September,  1809. 
Among  the  many  vessels  that  were  then  destroyed, 
my  poor  Goddess  was  one :  nor  is  that  my  greatest 
loss.  My  unfortunate  son,  her  Captain,  with  all  the 
crew,  after  having  been  picked  up  by  another  vessel, 
were  captured,  September  15th,  by  a  French  priva- 
teer, landed  near  Morlaix,  and  marched  up  to  Cam- 
bray,  in  French  Flanders,  where  he  and  they  now  re- 
main, to  await  the  return  of  peace.'" 

"  The  rest,"  interrupted  Mr.  Metcalfe,  "  is  purely 
on  business,  but  you  may  read,  it.  Sir,  if  you  please." 
**  It  is  not  necessary.  Sir,  I  thank  you — thank  you 
truly.  The  date,  I  see,  is  January  2,  1810.  Poor 
unfortunate  boy !  my  little  sufferer,  to  remain  a  cap- 
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tive  so  many  years  to  our  country's  enemies ;  for  there 
he  must  be  still,  if  he  yet  lives."  "  Sir,"  interrupted 
Mr.  Metcalfe,  "  I  should  feel  sorry  to  divert  the  cur- 
rent of  your  hopes,  hut  as  you  have  applied  to  me  for 
information,  I  must  be  faithful.  If  I  recollect  right, 
all  of  that  vessel's  crew  sailed  not  in  her  from  this 
port."  "  But  I  am  sure.  Sir,  that  my  child  did.  I 
have  the  copy  of  a  letter  he  sent  to  my  landlord's 
son,  by  the  pilot,  from  off  the  Isle  of  Bic."  "You 
have  removed  a  weight  from  off  my  mind.  Sir. — I'm 
glad — -heartily  glad:  but  tbere  was,  I  know,  one  of 
her  apprentices  drowned  a  day  or  two  before  she 
left  the  port."  "You  are  quite  right,  Sir:  in  my 
Edward's  letter  to  his  friend,  he  makes  mention  of 
that  sad  occurrence.  The  poor  boy  so  drowned  was 
a  native  of  Scotland,  and  went  in  the  ship  by  the 
minie  of  Scotch  Jemmj."  "  Now  I  recollect :  be  did 
so.  Sir."  "Sore,"  thought  Strickland,  "'twas  Heaven 
itself  prompted  the  boy  to  write  ;  for  without  his  nar- 
rative, I  never  should  have  heard  of  him ;  and  bad 
he  failed  to  write  from  Bic,  according  to  his  promise, 
I  might  have  supposed  him  drowned.  This  more 
than  ever  proves  to  me  the  value  of  punctuality, 
— the  propriety  of  keeping  one's  promise,  even  in 
the  most  trivial  affairs.  It  would  have  been  but 
a  trifle,  had  he  neglected  to  write  to  James  Clark ; 
and  yet  the  neglect  of  such  a  trifle  would  ha«^l 
at  this  moment,  overwhelmed  me  with  douht,  if  I^M 
despair."  ^^M 

Our  hero  left  the  house,  as  quickly  as  was  consis- 
tent with  politeness.  'Twas  now  late,  and  as  Strick- 
land turned  towards  his  still  lonely  bed,  with  eyes  and 
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heart  uplifted  towards  the  Giver  of  all  good,  he  ex- 
claimed, "  Bountiful  Heaven !  I  thank  thee  I  have 
found  my  Mary,  learnt  that  I  have  a  son,  and  hope  to 
find  him.  These  blessings,  these  precious  gifts,  more 
than  repay  me  for  all  my  woes ;  and  as  I  looked  to- 
ward thee  in  the  gloom  of  adversity,  so  may  I  ever 
be  found  to  look  now  in  the  sunshine  of  prosperity. 
I  lay  me  down  in  peace ;  shall  embark  for  England  in 
hope,  still  trusting  that  the  same  hand  which  has 
wrought  all  this  in  my  behalf,  will  still  continue  to 
defend  me,  and  finish  the  work  successfully  thus  far 
carried  on.'' 

Our  hero  went  aboard,  according  to  promise,  and 
rendered  Captain  Graham  essential  service ;  and  on 
the  afternoon  of  Wednesday,  all  the  ships  from 
Montreal  having  joined  the  fleet,  the  male  passengers 
of  the  Venus  took  a  most  affecting  leave  of  Mr.  Clark 
and  his  friendly  family,  (nor  did  Strickland  forget 
to  testify  his  gratitude  for  their  kindnesses  to  his 
son,)  and  then  took  up  their  permanent  lodgings  on 
board  that  vessel.  On  Thursday  morning  the  frigate 
fired  a  gun,  loosed  her  foretopsail,  and  made  signal  for 
sailing.  All  was  bustle  and  confusion,  the  boats  of 
the  merchant  ships  rowing  from  all  directions  with 
their  Captains  to  the  vessel  of  the  Commodore  to  re- 
ceive instructions.  The  port  echoed  again  while  the 
palls  of  the  windlasses  rattling  down,  and  the  "  yo 
heave  yoes"  of  hundreds  of  jolly  tars  unmooring  their 
ships,  added  life  and  activity  to  the  busy  scene. 
Where  was  Strickland,  the  delighted  husband,  the 
expectant  father,  all  this  time  ?  On  the  way  off  from 
the  Cul-de-sac  with  the  dear  prize  he  had  travelled 
so  many  weary  miles  to  seek ;  he,  that  lady,  and  Mrs. 
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Dawson,  had  but  ascended  the  side  when  Grabai 
tars  shouted  "  She's  a- weigh  ! " 

Poor  Peter,  now  landlord  Philpot,  not  having 
mind  to  let  his  old  masters  slip  away  without  a 
friendly  '  Good  bye,'  came  alongside  almost  as  soon 
as  our  hero,  and  with  him  Mrs.  P.,  together  with  store 
of  provisions  and  liquor.  It  was  but  a  short  visit, 
already  had  the  frigate  rounded  Point  Levi ;  the  scene 
was  affecting ;  surely,  thought  Strickland,  with  all  his 
oddities,  the  poor  fellow  is  truly  grateful,  so  may  lie 
be  truly  happy.  By  the  time  the  party  had  sat  down 
to  dinner,  Quebec  and  all  its  picturesque  beauties 
was  hidden  from  their  eyes ;  but  little  conversation 
took  place  at  this  meal.  Graham  was  up  upon  deck, 
and  down  again  every  five  minutes ;  but  the  expi 
sive  looks  of  his  passengers  plainly  said  we  are  hapj 
full  of  joy  and  full  of  hope. 

On  re-ascending  to  the  quarter-deck,  our  friends 
perceived  that  they  were  nearly  opposite  to  the  Ca- 
nadian cottage  on  the  island  of  Orleans.  Strickland 
took  the  spy-glass,  and,  drawing  Madam  Belcour  to 
his  side,  then  handed  it  to  her,  "  Look,  my  love,  be- 
fore yon  friendly  door,  behold  the  little  family  with 
eager  eyes  watching  our  departing  fleet,  and  with  as 
much  reason  may  I  now  say,  as  once  said  our  Ed- 
ward, perhaps  little  Canadian  Marianne  is  saying  to 
her  sister,  in  some  ship  in  Ihat  fleet  sails  the  father 
of  the  poor  little  Englishman.  Do  you  not  see  tbetD* 
raise  the  glass  a  little."  "I  see  them,  Strickland,  and 
so  plainly,  that  I  even  observe  the  hoary-hei 
grandsire,  wiping  his  dusty  spectacles ;  but  now 
lost  them,  yon  ship,  like  an  envious  cloud,  has 
in  'twixt  us  and  them."     "  Pray,  my  dear,  repli 
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the  glass."  Ere  night  the  fleet  had  reached  Hare 
Island,  and  at  an  early  hour  Madam  Belcour  and  her 
servant  retired  to  rest,  nor  were  the  gentlemen  long 
in  following  so  good  an  example.  Day  after  day 
passed  on  contentedly,  the  wind,  with  little  variation, 
continued  favourable,  and  on  the  following  Monday 
evening  they  cleared  the  Gulf.  Madam  Belcour  sat 
up  later  than  usual  to  take  a  last  farewell  of  the  shores 
of  America : — nothing  intervened  between  the  Venus 
(now  appointed  stern  commodore)  and  the  land  to  in- 
terrupt her  prospect ;  and  as  the  gallant  ship  swiftly 
ploughed  white  furrows  in  the  yielding  water,  she 
and  Strickland  leaned  over  the  tafieril.  The  moon 
was  partly  clouded,  and  as  they  looked  and  looked 
in  silence,  the  vessel's  speed,  together  with  the  ap- 
proaching darkness,  soon  hid  from  their  view  the  fast 
receding  shore.  "  Once  more,  my  Mary,  then,"  said 
Strickland,  turning  towards  her,  and  tenderly  pressing 
her  hand, ''  once  more  we  are  on  the  bosom  of  the  mighty 
deep ;  heaven  make  it  favourable  to  our  passage !  so 
far  have  we  proceeded  with  speed  and  safety.  Blow 
on,  ye  gentle  zephyrs,  still  fill  our  flowing  sheets,  and 
briskly  waft  us  back  to  happy  Albion's  chalky  shores. 
Land  of  my  forefathers,  land  of  my  birth,  how  much  I 
long  to  tread  thy  fertile  soil.  Bleak  winter  soon  will 
stretch  its  frozen  sceptre  o'er  thee;  but,  dressed  in 
waving  corn,  or  bound  in  ice,  still,  still  thou  art  my 
country,  still  I  love  thee.  Let's  descend,  my  dear, 
we'll  sup,  and  then  retire  to  rest  with  this  pleasing 
reflection,  that,  even  while  we  take  our  ease  in  sleep, 
each  minute  brings  us  nearer  to  our  country,  nearer 
to  our  darling  boy.  What's  say,  Mr.  Barnard,  and 
you,  my  blooming  Robert,  had  we  not  better  sup?'' 
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'  We  had.  Sir,"  replied  Mr.  Barnard.  "  And  you, 
my  young  pupil,"  added  Strickland,  "  look  out  your 
books  betimes,  to-morrow  myself  and  Madam  Bel- 
cour  intend  to  commence  our  lessons;  are  you  ready?" 

'Yes,  kind  Sir,  and  wilting  too,"  "'Tiswell,  my 
boy,  'tis  well." 
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CHAPTER  XXVIII. 

"  For  England,  when  with  fey'ring  gales. 
Our  gallant  slup  vp  channel  steer'd," 

It  would  be  tedious  to  myself  and  to  the  reader, 
to  attempt  to  describe  the  petty  occurrences  of  each 
day;  let  me  therefore  briefly  observe  that,  whether 
from  the  reserved  behaviour  of  Madam  Belcour,  or 
a  suspicion  on  the  part  of  Graham  that  she  was 
Strickland's  wife,  or  from  some  other  cause,  we  do 
not  pretend  to  know,  but,  most  certainly,  the  Venus 
had  scarcely  quitted  Quebec  ere  her  worthy  com- 
mander, finding  it  useless  to  try  his  luck  there,  laid 
close  siege  to  the  widow  Dawson,  Madam  Belcour's 
servant.  The  other  adult  passengers  spent  much  of 
their  time  in  instructing;  Robert,  who  proved  au  apt 
scholar.  As  it  respects  our  old  acquaintance  Robin, 
he  lived,  comparatively  speaking,  the  life  of  a  gentle- 
man, from  the  assistance  he  received  from  Mrs.  Daw- 
son and  Robert,  Nor  had  our  new  acquaintance 
Barney  any  reason  to  regret  bis  having  procured  a 
passage  in  the  Venus.  Our  friends  contrived  to 
niake  him  very  useful  in  the  vessel,  and  did  him  t 
justice  to  own,  that  he  was  not  only  an  excellent  o 
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but  also  an  adept  at  making  of  rolls,  handy  at  feeding 
the  poultry,  and  milking  the  goats,  of  which  animals 
there  were  now  two.  And,  as  there  was  a  very  slow 
sailing  vessel  in  the  fleet,  the  Venus  occasionally  threw 
her  a  tow-rope;  and  in  calm  weather  her  Captain 
and  a  well-informed  Canadian  merchant,  a  passenger, 
often  came  on  board  and  spent  an  hour  or  two.  A 
few  days  brought  the  ship  to  the  Banks,  and  here,  for 
ten  hours,  that  is  to  say,  from  six  in  the  morning  till 
four  in  the  afternoon,  the  fleet  were  enveloped  in  so 
dense  a  fog,  that  it  was  impossible  to  see  from  the 
stern  to  the  stem  of  the  vessel.  All  manner  of  noises 
were  made  to  prevent  the  vessels  from  falling  aboard 
of  each  other,  and  every  half  hour  the  frigate  fired  a 
gun,  to  denote  her  position.  Captain  Graham  hove 
to  for  an  hour,  with  a  hope  to  catch  some  cod,  but 
was  as  unsuccessful  at  fishing  as  at  fowling:  probably 
the  fish  below  were  alarmed  by  the  noises  above. 

"  Whoe'er's  had  the  luck  to  see  Bartlemy  fair. 
Noises  of  all  sorts  are  to  be  found  there, 
With  their  drums,  and  their  fiddles,  and  trumpets,  and  all/' 

But  the  noises  at  Bartholomew  fair  are  nothing  to 
what  might  have  been  heard  here;  sure  father  Nep- 
tune's ears  had  never  before  been  greeted  with  such  a 
medley  of  uproarious  sounds.  Among  the  instruments 
most  in  requisition  were  drums,  horns,  speaking  trum- 
pets, bells,  hammers,  and  anchor  flukes.  Mr.  Barney 
O'SuUivan  on  this  occasion  spared  the  crew  of  the 
Venus  much  trouble,  by  making  noise  enough  himself 
to  be  heard  at  the  distance  of  above  a  furlong.  Of  a 
fine  evening  it  was  his  custom  to  sit  in  the  fore* 
hatches  with  the  watch  around  him,  and  regale  their 
ears  with  old  Irish  ditties.     Our  hero  and  his  fellow- 
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passengers  have  often  sat  on  the  quarter-deck,  and 
listened  to  his  strains.  He  possessed  much  feeling, 
which  he  never  failed  to  throw  into  the  songs  be 
sang,  as  well  as  a  rich  fund  of  broad  humour.  Robert 
and  Mrs.  Dawson  were  ready,  as  the  latter  observed. 
"  to  split  their  very  sides  with  laughing,"  when  Barney 
sang  a  ditty  in  character. 

On  a  Saturday  night  it  was  Graham's  custom  to 
give  the  crew  a  gallon  of  rum  to  drink  to  "  their 
sweethearts  and  wives;"  and  when  the  weather  per- 
mitted, they  sat  on  the  quarter-deck,  smoked  their 
pipes,  and  sang  merrily.  On  these  occasions  Madam 
Belcour  generally  retired  to  rest,  for  though  speedily  re- 
covering a  calm  tranquillity  of  mind;  her  heart  did 
not  yet  beat  in  unison  with  the  notes  of  mirth  and 
jollity.  Strickland  perceived  it,  and  it  had  the  effect 
of  shedding  a  gloom  over  bis  spirit,  otherwise  disposed 
to  be  happy.  Sometimes  after  she  bad  retired  to  rest, 
he  would  steal  unperceived  below,  leaving  all  the 
company  to  enjoy  themselves  upon  deck,  and  turn 
over  with  greedy  attention  the  leaves  of  his  captive 
son's  narrative.  He  longed  for  a  map  of  France, 
whereon  he  might  have  even  the  pleasure  of  seeing 
marked  the  name  of  Cambray,  and  on  which  he  might 
have  the  satisfaction  to  place  his  linger.  But  he  had 
read,  and  re-read,  the  manuscript,  until  almost  every 
word  was  impressed  upon  his  memory.  By  the  fol- 
lowing Friday,  the  fleet  had  performed  full  half  the 
distance  to  England;  it  was  a  profound  calm — the 
lazy  sails  flagged  against  the  masts  by  the  pitching  of 
the  vessel.  At  11  a.m.  the  Captain  of  the  Speed- 
well (the  vessel  in  tow),  and  (he  Canadian  Mejchan^^ 
came  on  board  to  dine.    While  dinner  was  preparm 
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Madam  Belcour  hinted  to  Captain  Graham  the  pro- 
priety of  causing  some  salt  fish  to  be  added  to  the 
dinner,  as  it  was  a  day  of  abstinence  in  the  church,  to 
which,  in  all  probability,  one  of  their  guests  belonged. 
"  I  will  profit  by  the  hint,  Madam,"  replied  Graham. 
Soon  after  noon  the  party  sat  down  to  what  may  be 
termed  an  elegant  dinner,  if  we  consider  their  distance 
from  the  nearest  market.  The  fish  remained  un- 
touched ;  and  after  the  cloth  was  removed,  the  mer- 
chant said,  '^  No  one,  I  perceive,  has  tasted  the  fish. 
Surely,  Captain  Graham  it  was  not  brought  to  table 
purely  on  my  account?"  "  Surely  then.  Sir,"  re- 
plied he,  "  it  was."  **  Then,  of  course,  you  took 
me  to  be  a  Boman  Catholic  ?"  *'  We  supposed  it 
likely.  Sir.**  "  Then  I  am  happy  to  say  you  are 
mistaken.  Sir."  Much  agreeable  conversation  fol- 
lowed, until  the  mate  called  down  the  companion :  "  It 
begins  to  blow  fresh.  Captain  Graham — the  Speed- 
well's boat  is  along  side."  "  Very  well,  my  tar." 
Here  the  stranger  rose.  "  Take  care  how  you  step 
in.  Sir,"  said  Strickland.  "  We  shall  see  you  again 
the  first  fine  day  ?"  "  I  shall  do  myself  that  honour. 
Sir;  farewell."  "  And  now,  master  Robert,  we 
begin  again  to  spin  merrily  through  it.  I  dare  say 
you  long  to  see  your  sister?  Profit,  my  boy,  by  the 
Httle  instruction  we  are  able  to  give  you ; — now  is 
the  spring-of  your  life,  your  sowing  time;  and  as  you 
sow  in  spring,  so  with  the  showers  of  God's  blessing, 
will  you  reap  in  harvest,  and  lay  up  a  store  of  infor- 
mation against  the  winter  of  old  age."  The  same 
night  a  strange  sail  joined  the  fleet,  and  carried  a  light 
to  deceive  some  of  the  vessels  into  a  supposition  that 
she  was  the  commodore ;  but  without  success.    Tor 
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wards  daylight  she  sbeered  off.  The  frigate  guTC 
chace;  but  had  not  the  slightest  chance  of  catching 
her.  "  'Tis  an  American  corvette,"  remarked  Gra- 
ham i  "  she  sails  like  the  wind.  Why  she  has  ,i 
cleaner  pair  of  heels  than  the  old  Venus  herself— 
there  are  several  strange  sail  in  sight;  and  see  th<' 
frigate  is  making  a  signal.  Step  and  answer  it,  Mr. 
Franks.  It  is  for  the  headmost  ships  to  shorten  sail, 
to  allow  the  lazy  to  come  up.  Throw  out  the  tow- 
line  again.  Damn  that  fellow  he  ought  to  allow  uie 
part  of  his  freight ;  for  but  for  us  he  would  have  been 
miles  astern ;  perhaps  taking  a  snug  breakfast  aboard 
the  Yankee  this  morning.  Heave  the  log."  "Aye, 
aye.  Sir."  "  Well  done,  our  noble  selves ;  well  done, 
old  b — h! — Wbat,  running  seven  knots,  with  a  box 
and  heaters  in  tow!— Now,  Captain  Strickland,  talk- 
ing about  towing,  I  have  taken  the  widow  in  tow, 
got  the  weather  gage  of  her ;  and,  I'm  a  Dutchman, 
if  we  don't  get  spliced  as  soon  as  we  reach  Lime- 
Louse-hole,"  "  Mind,  my  brave  tar,"  said  our  hero, 
"  that  you  are  not  going  to  the  Isle  of  Doijs."  "  Ne- 
ver fear  me,  shipmate ;  she  is  sound  wind  and  limb — 
will  answer  well  her  helm,  and  well  ballasted  with 
yellow  boys.  She  has  but  one  daughter,  and  she  is 
provided  for  at  her  aunt's."  "  You  will  have  some 
trouble,  then,"  observed  Strickland,  smiling;  "for 
instead  of  having,  as  you  wished,  seven  ready  made, 
it  seems  there  is  but  one."  "  Never  mind  that;  I 
mean  to  get  to  work  in  right  earnest  But,  mum,  for 
all  this — ^not  a  word  to  Madam  Belcour."  "  Oh,  cer- 
tainly not,  she  is  so  blind,  that  of  course  she  cannot 
see  how  the  game  goes  on  ; — women,  you  know,  are 
quite  ignorant  on  these  matters.    But  pray  how  long. 
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George,  has  her  husband  been  dead  V  '*  Oh,  some 
three  or  four  months;  but  that's  neither  here  nor 
there ;  nobody  in  England  knows  how  long  it  is,  or 
how  short.  And,  take  my  word  for  it,  Strickland, 
your  new  made  widows  are  more  easily  coaxed  to 
'  commit  matrimony,'  (as  an  honest  tar  once  said),  than 
those  of  longer  standing.  Should  I  succeed  in  reach- 
ing England,  I  shall  realize  enough  this  trip,  with 
what  I  have  already  in  the  bottom  of  an  old  stocking, 
to  buy  the  other  share  of  the  old  barquey,  and  be 
both  owner  and  commander-in-chief  of  the  good  ship 
Venus,  of  the  port  of  London."  "  Need  I  say,  Gra- 
ham, that  I  wish  you  success  in  your  undertakings  ?" 
*'  You  need  not,  Sir,  for  I  know  you  do.  And  mind, 
Strickland,  when  you  are  bound  to  the  land  of  frogs 
and  Frenchmen,  /  join  convoy.  I  can  easily  put  a  cap- 
tain in  for  a  month  or  two.  Here,  Mr.  Franks !" 
'*  Sir,''  **  Ask  Barney  if  he  knows  how  to  kill  and 
dress  a  pig?"  "  I  will.  Sir."  "  Well,  what  does 
he  say  ?"  "  He  says  *  who  but  myself  sure  can  kill 
him  ;  and  as  for  the  dressing,  never  fear  me  for  that ; 
only  let  the  Captain  say,  whether  he  would  like  it 
dressed  in  the  oven,  boiled  in  the  copper,  or  made 
into  an  Irish  stew;  or — .'"  "  That's  not  the  dres- 
sing I  meant :  I  meant  to  take  the  hair  off."  *'  Faith, 
your  honour,"  interrupted  Barney,  who  was  within 
hearing,  '^  did  ye  think  I  should  dress  it  with  the 
hair  on  ?"  "  Well,  get  to  work."  "  By  my  sowl 
and  I  will,  then,  the  offal,  your  honour  knows,  will 
be  my  parkazits?"  "  They  will. — Come,  come,  des- 
patch." ''  Faith  and  I'll  despatch  him  before  he  has 
time  to  tell  who  hurted  him.  Harush !  harush !  there. 
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Ocli '.  and  can't  ye  plase  to  step  this  way;  or  must  I 
be  after  taking  the  trouble  to  fetch  yeae  i" 

This  being  Saturday  night,  the  usual  toasts  went 
round  ;  and  who  so  happy  as  the  tars  of  the  Venns  1 
But  it  is  not  all  sunshine.  The  ocean  of  life  is  not 
one  continued  calm ; — if  it  were  always  fair  gales  with 
us,  we  should  set  but  little  value  nn  the  prosperous 
breezes.  The  merry  party  were  disturbed  from  their 
potations  by  a  sudden  storm  from  the  eastward.  Strik- 
ing top-gallant  yards  and  reeling  topsails,  seemed  to 
be  the  general  occupation  of  the  fleet,  when  early 
darkness  spread  her  gloomy  mantle  over  the  bosom 
of  the  briskly  agitated  main.  "  Heaven  send  that 
the  Speedwell  may  well  speed,"  observed  Graham: 
"  she  is  but  a  bad  sea-boat ;  and  since  we've,  for  our 
own  security,  cast  her  off,  she  is  already  far  to  lee- 
ward. Ciew  up  the  foretopsail  there!"  "  Aye,  aye. 
Sir!"  "  Jump  up  and  hand  him!"  By  night  the 
ship  was  laid  to  under  the  close-reefed  maintopsail. 
"  Come,  my  dear,"  said  Strickland  to  Madam  Bel- 
cour ;  who  seemed  but  the  more  dear  to  him  from  the 
peril  they  were  in — "  you  bad  better  retire  to  rest, 
and  try  to  sleep;  all  will  be  well — this  gale  canDot 
last  long.  We  have  already  made  two-thirds  of  our 
distance ;  and  even  should  we  be  delayed  by  foul 
wiads  for  a  week  to  come,  we  shall  then  have  time  to 
make  a  good  passage  ;— come,  will  you  go  ("  "  I  will, 
Strickland.  Oh,  Robert,  even  here,  the  band  of  hea- 
ven seems  to  pursue  me !  I  think  I  hear  the  solemn 
voice  of  retributive  justice  pealing  high  above  the 
howling  storm.  Think  not  of  wie,  my  love— think  not 
of  me,  but  study  to  preserve  yourself;  you  who  haw 
ever  continued  an  ornament,  a  blessing  to  societl 
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"  Peace !  my  Mary.  Hush  !  compose  those  paiaful 
feeling's : — if  you  have  doue  wrong,  and  gracious 
Heaven  then  accorded  protection,  how  much  more  may 
you  reckon  upon  its  aid  when  doing  right  i — come, 
my  love,  and  let  me  shut  you  in.  I  hear  Barnard's 
foot  opon  the  ladder,  and  with  him  Robert :  keep 
np  your  spirits,  nor  let  the  boy  perceive  your  despon- 
dency. One  embrace — good  night ! — ^take  care  of 
yourself — keep  up  your  heart — look  above !  Remem- 
ber, Mary,  that  on  your  life  depends  that  of  Strick- 
land. Once  more,  good  night !  Now,  Mr.  Barnard, 
how  goes  it  upon  deck — the  ship  rolls  heavily."  "  It 
blows  harder  and  harder,  my  friend  ;  and  the  night  so 
very  dark,  Graham  fears  we  shall  run  aboard  some 
other  vessel,  or  that  some  other  ship  will  run  afoul  of 
us.  The  wind,  he  says,  is  chopping  round  more 
to  the  southward,  and  will,  perhaps,  be  fair  again  by 
morning.  It  came  on  so  suddenly,  Strickland,  I  feel 
more  alarmed  than  ever  I  did;  surely  after  having 
succeeded  thus  far,  happiness  is  not  to  be  snatched 
from  us  in  the  moment  of  fruition."  "  Pooh,  pooh! 
Mr.  Barnard.  Robert,  my  dear,  sit  on  the  floor, 
or  you  will  be  pitched  to  leeward.  Had  he  not  better 
go  to  bed,  Mr.  Barnard?"  "  He  shall.  Sir,  pre- 
sently." "  Why,  Mr.  Barnard,  the  boy  looks  firm 
and  courageous  ;  pray  let  not  your  unreasonable  fears, 
or  rather  your  unseasonable  moment  of  expressing 
them,  damp  that  courage.  It  will  not  last,  at  least  in 
this  quarter;  for  if  it  is  chopping  round  to  the  south- 
ward, in  less  than  four  and  twenty-hours  'twill  fix 
itself  again  in  the  west,  its  old  quarter :  it  is  getting 
late  in  the  season ;  and  surely  you  did  not  expect  to 
cross  the  fickle  Atlantic,  in  the  month  of  November, 
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withoat  meeting  with  a  squall !  Here,  here!  Robin, 
bring  the  brandy  bottle ;  the  oights  are  cold,  we  need 
something.  Turn  in,  Mr.  Barnard,  and  you,  my  child 
— I'll  upon  deck  and  relieve  Graham."  By  the  time 
Strickland  gained  the  quarter-deck,  the  wind  nas  due 
south  i  the  foretopmast  staysail,  and  the  reefed  miz- 
zea  set,  the  vessel  laying  her  course,  and  some  points 
free.  "  What  think  you  of  this,  my  tar  I"  joy- 
fully exclaimed  Graham. — "  'Tis  well.  Sir;  and 
the  weather  somewhat  clearer.  Now  do  I  call  to 
mind  with  gratitude,"  thought  Strickland,  "  the  re- 
mark of  my  poor  hoy  on  a  like  occasion  :  ^m 
'  A  sweet  little  cherub  sit9  smiling  aloA  ^^M 
To  keep  watch  foe  the  life  of  poor  Ned.'  ^^M 
Aye,  and  I  trust  for  poor  Ned's  father,  and  his  un- 
happy mother.  But  why  do  I  call  her  unhappy  ?— is 
it  not  a  blessing  to  have  a  deep  sense  of  our  former 
frailties?^ — Is  it  not  a  shield  to  prevent  us  from  again 
falling  into  error  ? — but  let  me  attend  to  the  duties  of 
friendship.  Graham,  step  down  and  refresh  yourself, 
and  carry  to  our  friends  the  joyful  intelligentje  of  the 
improved  state  of  the  weather.  I  will  endeavour  to 
supply  your  place  here."  "  Thank  you.  Sir;  but 
why  say  e7ideavour—-vho  but  you  can?  as  Barney 
would  say  —  but  I'm  off."  Our  hero  turned  to 
Mr.  Franks. — "  Well,  Sir,  the  night,  you  see,  as  yet, 
turns  out  better  than  we  expected; — ibis  pnS' will 
subside  to  a  brisk  steady  gale.  The  wind  is  now 
south-south  west— and  see  the  weather  clearing  up. 
See  on  the  weather-bow  the  frigate  is  setting  her 
mizzen- topsail ;  we  might  well  carry  our  fore  oue.^ 
"  Holloa'.  Graham,"  shouted  Strickland,  "I'm going 
to  set  the  fore-topsail,  what  d'ye  say — shall  li"  "  Aye. 
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aye ;  carry  on  her,  my  boy."  Ere  midnight  the  Venus, 
the  frigate,  and  what  few  ships  there  was  light  enough 
to  discern,  were  running  away  free  under  their  top- 
sails and  fore-course  for  England.  Graham  relieved 
Mr.  Franks ;  and  our  hero,  descending  to  his  cabin 
turned  in,  full  of  hope  and  sjnrits.  ''  Tis  well," 
said  he ;  "  thank  heaven  it  was  no  worse;  this  breeze, 
in  a  week  or  ten  days,  if  it  does  but  last,  will  carry 

us  to  our  island, — 

'  Oh,  the  snug  little  island  !* 

will  waft  us  on  to  dear  England.  How  do  I  long  to 
see  a  newspaper! — to  read,  to  hear,  how  goes  on  the 
warfare  on  the  continent  ?  Is  the  Emperor  yet  hum- 
bled ? — Will  he  listen  to  reason  ? — Has  he  learnt  hu- 
mility I  but,  above  all,  is  the  white  banner  of  peace 
unfurled  ! — are  the  swords  of  the  nations  yet  beat  into 
pruning-hooks  ?  Heaven  grant  that  they  soon  may 
be  !^  Twas  late  in  the  morning  ere  Strickland  as- 
cended the  quarter-deck.  *'  What,  the  fore  and 
main-top  gallant  sails  set  ? — this  looks  well,**  thought 
he.  *'  The  frigate  is  in  chace  again,  my  tar^"  said  Gra- 
ham. "  There  is  a  suspicious-looking  vessel  tiying 
to  cut  off  some  of  the  stemmost  ships ;  and  damn  me 
but  1  think  ^tis  the  American  corvette  again,  tiying  to 
pick  up  the  wee  things  aboot  the  deck,  as  Sawney 
says ;  and  if  so,  the  Yankee  will  soon  show  Andrew 
Miller  his  backside.  Bless  ye,  they  are  made  with 
legs  for  running — for  running  after  the  weak,  and 
running  away  from  the  strong.*^  **  This  puts  me  in 
mind  of  a  quaint  epigram,**  replied  our  hero : 

« *  The  toast  of  eadi  BritoD  in  war*s  dread  alanns, 
0*er  bottle  or  bowl,  is  Success  to  oar  onu. 
AttadL*d,  put  to  fli^  and  tooo  foic'd  fion  eadi  trench, 
Snccev  to  our  Ugt,  h  tbe  toait  of  the  French.' 
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But  just  lend  me  the  glass,  Sir,  the  frigate  is  wear- 
ing, and  the  stranger  has  sheered  off.  'Tis  our  old 
drawback,  the  Speedwell,  which  the  stranger  wanted 
to  take  in  tow;  but  instead  of  her  being  '  ballasted 
vitb  yellow  boys,'  Graham,  she  is  loaded  with  dels- 
tical  notions  and  infidelity,  (for  I  have  heard  that 
the  merchant,  though  a  keen  man  of  business,  is 
I  professed  infidel.)  Strange!  that  men  should  be 
so  clever  and  penetrating  in  mere  worldly  matters, 
and  yet  so  dull  and  blind  in  concerns  of  infinitely 
greater  importance.  Bnt  here  conies  all  the  rest  of 
our  friends  upon  deck."  "  Well,  Madam — well  gen- 
tlemen, how  like  you  this  ? — All  goes  on  swimmingly, 

!"  "  It  does,  it  does."  "  But  breakfast.  Sir,  is  on 
the  table,"  observed  Robert ;  "  and  Barney  says  they 
are  the  best  rolls  we  have  had  on  the  passage ;— I've 
just  helped  Robin  to  butter  them — will  you  step  down 
stairs  while  they  are  hot  ?"  "  Avast  there!"  roared 
Gfraham :  "  you  a  sailor ! — you  be  an  admiral ! — why 
you  are  only  fit  for  a  soldier  !^let  me  never  hear 
again  about — ■'  go  down  stairs  !'— The  proper  English 
of  it  is,  '  go  below ;'  so  go,  and  we'll  follow."  After 
breakfast,  the  frigate  made  the  signal  for  the  head- 
most ships  to  heave  to ;  and  having  formed  the  fleet 
into  compact  order,  they  made  sail  with  a  favourable 
gale  for  England.  The  following  Sunday  evening 
they  made  the  Lizard  lights ;  and  our  hero,  and  the 
other  passengers,  begged  of  Captain  Graham  to  laud 
them  at  Portsmouth,  to  avoid  the  tedious  river  navi- 
gation ;  which  the  warm-hearted  old  gentleman  pro- 
mised, if  possible,  to  do. 

"We  are  approaching  the  laud  very  rapidly,"  ob- 
served Strickland,  to  Mr.  Barnard,  "and  should  the 
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breeze  hold  good,  and  Graham  keep  his  promise,  by 
Tuesday  we  shall  be  safe  landed  on  Point  Beach. 
Now  it  is  high  time  for  me  to  begin  to  cast  about  for 
a  little  country  residence ; — my  friends  in  London  are 
not  on  any  account  to  see  Madam  Belcour.  I  shall 
regret,  Mr.  Barnard,  sincerely  regret  our  separation  ; 
but  it  miist  be."  "  My  house,  Strickland,  is  for  the 
present  and  ever  at  your  disposal.  You  will  come 
with  me  and  witness,  share  the  joy  you  have  done  so 
much  to  create;  your  sister  can  remain  for  a  few 
days,  or,  as  long  as  she  pleases,  quite  retired  with  us. 
My  daughter  knows  nothing  of  your  circumstances. 
Nay,  consent  at  once ;  you  have,  I  know,  business  to 
settle  with  Mr.  Cole  and  Mr.  Noble ;  and  where  can 
you  be  better  lodged,  in  the  mean  time,  than  at  my 
house  ?  It  is  perhaps  the  last  favour  we  shall  have 
the  opportunity  of  asking  you,  I  say  we,  for  I  know 
my  Robert  would  feel  hurt  at  parting  from  you  thus 
suddenly.  The  boy  possesses  an  affectionate  heart, — 
do  you  not  think  so,  Strickland  ?"  ''I  am  sure  of  it. 
Sir."  "  I  am  glad  to  hear  you  say  so,  for  a  father's 
fondness  often  blinds  him  to  the  defects  of  his  child- 
ren : — but  say  that  you  consent."  "I  do.  Sir ;  and 
yet,  Mr.  Barnard,  it  grieves  me  to  accept  your  offer, 
not  because  I  esteem  myself  unwelcome,  quite  the 
reverse ;  but  because  I  feel  overwhelmed  with  a  sense 
of  your  friendship  and  kindnesses,  your  soothing  coun- 
sel in  the  moment  I  most  needed  it, — on  the  night  I 
recovered  my  Mary  was  such,  that  I  fear  I  shall  ne- 
ver be  able  to  repay  the  obligation ;  the  delicacy  with 
which  you  have  treated  her  on  the  passage,  and  the" 
— "There!  now,  Strickland,  I  know  all  about ^Vl%1 
you  intend  to  say,  and  therefore  need  lioX.  \i»  \«^\ 
but  see,  it  spits  with  rain,  'tis  late,  GrraSaKOSL^  \?accB»^^ 
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in,  let's  below ;  to-morrow  we  shall  gladden  our  eyes 
with  a  Dearer  view  of  old  England,  and  perhaps  the 
day  after  treat  our  stomachs  with  a  joint  of  its  far- 
famed  roast-beef ; — I  already  feel  such  a  longing  for  it, 
and  all  connected  with  it,  tbat  now  we  are  so  near  I 
can  scarcely  contain  myself.  To-morrow  night,  Capt. 
Strickland,  I  shall  show  you  the  contents  of  the  box 
the  poor  mad  woman  brought  from  the  American 
border."  "  I  thank  you.  Sir,  good  night ;  Mr.  Franks," 
continued  Strickland,  turning  to  the  mate,  "  carry  on 
her,  my  boy,  make  hay  while  the  sun  shines,  this  stroDg 
gale  has  ridden  us  of  the  Speedwell."  "  Good  night, 
Sir,  we'll  do  our  best  to  keep  the  old  ship  a-moving.'' 
Very  early  in  the  morning  our  hero  rose;  the  vessel 
was  off  Falmouth  harbour,  and  a  large  fishing-boat 
just  along-side.  Strickland  immediately  awaked  Mr. 
Barnard,  and  consulted  with  him  on  tbe  expediency 
of  taking  this  opportunity  to  land ;  but,  as  ibe  wind 
continued  fair,  after  many  arguments  pro  and  con,  it 
was  determined  to  proceed  onwards  to  Portsmouth, 
as  tbeir  landing  at  Falmouth  would  have  subjected 
Madam  B.  to  the  fatigues  of  a  longjourney  by  land. 
Soon  after  dinner  they  passed  the  Eddystone  light- 
house, and  some  vessels  hauled  in  for  Plymouth-dock. 
Madam  Belcour,  feeling  indisposed,  retired  for  a  few 
hours  to  her  cabin,  and,  while  Robert  amused  himself 
upon  deck,  Mr.  Barnard  and  Strickland  looked  over 
the  papers  inclosed  in  the  packet  tbe  former  bad  re* 
ceived  from  his  brother ;  among  which  was  the  copy 
of  a  lease  of  a  cottage,  with  fifty  acres  of  improved 
land  in  South  Wales,  and  several  other  documents 
interesting  to  that  gentleman.  "  And  now,  Stricka 
-hserved  be,  "in  the  little  trunk,  written  npi 
Robert  fiamatd,'  among  other  articl^ 
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have  found  the  original  lease,  with  an  account  of  the 
arrears  of  rent  due.  This  I  now  hand  over  to  you,  in 
trust  for  your  son ;  and  recollect.  Sir,  I  stand  pre- 
pared to  overrule  all  or  any  objections,  for  however  ' 
you  might  feel  justified  in  refusing  the  acceptance 
of  it  for  yourself,  to  refuse  it  for  your  Edward  would 
be  highly  imprudent.  It  wants  not  quite  five  weeks 
to  Christmas,  I  am  acquainted  with  the  parties  who 
occupy  it,  and  who,  to  my  certain  knowledge,  reside 
in. town  during  the  winter,  I  have  no  doubt  of  being 
able  to  persuade  them  to  surrender  the  key  by  Christ- 
mas at  farthest,  perhaps  immediately ;  when,  if  such 
a  retirement  suits  your  taste,  and  meets  with  the  ap- 
probation of  Madam  B.,  you  can  go  down  and  take 
possession,  as  a  trustee  for  your  son ;  but  if  you  pre- 
fer a  retired  residence  in  the  metropolis,  I  expect,  as* 
a  favour,  that  my  house  shall  be  the  place  of  your 
abode; — there,  there,  I'm  off  upon  deck  while  you 
lock  it  up."  **  Sir,  you  lay  me  under  the  weight  of 
so  many  obligations  that" — *'  You  see  I  am  already  at 
the  cabin  door, — pray,—  no  more  on  the  subject ;  you 
know,  Strickland,  the  state  of  my  property,  and  that 
this  is  such  a  trifle,  that  I  shall  scarce  miss  it."—- 

Generous,  grateful- hearted  Barnard  !  observed  our 
hero,  when  left  to  himself;  what  do  I  not  owe  thee  ? 
I  accept  thy  liberal  present,  admire  the  refined  prin- 
ciple that  suggested  the  delicate  mode  of  conferring 
it,  and  rejoice  to  think  that  I  have  such  a  provision  in 
store  for  my  little  captive.  Blow,  good  breezes,  blow, 
keep  steady  to  the  west  but  one  twenty-four  hours 
longer :  but  surely  I  have  forgot  poor  Graham.  Blow 
thou  balmy  western  gale,  until  thou  hast  wafted  Ne\j- 
tune's  daughter,  the  sprightly  \euw^,  Vo  Wi'a  ^«sdS5^ 
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fraught  bosom  of  old  father  Thames, — uotil  the  good 
ship  has  cast  her  anchor  within  sight  of  thy  stupendous 
dome' St.  Paul, — and  brought  the  tributes  of  another 
world  to  lay  as  trophies  at  thy  feet,  0  LoDdon ! — mis- 
tress of  cities!  empress  of  commerce!  and  arbitress 
of  Europe  I  To-morrow  I  hope  to  land  at  Portsmouth; 
but  why  I?  ive,  ice,  blest  social  pronoun,  we,  my  Mary 
and'myself,  hope  to  laud  at  Portsmouth,  and,  by  the 

i       following  day,  delight  our  eyes  with  thy  proud  spiRjM| 
thy  lofty  turrets,  and  thy  uumerous  bridges.  ^^| 

Fly  swift,  ye  happy  momems,  fly  1  ^^H 

Nor  linger  long,  ye  icadeQ-ninged  hours !  ^^H 

I  bnm, — I  long, — to  read  the  state  of  Europe's  wii^| 
like  powers,  to  catch  a  gleam  of  hope,  a  glimpse  of  Al- 
lure joy.^I  anticipate  peace,  a  meeting  with  my  child. 
The  whole  afternoon  our  cabin  friends  spent  upon 
deck  enraptured,  gazing  at  the  changing  prospect. 
Strickland  sat  and  pointed  out  to  Madam  Belcour 
each  opening  headland,  aud  each  friendly  bay  and 
haven ;  the  channel  seemed  thickly  covered  with  ships 
of  war  and  ships  of  commerce,  the  one  destiued  to 
guard  our  isle  from  hostile  strangers,  the  other  tu 
pour  the  wealth  of  nations  at  our  England's  feet. 
"  See,  see!"  exultingly  cried  our  hero,  "  behold  how 
majestically  waves  our  country's  (lag,  the  sacred  cross, 
in  triumph  o'er  the  seas ;  and  see  her  hardy  sons 
plowing  their  peculiar  element  to  eurich  her.  Come 
down,  my  dear,  and  let's  look  out  the  little  things  we 
mean  to  take  on  shore  with  us,  the  rest  we  may  safely 
intrust  to  Graham's  honest  care,  who,  if  the  wind 
holds,  will  reach  Limehouse  almost  as  soon  aa  ' 
city ;  you  know,  my  dear,  he  travels  by  night. 
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Towards  night-fall  the  Commodore  made  signal  for 
the  whole  fleet  to  shorten  sail,  purposing  at  daybreak, 
with  the  flood-tide,  to  make  the  passage  of  the  Nee- 
dles, as  a  few  of  the  vessels  were  bound  to  Portsmouth. 
**  This  is  most  fortunate,''  obsenred  our  hero,  "as  the 
frigate  will  doubtless  heave  to  at  the  Mother-bank,  to 
land  her  letters,  &c. ;  you.  Captain  Graham,  can  land 
us  without  danger  of  losing  convoy.'' 

After  supper,  Strickland  proposed  to  Madam  Bel- 
cour  and  Robert  to  retire  early,  as  it  seemed  probable 
they  would  be  aroused  by  times  in  the  morning.  The 
latter  instantly  obeyed.  Widow  Dawson  had  been 
safe  moored  in  what  Graham  called  Blanket  Bay, 
above  an  hour,  and  Graham  had  the  watch  upon 
deck  ;  but  Madam  B.  still  lingered  up.  "  The  truth 
is,  Gentlemen,"  said  she,  ''  I  cannot  sleep.  I  long  to 
know  whether  there  are  any  tidings  of  peace ;  and 
cannot,  dear  Sir,"  turning  to  Mr.  Barnard,  "  omit 
this  opportunity  to  thank  your  liberality  towards  my 
dear,  dear  boy" — (Strickland  looked  at  her  signifi- 
cantly, but  it  was  of  no  avail:  overpowered  by  feel- 
ings of  gratitude,  she  unthinkingly  continued) — *'  to- 
wards my  child — towards  my  hus" — "But,  gracious 
Heaven !  what  has  my  imprudence  betrayed  me  into  T 
Here  the  truly  embarrassed  lady  hastily  quitted  the 
table,  and  scarcely  faultering  a  good  night,  shut  her 
cabin  door,  and  retired  to  bed,  (not  to  rest,)  in  unut- 
terable confusion.  Our  two  friends  remained  for 
some  minutes  in  silence,  and  then  adjourned  to  the 
quarter  deck.  The  Needles'  light  was  at  no  very 
considerable  distance  on  the  larboard  bow:  Strickland 
sorrowfully  gazed  upon  it,  and  addressing  himself  to 
Mr.  Barnard,  observed,  "  This,  my  dear  Sir,  is  most 
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nDfortuDate ;  this  trip  of  the  tongue  has  placed  me  in 
a  dilemma,  from  which  I  know  not  bow  to  extricate 
myself.  Mary  will  feel,  ashamed  to  meet  you  ia  the 
morain^;  aod  as  for  my  accepting  your  friendly  offer,  to 
reside  with  you  for  a  little  time  in  London,  it  noio  can- 
not be; — 'tis  even  a  doubt  with  me,  whether  she  will 
be  prevailed  upon  to  land  in  the  same  boat  with  you. 
Most  onfortonate  ebullition  of  feeling !"  "  Most  un- 
fortunate, indeed ! "  replied  Mr.  Barnard ;  "  but  what 
is  to  be  dooe  i  Graham  will  not  be  able  to  afford  us 
more  than  one  boat  and  crew ;  we  can  now  decide  upon 
nothing,  my  friend,  but  must  await  the  morniag,  and 
act  according  to  circumstances."  The  greater  part  of 
the  night  Strickland  paced  the  deck,  restless  and  agi- 
tated, nor  did  be  retire  to  rest  until  the  fieet  had 
neared  the  Needle's  Point.  By  seven,  a.  m.  the  ship 
was  off  Cowes,  and  at  eight,  the  party,  with  the  ex- 
ception of  Madam  Belcour,  sat  down  to  breakfast ; 
that  lady  pleaded  indisposition,  and  Lad  some  tea  and 
a  roll  handed  in  to  her  by  Mrs.  Dawson.  Soon  after 
breakfast,  Strickland  heard  Graham  upon  deck,  giving 
orders  to  his  men  to  lower  down  the  jolly  boat.  At 
this  moment  Mr.  Barnard  considerately  took  Robert 
by  the  hand,  and  allured  the  servant  npon  deck,  when 
Strickland,  gently  tapping  at  his  wife's  cabin-door, 
inquired,  "Are  you  ready,  Mary?"  "  I  am,  Robert; 
but  my  dear,  in  landing,  pray  let  us  part  from  Mr. 
Barnard;  I  cannot  bring  myself  to  meet  him;  I 
would  really  prefer  proceeding  to  London  in  the  ves- 
sel, but  that  I  fear  his  attachment  to  you  would  in- 
dnce  him  to  do  so  too."  "  I  am  glad,  my  dear,  you 
have  come  to  this  resolution ;  for  even  if  he  landed 
here  with  his  son,  which   I  am  sure  he  would  do. 
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rather  than  inflict  pain  on  you ; — what  would  Graham 
think  of  this  separation,  after  the  amity  he  has  ob- 
served so  long  existing  among  us  ? — but  I  hear  the 
boat  is  down.  Keep  up  your  courage,  love ;  you  are 
all  to  me,  be  what  you  may  to  others.  I'll  see  Mr. 
Barnard  and  his  son  in  the  boat,  and  then  step  down 
and  fetch  you." 

By  the  time  Strickland  reached  the  deck,  the 
frigate  was  hove  to,  and  the  Venus,  with  several  other 
vessels,  stretching  over  towards  the  harbour's  mouth, 
(Portsmouth.)  Mr.  Barnard  and  Robert,  by  our  hero's 
desire,  first  entered  the  boat,  after  which,  in  spite  of 
Graham's  entreaties,  descended  Widow  Dawson. 
"You  have  Mr.  Barnard's  address,  Graham:  there 
you  will  either  find  or  hear  of  me  and  of  Mrs.  Daw- 
son," said  Strickland ;  "  and  can  you  blame  a  fe- 
male for  fearing  to  remain  in  custody,  without  a 
protector,  in  the  hands  of  a  warm  old  bachelor  I  I 
am  sure  you  cannot'*  "  Such  things  must  not  be, 
Captain  Graham,"  observed  Mr.  Barnard.  In  a  few 
minutes  our  hero  handed  down  Madam  Belcour,  and 
taking,  for  the  present,  a  friendly  leave  of  the  truly 
friendly  Graham, — accompanied  by  many  "Long 
lifes  to  your  Honours,  and  long  lifes  to  your  Honour's 
lady,"  from  Barney,  the  boat  pushed  off,  and  speedily 
landed  at  the  sallyport,  where  Strickland  presented 
the  crew  with  a  guinea,  to  drink  his  health,  and  ad- 
vising them  to  push  aboard  speedily,  as  the  vessel  was 
already  wearing,  they  proceeded  to  an  hotel,  ordered 
two  private  apartments,  and  four  bed  rooms :  one  for 
Madam  B.,  one  for  Mr.  Barnard  and  his  son,  one  for 
our  hero,  and  one  for  Mrs.  Dawson ;  and  having  or- 
dered two  post  chaises  to  be  ready  by  nine  in  the 
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morning,  Mr.  Baruard  dispatched  a  letter  that  eveDiDg 
to  his  daaghter,  and  Strickland  spent  the  afternoon 
partly  with  Mr.  B,  and  his  still  much-beloved  Robert, — 
and  partly  with  his  wife.  The  following  morning  the 
party  drove  off,  Mr.  Barnard  and  son  in  the  one  car- 
riage, and  Captain  Strickland  and  wife  in  the  other, 
and  Mrs.  Dawson  by  the  stage.  They  dined  at 
Guildford  j^still  separately. 

Poor  Robert  wondered  at  these  strange  proceed- 
ings, and  at  the  silence  of  Madam  B. ;  he  often  felt 
a  wish  to  inquire  tlie  cause,  but  when  prepared  to  ask, 
as  if  the  father  guessed  the  question,  an  affected  cold- 
ness and  reserve  still  held  him  dumb.  "  Poor  Cap- 
tain Strickland,"  thought  he,  "is  still  unhappy; — what 
would  I  not  give  to  know  the  cause?  But  why 
should  I  wish  to  know  it? — am  I  able  to  apply  a 
remedy?  Alas!  oh!  no;  would  that  I  were !  There 
is  a  strange  coldness  on  the  part  of  dear  Madam  Bel- 
cour ;  I  already  see  we  shall  soon  part."  A  melan- 
choly also  seemed  to  usurp  its  gloomy  empire  over 
the  spirits  of  Mr.  Barnard,  and  in  this  state  of  feeling 
our  travellers  entered  London,  by  Hyde  Park  Comer, 
at  seven  in  the  evening.  Mr.  Barnard  had  given  our 
hero  the  address  of  a  respectable  elderly  couple,  near 
Golden  Square :  thither  he  drove,  and  hired  apart- 
ments for  a  week,  during  which  time  he  daily  visited 
Mr.  Barnard ;  and  Robert  daily  visited  Mrs.  Strickland. 
The  reception  between  father  and  daughter,— and 
brother  and  sister,  was  as  cordial  as  might  have  been 
expected,  as  also  between  our  hero,  and  his  old  friend, 
Mr.  Noble,  who  sincerely  rejoiced  at  Strickland's  hav- 
ing recovered  his  wife,  as  well  as  at  the  intelligence 
he  had  received  of  his  son.     In  one  thing— one  thing 
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only,  was  Strickland  disappointed ;  and  that  was 
his  researches  after  Mrs.  Williams,  the  reputed  mother 
of  his  captive  Edward.  "  I  am  thoroughly  satisfied," 
thought  he,  "  that  the  dear  boy  is  my  own,  yet  long 
to  recompense  his  foster  mother."  By  Mr.  Noble's 
ussistaiice,  he  settled  the  business  respecting  his  towa 
house,  received  the  rents,  and  determined  to  let  the 
same  person  occupy  it,  till  it  could  be  sold  by  private 
contract.  From  Mr.  Cole  he  also  received  the  resi- 
due of  his  property — upwards  of  a  thousand  pounds ; 
he  likewise  drew  his  half-pay,  paid  a  farewell  visit  to 
Graham,  (by  this  time  safely  arrived,)  landed  the  lug- 
gage, witnessed  the  happy  marriage  of  that  worthy 
seaman  with  the  no-less  worthy  Mrs.  Dawson,  gave 
the  Captain  his  address  in  Wales,  promising  to  advise 
him  when  he  intended  to  depart  for  France,  and 
taking  a  most  cordial  leave  of  Mr.  Barnard  and 
Robert,  the  latter  of  whom  shed  tears  in  abundance, 
our  hero,  with  Mrs.  Strickland,  quitted  London,  for 
their  new  resideoce  in  Wales.  In  about  a  fortnight 
afterwards  Mr.  Barnard  received  the  following  letter 
from  Captain  Strickland  :— • 

"  Dear  Friend, 

"  At  length  I  and  my  Mary  are  happily  united,  and 
Madam  Belcour  no  longer  exists,  save  in  the  person 
of  Mrs.  Strickland.  I  have  truly  practised  an  act  of 
self-denial,  in  not  writing  to  you  before,  and  did  so 
while  waiting  with  the  hope  to  inform  you  of  this  joy- 
ful circumstance. 

"  Oh,  Barnard,  what  happiness,  what  hope  is  mine  ! 
I  know  you  participate  my  joy,  as  you  once  shared 
my  sorrows.     The  present  you  have  made  my  dear 
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boy  is  a  princely  doDation,  With  what  delight  we 
stroll  about  the  grounds,  my  Mary's  taste  suggesting 
this,  that,  and  tlie  other  little  improvement.  But  it 
was,  as  we  found  it,  a  little  fairy  palace ; — how  great, 
Mr,  Barnard,  must  have  been  the  friendship  and 
generosity  which  prompted  you  so  amply  to  furnish 
it,  not  even  excepting  the  stocking  the  grounds  with 
cattle,  the  stable  with  a  pair  of  horses,  and  the  yard 
with  pigs  and  poultry !  And  what,  what  Sir,  can  I 
mder  you  in  return  for  all  this  bounty  !  Could  yon 
not  send  me  my  little  adopted  son,  Bobert?  bat  that 
would,  indeed,  be  adding  another  to  the  many  favours 
you  have  conferred  upon  me.  But  should  yoti,  al 
any  period,  feel  disposed  to  send  htm  to  a  boarding- 
school,  pray  place  him,  for  at  least  the  first  twelve- 
month, under  our  care.  You  may  depend  upon  it, 
Sir,  such  attention  shall  be  paid  to  his  comfort,  mo- 
rals and  improvement,  as  you  will  in  vain  look  for  si 
public  schools.  Do  this,  Mr.  Barnard,  and  thus  help 
me  to  pay  back  (though  by  miserable  instalments),  to 
the  son,  the  favours  I  have  experienced  at  the  hand 
of  the  father : — what  a  proof  of  your  confidence 
would  it  he  should  you  send  him  down  immediately 
on  the  receipt  of  this  letter.  You  will  do  well  to  do 
so ;  he  is  now  growing  a  fine  tall  boy ;  and  you  have, 
therefore,  no  time  to  lose,  as  the  proverb  truly  says : 
'  youth  is  the  season  for  instruction,'  It  shall  be  my 
business,  to  the  utmost  of  my  abilities,  to  well-ground 
him  in  the  solid,  the  essential  elements  of  learning; 
while  Mrs.  Strickland  will  add,  that  beautiful,  gentle 
polish,  so  becoming  and  engaging  in  a  man  at  all 
periods  of  life,  but  more  particularly  so,  at  his  first 
entrance  into  it.     Perhaps  you  may  imagine  the  air 
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here  is  verj  keen  and  searching; — the  season  is  truly  s 
severe  one ;  and  yet  I  am  persuaded  that  we  experience 
less  of  the  severity  of  the  weather  than  you  do  in  the 
metropolis.  One  favour  let  me  beg  of  you,  eitpar- 
tant,  pray  forward  me  the  earliest  intelligence  of 
every  fresh  movement  of  the  Allies ;  not  only  the 
newspaper  account,  but  also  the  reports  in  circulation 
in  the  fashionable  circles  which  you  occasionally  visit. 
From  what  I  have  already  learnt,  the  war  is  advanc- 
iag  rapidly  to  a  close.  The  first  moment  I  can  do  it 
with  safety,  I  purpose  landing'  at  Ostend,  and  travel- 
ling, or  almost  flying,  to  Cambray,  to  snatch  from  a 
French  prison  my  dear  boy.  In  a  journey  a  fortnight 
ago  to  Swansea,  I  met  with  a  Welsh  captain,  who 
has  a  brother  confined  in  Cambray,  and  who  has  pro- 
raised  to  sgnd  me  an  early  notice  should  he  bear  of 
the  prisoners  being  removed  lo  any  other  part  of  the 
country.  My  lingering  pen  still  hesitates  to  bid  you 
adieu;  and  why! — my  heart  is  full  of  my  subject; 
and  yet  not  so  full  as  to  exclude  the  warm  feelings  of 
gratitude  and  esteem  I  feel  for  you.  I  have  con- 
fessed to  Mrs.  Strickland,  that  in  an  hour  of  confi- 
dence, long  ere  I  recovered  her,  you  were  the  faith- 
ful depositary  of  our  secret ;  and  have  no  doubt  but 
that  in  process  of  time,  she  may  be  brought  to  see 
you.  Robert  must  be  made  to  think  that  she  resided 
in  Canada  for  the  benefit  of  her  health;  and  chose  to 
pass  as  my  sister  in  the  passage  home.  How  seri- 
ously, my  dear  Sir,  should  we  pause  ere  we  stoop  to 
falsehood  or  prevarication;  when  we  see  how  many 
subsequent  untruths  we  are  often  compelled  to  call 
in  to  the  aid  of  the  first.  I  have  read  a  letter  from 
Graham;  and  I  am  snre  your  friendly  heart  will  de- 
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rive  satisfaction  from  being  informed  that  the  gene- 
rous old  tar  feels  happy,  to  use  his  own  words — 
*  Success,  say  I,  to  matrimony, — ^why,  Strickland,  I 
never  was  so  happy  and  merry  in  my  life.  Betsey  has 
already  got  a  young  one  on  the  stocks.  I  have  bought 
all  the  ship;  and  nothing,  I  trust,  will  prevent  me 
from  sailing  to  France  with  you.'  Perhaps,  Sir,  I 
may  also  reckon  upon  the  pleasure  of  your  company: 
I  am  more  and  more  persuaded  my  journey  will  not 
be  delayed  to  a  very  distant  period.  If  Edward  has 
continued  to  write  a  journal, — from  his  increasing  age, 
and  the  greater  leisure  he  now  possesses,  I  flatter  my- 
self it  will  be  well  worth  reading :  if  so,  I  shall  add 
to  it  an  account  of  my  journey  in  search  of  him,  and 
publish  the  whole.  Adieu !  Sir.  My  best  love  to 
Robert  and  Miss  Barnard.  Accept  the  same,  with 
my  warmest  gratitude,  from, 

''  Dear  Sir, 
"  Your  truly  sincere  friend  and  obliged  Servant, 

**R.  Strickland. 
''  P.  S.  Mrs.  Strickland  makes  you  all  many  com- 
pliments. 

"Dec ,  1813.'' 


THE  END. 
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